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.  DON  JUAN. 


Difficile  e«t  proprie  commania  dicere. 

HoH.  Epist.  ad  Pison. 

Doft  thoa  think,  becanie  thou  art  virtaous,  there  shall  be  no  more 
Cakes  and  Ale?— Yes,  by  St.  Anne,  and  Ginger  shall  be  hot  i* 
the  month,  too !— Shakspbarb,  Twelfth  Night;  or  Whatfou  Witt. 


IV. 


DON  JUAN* 


CANTO    I* 


I. 

i  WANT  a  hero  :— an  unconunon  want, 

When  every  jear  and  month  sends  forth  a  new  one. 
Till,  after  cloying  the  gazettes  with  cant, 

The  age  discovers  he  is  not  the  true  one  : 
Of  such  as  these  I  should  not  care  to  vaunt, 

I  *11  therefore  take  our  ancient  friend  Don  Juan  | 
We  all  have  seen  him  in  the  pantomime 
Sent  to  the  devil  somewhat  ere  his  time.' 

II. 

Vernon^  the  butcher  Cumberland,  Wolfe,  Hawke^ 
Prince  Ferdinand,  Granby,  Burgoyne,  Keppel,  Howei 

Evil  and  good,  have  had  their  tithe  of  talk, 

And  fiU'd  their  sign-posts  then,  like  Wellesley  now; 

Each  in  their  turn,  like  Banquets  monarchs,  stalky 
Followers  of' fame,  *'  nine  farrow'*  of  that  sow  : 

France^  too,  had  Buonaparte  and  Dumourier  j 

Recorded  in  the  Moniteur  and  Courier i 

UI. 

Barnave^  Brissot,  dondorcet,  Mirabeau, 
Petion,  Clootz,  Danton,  Marat,  La  Fajretie, 

Were  French,  and  famous  people^  as  we  know ; 
And  there  were  others j  scarce  forgotten  yet, 

Joubert,  Hoche,  Marceau,  Lannes,  Desaix,  Moreau, 
With  many  of  the  military  set, 

Exceedingly  remarkable  at  times. 

But  not  at  all  adapted  to  my  rhymes^ 
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IV. 

Nelson  was  once  Britannia's  god  of  war, 

And  still  should  be  so,  but  the  tide  is  turn'd ; 

There  's  no  more  to  be  said  of  Trafalgar, 
'T  is  with  our  hero  quietly  inurn'd. 

Because  the  army  's  grown  more  popular, 
At  which  the  nayal  people  are  concerned ; 

Besides,  the  prince  is  all  for  the  laud-service. 

Forgetting  Duncan,  Nelson,  Howe,  and  Jervis. 

V. 

Brave  men  were  living  before  Agamemnon,^ 
And  since,  exceeding  valorous  and  sage, 

A  good  deal  like  him  too,  though  quite  the  same  none, 
But  then  they  shone  not  on  the  poet's  page, 

And  so  have  been  forgotten  : — ^I  condemn  none. 
But  can't  find  any  in  the  present  age 

Fit  for  my  poem  (that  is,  for  my  new  one) ; 

So,  as  1  said,  I  '11  take  my  friend  Don  Juan. 

VL 

Most  epic  poets  plunge  in  ''  medias  res" 

(Horace  makes  this  the  heroic  turnpike  road). 

And  then  your  hero  tells,  whene'er  you  please, 
What  went  before — by  way  of  episode, 

While  seated  after  dinner  at  his  ease, 
Beside  his  mistress  in  some  soft  abode, 

Palace  or  garden,  paradise  or  cavern. 

Which  serves  the  happy  couple  for  a  tavern. 

VII. 

That  is  the  usual  method,  but  not  mine — 
My  way  is  to  begin  with  the  beginning ; 

The  regularity  of  my  design 
Forbids  all  wandering  as  the  worst  of  sinning, 

And  therefore  I  shall  open  with  a  line 

(Although  it  cost  me  half  an  hour  in  spinning), 

Narrating  somewhat  of  Don  Juan's  father^ 

And  also  of  his  mother,  if  you  'd  rather. 

VUI. 

In  Seville  was  he  born,  a  pleasant  city, 

Famous  for  oranges  and  women — ^he 
Who  has  not  seen  it  will  be  much  to  pity. 

So  says  the  proverb — and  1  quite  agree ; 
Of  all  the  Spanish  towns  is  none  more  pretty, 

Cadiz  perhaps,  but  that  you  soon  may  see  : 
Don  Juan's  parents  lived  beside  the  river, 
A  noble  stream,  and  call'd  the  Guadalquiver. 
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IX. 

His  father's  name  was  Jose — i)oit,  of  course ; 

A  true  hidalgo,  free  from  every  stain 
Of  Moor  or  Hebrew  blood,  he  traced  his  source 

Through  the  most  Gothic  gentlemen  of  Spain. 
A  better  cavalier  ne*er  mounted  horse, 

Or,  being  mounted,  e*er  got  down  again, 
Than  Jose,  who  begot  our  hero,  who 
Begot — ^but  that  *s  to  come — ^Well,  to  renew  : 

X. 

His  modier  was  a  learned  lady,  famed 
For  every  branch  of  every  science  known — 

In  every  christian  language  ever  named, 
With  virtues  equalled  by  her  wit  alone  -, 

She  made  the  cleverest  people  quite  ashamed, 
And  e*en  the  good  with  inward  envy  groan, 

Finding  themselves  so  very  much  exceeded 

In  dieir  own  way  by  all  the  things  that  she  did* 

XL 

Her  memory  was  a  mine  :  she  knew  by  heart 
AH  Calderon  and  greater  part  of  Lope, 

So  that  if  any  actor  missed  his  part. 
She  could  have  served  him  for  the  prompter's  copy ; 

For  her  Feinagle's  were  an  useless  art. 
And  he  himself  obliged  to. shut  up  'shop— he 

Could  never  make  a  memory  so  fine  as 

That  which  adom'd  the  brain  of  Donna  Inez* 

XII. 

Her  favourite  science  was  the  mathematical, 
Her  noblest  virtue  was  her  magnanimity, 

Her  wit  (she  sometimes  tried  at  wit)  was  Attic  all. 
Her  serious  sayings  darkened  to  sublimity^ 

In  short,  in  all  things  she  was  fairly  what  1.  call 
A  prodigy — her  morning  dress  was  dimity, 

Her  evening  silk,  or,  in  the  summer,  muslin, 

And  other  stuffs,  with  which  I  wont  stay  puzzling. 

xm. 

She  knew  the  Latin — that  is,  '*  the  Lord's  prayer,** 
And  Greek — the  dphabet,  I  'm  nearly  sure; 

She  read  some  French  romances  here  and  there. 
Although  her  mode  of  speaking  was  not  pure  v 

For  native  Spanish  she  had  no  great  care, 
At  least  her  conversation  was  obscure ; 

Her  thoughts  were  theorems,  her  words  a  problemi 

As  if  she  deem'd  that  mystery  would  ennoble  'em. 
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XIV. 

She  iiked  the  English  and  the  Hebrew  toaguey 
And  said  there  was  analogy  between  *ein ; 

She  proved  it  somehow  out  of  sacred  song^ 
But  I  must  leaye  the  pro<^  to  those  who  *?e  seen  ^Ma; 

But  this  I  heard  her  say,  and  can^t  be  wrong, 
And  all  may  think  which  way  their  judgmeuls  lean  *«n> 

^^  *T  is  strange — the  Hebrew  ndun  whidi  means  ^  I  am,* 

The  English  always  use  to  goTem  d — ^n/* 

XY,'^ 

l^  >^  If.  if.  if  3f^ 

f  4F  ♦  *  *  ¥ 


XVI, 

In  short,  she  was  a  walking  oalcidation, 

Miss  Edgeworth's  novels  stepping  hom  their  cov^ii} 
Or  Mrs.  Trimmer^s  books  on  edacaibion. 

Or  ''  Co^bs*  Wife"  set  out  in  quest  of  lovers, 
Morality's  prim  personification. 

In  which  not  envy's  self  a  flaw  discovers ; 
To  others'  share  let  '<  female  errors  fall,'* 
For  she  had  not  even  one-~the  worst  of  aU^ 

XVIL 

Oh !  she  was  perfect  past  all  paraUel--* 
Of  any  modern  female  saint's  comparison ; 

So  far  above  the  cunning  powers  of  hell, 
Her  guardian  angel  had  giv'n  up  his  garrison  $ 

Even  her  minutest  motions  went  as  well 
As  those  of  the  best  Ume-^piece  made  by  Harrison  : 

In  virtues  nothing  earthly  could  surpass  her, 

Save  thine  '^  inoompariable  oil,"  Macassar  !  * 

f  The  following  is  the  I&fth  stanoa,  si^pressed  in  Ihe  London  ecKUoDS  t 

^  Some  women  use  their  tongues ;  she  looVd  a  lectufe» 
Each  eye  a  sermon,  and  her  brow  a  faomfly. 

An  all  in  all  sufficient  self-direotmr, 
Like  the  lamented  late  Sir  Samuel  Bomifiy, 

The  law's  expounder,  and  the  state's  corrector. 
Whose  suicide  was  almost  an  anomaly —    ;) 

One  sad  example  more  that  *  all  is  vanity,' 

The  jury  brought  their  verdict  in  *  Insaoi^/" 
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xvm. 

Perfect  she  was,  bnt  aa  perfectioa  ia 

Insipid  in  this  naughty  world  of  ours, 
Where  oar  first  parents  nerer  leam'd  to  kiss., 

Till  they  were  exiled  froia  liiev  earlier  howers. 
Where  all  was  peace,  and  innocence,  ami  bUss 

(I  wonder  how  they  got  through  the  tweWe  hours), 
Don  Jose,  like  a  lineal  son  of  E^e, 
Went  plucking  various  fruit  wfthout  her  leaire. 

KIX. 

He  was  a  mortal  of  the  careless  kind, 
With  no  great  love  for  learning,  or  the  learn'd, 

Who  chose  to  go  where'er  he  bad  a  mind, 
And  never  dream'd  his  lady  was  concerned  : 

The  world,  as  usual,  wickedly  inclined 
To  see  a  kingdom  or  a  howe  o*ertani*d, 

Whbper'd  he  had  a  mistress,  eome  said  Arv, 

But  for  domestic  quarrels  mm  wili  do* 

XX. 

Now  Donna  Ines  had,  with  idl  her  meril, 
A  great  opinion  of  her  own  good  4|«alttief ; 

Neglect,  indeed,  reqwes  a  saini  to  bear  it, 
And  such,  indeed,  she  was  in  her  moralities ; 

But  then  she  had  a  devil  of  a  spuit. 
And  sometimes  mix'd  up  fiui^es  wkb  reaKties,^ 

And  let  few  opportunies  escape 

Of  getting  her  liege  lord  into  a  scrape. 

XXI. 

This  was  an  easy  matter  with  «  man 
Oft  in  the  wrong,  and  never  on  his  guard; 

And  even  the  wisest,  do  the  best  iliey  can, 
Have  moments,  hours,  and  days,  so  unprepared. 

That  you  might  "  brain  diem  with  their  lady's  fen,** 
And  sometimes  ladies  hit  exceeding  hard, 

And  fans  turn  into  falchions  in  fair  hands. 

And  why  and  wherefore  no  one  understands. 

xxn. 

'T  is  pity  learned  virgins  ever  wed 

With  persons  of  no  sort  of  education. 
Or  genUemen  who,  though  well-bom  and  bred. 

Grow  tired  of  scientific  conversation  : 
1  don't  chuse  to  say  much  upon  this  head, 

I  *m  a  plain  man,  and  in  a  single  station, 
But — oh  ?  ye  lords  of  ladies  intellectual, 
Inform  us  truly,  have  they  not  hen-peck'd  you  all;? 
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XXIU. 

Don  Jose  and  his  lady  quarrell'd — nky. 

Not  any  of  the  many  could  divine ; 
Though  several  thousand  people  chose  to  try, 

*T  was  surely  no  concern  of  theirs  nor  mute  : 
I  loathe  that  low  vice  curiosity ; 

But  if  there  's  a^y  thing  in  which  I  shine, 
^T  is  in  arranging  sdl  my  friends'  affairs, 
Not  having,  of  my  own,  domestic. cares. 

XXIV. 

And  so  I  interfered,  and  with  the  hest 

Intentions,  but  their  treatment  was  not  l^ind ; 

I  think  the  foolish  people  were  possessed, 
For  neither  of  them  could  I  ^yer  find. 

Although  their  porter  afterwards  confessed — 
But  that 's  no  matter,  and  the  worst 's  behind, 

For  little  Juan  o'er  me  threw,  down  stairs, 

A  pail  of  housemaid's  water  unawares* 

XXV. 

A  little  curly-headed,  good-for-nothing, 

And  mischief-making  monkey  from  his  birth ; 

His  parents  ne'er  agreed,  except  in  doting 
Upon  the  most  unquiet  imp  on  earth : 

Instead  of  quarrelling,  had  th^y  beeu  but  both  in 
Their  senses,  they  'd  have  s^nt  youiig  master  forth 

To  school,  or  had  him  soundly  whipp'd  at  home, 

To  teach  him  manners  for  the  time  to  come. 

xxvr. 

Don  Jose  and  the  Donna  Inez  led 
For  sometime  an  unhappy  sort  of  life, 

Wishing  each  other,  not  divorced,  but  dead ; 
They  lived  respectably  as  m^  and  wife, 

Their  conduct  was  exceedingly  well-bred. 
And  gave  no  outward  signs  of  inward  strife, 

Until  at  length  the  smother'd  fire  broke  out, 

And  put  the  business  past  all  kind  of  doubt. 

XXVII. 

For  Inez  call'd  some  druggists  and  physicians. 
And  tried  to  prove  her  loving  lord  was  mady 

But  as  he  had  some  lucid  intermissions. 
She  next  decided  he  was  only  bad; 

Yet  when  they  ask'd  her  for  her  depositions, 
No  sort  of  explanation  could  be  had, 

Save  that  her  duty  both  to  man  and  God 

Required  this  conduct — which  seem'd  very  odd. 
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XXVIil. 

She  kept  a  joarnal,  where  his  faults  were  noted, 
And  open'd  certain  trunks  of  books  and  letters. 

All  which  might,  if  occasion  served,  be  quoted ; 
And  then  she  had  all  Seville  for  abettors, 

Besides  her  good  old  grandmother  (who  doted) ; 
The  hearers  of  her  case  became  repeaters, 

Then  advocates,  inquisitors,  and  judges. 

Some  for  amusement,  others  for  old  grudges. 

And  then  this  best  and  meekest  woman  bore 
With  such  serenity  her  husband^s  woes, 

Just  as  the  Spartan  ladies  did  of  yore, 
Who  saw  their  spouses  kill*d,  and  nobly  chose 

Never  to  say  a  word  about  them  more — 
Calmly  she  heard  each  calumny  that  rose, 

And  saw  his  agonies  with  such  sublimity, 

That  all  the  world  exclaimed  <<  What  magnanimity  T* 

XXX. 

No  doubt,  this  patience,  when  the  world  is  damning  us, 

Is  philosophic  in  our  former  friends ; 
*T  is  also  pleasant  to  be  deemM  magnanimous. 

The  more  so  in  obtaining  our  own  ends ; 
And  what  the  lawyers  call  a  <<  mcUus  animus y" 

Conduct  like  this  by  no  means  comprehends  : 
Revenge  in  person  's  certainly  no  virtue. 
But  then  't  is  not  my  fault  if  others  hurt  you. 

XXXI. 

And  if  our  quarrels  should  rip  up  old  stories. 
And  help  them  with  a  lie  or  two  additional, 

/  'm  not  to  blame,  as  you  well  know,  no  more  is 
Any  one  else — they  were  become  traditional; 

Besides,  their  resurrection  aids  our  glories 

By  contrast,  which  is  what  we  just  were  wishing  all ; 

And  science  profits  by  this  resurrection — 

Dead  scandals  form  good  subjects  for  dissection. 

XXXII. 

Their  friends  had  tried  at  reconciliation, 
Then  their  relations,  who  made  matters  worse 

fT  were  hard  to  tell  upon  a  like  occasion 
To  whom  it  may  be  best  to  have  recourse — 

1  can't  say  much  for  friend  or  yet  relation)  : 
The  lawyers  did  their  utmost  for  divorce. 

But  scarce  a  fee  was  paid  on  either  side 

Pefore,  unluckily,  Don  Jose  died. 
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XXXUI. 

He  died ;  and  miMil  anlnckily,  because. 
According  to  all  Imits  I  could  collect 

From  counsel  leonaed  in  those  kinds  of  laws 
(Although  their  taik  '•  obscure  and  circnmsped). 

His  death  contrived  to  spoil  a  charming  cause; 
A  thousand  pities  aba  with  respect 

To  public  feeUng,  which  on  this  occasion 

Was  manifested  in  a  great  sensatioD* 

XXXIV. 

But  ah !  he  died ;  and  buried  with  him  ky 
The  public  feeling  and  the  lawyers*  fees : 

His  house  was  sold,  his  senrants  sent  away* 
A  Jew  took  one  of  his  two  mbtresses, 

A  priest  the  other— at  least  so  tbey  say  : 
I  askM  the  doctors  after  lus  decease, 

He  died  of  the  slow  fever  call*d  the  tertian, 

And  left  his  widow  to  her  own  aiversu>B« 


Yet  Jose  was  an  honourable  man, 
That  I  must  say,  who  knew  him  very  well  ^ 

Therefore  his  frailties  i  *U  no  further  soa«. 
Indeed  there  were  not  many  mare  to  teU ; 

And  if  his  passions  now  and  then  outran 
Discretion,  and  were  not  so  peaceable 

As  Numa's  (who  was  also  named  PompiUus), 

He  had  been  ill  brought  up,  and  was  bom  biiioos. 

XXXVi. 

Whatever  might  be  his  wortUessness  or  worth. 
Poor  fellow !  he  had  many  things  to  wound  him. 

Let 's  own,  since  it  can  do  no  harm  on  earth ; 
It  was  a  trying  moment  that  which  found  him 

Standing  alone  beside  his  desolate  hear.tii. 
Where  aU  his  household  gods  lay  shiver'd  round  him ; 

No  choice  was  left  his  feelings  or  his  pride. 

Save  death  or  Doctors'  Commons — ^so  he  died* 

XXXVH. 

Dying  intestate,  Juan  was  sole  heir 
To  a  chancery-suit,  and  messuages,  and  lands, 

Which,  with  a  long  minority  and  care, 
Promised  to  turn  out  well  in  proper  hands  : 

Inez  became  sole  guardian,  which  was  £ur, 
And  answered  but  to  nature's  jilst  demands  $ 

An  only  son  left  with  an  only  medier 

Is  brought  up  much  more  wisely  than  another. 


DON  JUAN.  U 

XXX  vni. 

Sagest  of  women,  even  of  widowa,  ihe 

Resolved  that  Jaan  shonld  be  i|iiite  a  paragon, 
And  worthy  of  the  noblest  pedigree 

(His  sire  was  of  Castile,  his  dam  from  Arragon) : 
Then  for  accomplishments  of  diivalrj, 

In  case  our  lord  the  king  should  go  to  war  again^ 
He  learn'd  the  arts  of  riding,  fencing,  giumerj, 
And  how  to  scale  a  fortress*— or  a  mon^ry. 


But  that  which  Donna  Ines  OKMtt  desired, 
And  saw  into  herself  eadi  day  belore  «U 

The  learned  tutors  whom  for  him  she  hired. 
Was  that  his  breeding  diould  be  strictly  moral; 

Much  into  all  his  studies  die  inqjvired, 
And  so  they  were  submitted  first  to  her  all ; 

Arts,  sciences,  no  branch  was  made  a  mystery 

To  Juan's  eyes,  excepting  natural  history* 


The  languages,  especially  the  dead, 
The  sciences,  and  most  of  all  th'  abstruse; 

The  arts,  at  least  a]l  such  as  could  be  said 
To  be  the  most  remote  from  cosomon  use. 

In  all  these  he  was  much  and  deeply  read ; 
But  not  a  page  of  any  thing  that  *s  loose, 

Or  hints  continuation  of  the  species, 

Was  ever  suffered,  lest  he  diould  grow  vicious. 

XU. 

His  classic  studies  made  a  little  puasle, 
Because  of  filthy  loves  of  gods  and  goddesses, 

Who  in  the  earlier  ages  raised  a  bustle, 
But  never  put  on  pantaloons  or  boddices ; 

His  reverend  tutors  had  at  times  \  tussle. 
And  for  their  .^^eids,  Iliads,  and  Odysseys, 

Were  forced  to  make  an  odd  sort  of  apology. 

For  Donna  Inez  dreaded  the  mythology. 

XLII. 

Ovid  's  a  rake,  as  half  his  verses  show  him ; 

Anacreon's  morals  are  a  still  worse  sample ; 
Catullus  scarcely  has  a  decent  poem ; 

I  don't  think  Sappho's  Ode  a  good  example, 
Although^  Longinus  tells  us  there  is  no  hymn 

Where  the  sublime  soars  forth  on  wings  more  ample  ; 
But  Virgil's  songs  are  pure,  exoept  that  horrid  one 
beginning  with  "  fWtnonini  patttyr  Omfdmu" 
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XUIJ. 

Lucretius'  irreligion  is  too  strong 

For  early  stomachs,  to  prove  wholesome  food; 
I  can't  help  thinking  Juvenal  was  wrong, 

Although  no  doubt  his  real  intent  was  good ; 
For  speaking  out  so  plainly  in  his  song, 

So  much  indeed  as  to  be  downright  rude ; 
And  then  what  proper  person  can  be  partial 
To  all  those  nauseous  epigrams  of  Martial  ? 

XUV. 

Juan  was  taught  from  out  the  best  edition, 
Expurgated  by  learned  men,  who  place. 

Judiciously,  from  out  the  schoolboy's  vision. 
The  grosser  parts ;  but,  fearful  to  deface 

Too  much  their  modest  bard  by  this  omission. 
And  pitying  sore  his  mutilated  case. 

They  only  add  them  all  in  an  appendix,* 

Which  saves,  in  fact,  the  trouble  of  an  index ; 

XLV. 

For  there  we  have  them  all  '^  at  one  fell  swoop," 
Instead  of  being  scatter'd  through  the  pages ; 
They  stand  f&rth  marshall'd  in  a  handsome  troop, 
.    To  meet  the  ingenuous  youth  of  future  ages, 
Till  some  less  rigid  editor  shall  stoop 

To  call  them  back  into  their  separate  cages, 
Instead  of  standing  staring  altogether. 
Like  garden  gods — and  not  so  decent,  either. 

XLVL 

The  missal  too  (it  was  the  family  missal) 

Was  ornamented  in  a  sort  of  way 
Which  ancient  mass-books  often  are,  and  this  all 

Kinds  of  grotesques  illumined ;  and  how  they 
Who  saw  those  figures  on  the\nargin  kiss  all. 

Could  turn  their  optics  to  the  text  and  pray, 
Is  more  than  I  know — ^but  Don  Juan's  motiber 
Kept  this  herself,  and  gave  her  son  another. 

XLVIL 

Sermons  he  read,  and  lectures  he  endured, 
And  homilies,  and  lives  of  all  the  saints  ; 

To  Jerome  and  to  Chrysostom  inured, 
He  did  not  take  such  studies  for  restraints  : 

But  how  faith  is  acquired,  and  then  insured, 
So  well  not  one  of  the  aforesaid  paints 

As  Saint  Augustine,  in  his  fine  Confessions, 

Which  make  the  reader  envy  his  transgressions. 
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XLVIir. 

This,  too,  was  a  seal'd  book  to  little  Juan — 
I  can't  but  say  that  his  mamma  was  right, 

If  such  an  education  was  the  true  one. 

She  scarcely  trusted  him  from  out  her  sight ; 

Her  maids  were  old,  and  if  she  took  a  new  one 
You  might  be  sure  she  was  a  perfect  fright ; 

She  did  this  during  even  her  husband's  life^ 

I  recommend  as  much  to  every  wife. 

XLIX. 

Young  Juan  wax'd  in  goodliness  and  grace  ; 

At  six  a  charming  child,  and  at  eleven 
With  all  the  promise  of  as  fine  a  face 

As  e'er  to  man's  maturer  growth  was  given  : 
He  studied  steadily  and  grew  apace, 

And  seem'd,  at  least,  in  the  right  road  to  heaven  ; 
For  half  his  days  were  pass'd  at  church,  the  other 
Between  his  tutors,  confessor,  and  mother. 

L. 

At  six,  I  said  he  was  a  charming  child, 
At  twelve  he  was  a  fine,  but  quiet  boy  ; 

Although  in  infancy  a  little  wild, 

They  tamed  him  down  amongst  them  :  to  destroy 

His  natural  spirit  not  in  vain  they  toil'd. 
At  least  it  seem'd  so ;  and  his  mother's  joy 

Was  to  declare  how  sage,  and  still,  and  steady ^ 

Her  young  philosopher  was  grown  already. 

LI. 

I  had  my  doubts,  perhaps  I  have  them  stilly 
But  what  I  say  is  neither  here  nor  there  $ 

I  knew  his  father  well,  and  have  some  skill 
In  character — ^but  it  would  not  be  fair 

From  sire  to  son  to  augur  good  or  ill : 
He  and  his  wife  were  an  ill-sorted  pair — 

But  scandal 's  my  aversion — I  protest 

Against  all  evil  speaking,  even  in  jest. 

LU. 

For  my  part  1  say  nothing — nothing — but 
This  I  will  say — ^my  reasons  are  my  own — 

That  if  I  had  an  only  son  to  put 
To  school  (as  God  be  praised  that  I  have  none) 

'T  is  not  with  Donna  Inez  I  would  shut 
Him  up  to  learn  his  catechism  alone  ; 

No,  no— I  'd  send  him  out  betimes  to  college, 

For  there  it  was  I  pick'd  up  my  own  knowledge. 
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UII. 

For  there  one  learns — 't  is  not  for  nae  to  boast, 
Thongh  I  acquired — but  I  pass  over  fAo/, 

As  well  as  all  the  Greek  I  since  hayie  lost : 
I  say  that  there  's  the  place — ^bnt  Verbfum  gaL 

I  think  I  pickM  up,  too,  as  well  as  most, 
Knowledge  of  matters^^bnt,  no  matter  what — 

I  never  married — ^hut  I  think,  I  know, 

That  sons  should  not  be  educated  so. 

LIV. 

Young  Juan  now  was  sixteen  years  of  age, 

Tall,  handsome,  slender,  but  well  knit ;  he  seem'd 

Active,  though  not  so  sprightly,  as  a  page  ,* 
And  every  body  but  his  mother  deem'd 

Him  almost  man  :  but  she  flew  in  a  rage, 
And  bit  her  lips  (for  else  she  might  have  scream'd) 

If  any  said  so  ;  for  to  be  precocious 

Was  in  her  eyes  a  thing  the  most  atrocious. 

LV. 

Amongst  her  numerous  acquaintance,  all 
Selected  for  discretion  and  devotion, 

There  was  the  Donna  JuHa,  whom  to  call 
Pretty  were  but  to  give  a  feeble  notion 

Of  many  charms  in  her  as  natural 
As  sweetness  to  the  flower,  or  salt  to  ocean ^ 

Her  zone  to  Venus,  or  his  bow  to  Cupid 

(But  this  last  simile  is  trite  and  stupid)^ 

LVI. 

The  darkness  of  her  oriental  eye 

Accorded  with  her  Moorish  origin 
(Her  blood  was  not  all  Spanish,  by  the  by ; 

In  Spain,  you  know,  this  is  a  sort  of  sin). 
When  proud  Granada  fell,  and,  forced  to  fly, 

Boabdil  wept,  of  Donna  Julia's  kin 
Some  went  to  Africa,  some  stay'd  in  Spain, 
Her  great  great  grandmamma  chose  to  remain* 

LVII. 

She  married  (I  forget  th^  pedigree) 
With  an  hidalgo,  who  transmitted  down 

His  blood  less  noble  than  such  blood  should  be ; 
At  such  alliances  his  sires  would  frown, 

In  that  point  so  precise  in  each  degree 

That  they  bred  m  and  in,  as  might  be  shown, 

Marrying  their  cousins — nay,  their  aunts  and  nieceS| 

Which  always  spoils  the  breed,  if  it  increases. 
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LVIll. 

This  heathenish  cross  restored  the  breed  again, 
Rained  its  blood,  but  much  improred  its  flesh ; 
For,  from  a  root,  the  ugliest  in  Old  Spain, 

•  Sprung  up  a  branch  as  beautiful  as  (resh ; 
The  sons  no  more  were  short,  the  daughters  plain ; 
But  there 's  a  rumour  which  I  £un  would  hush-^ 
'T  is  said  that  Donna  Julia's  grandmamma 
Produced  her  Don  more  heirs  at  love  than  law. 

LIX. 

However  thb  might  be,  the  race  went  on 

Improving  still  through  every  generation, 
Until  it  centred  in  an  only  son 

Who  left  an  only  daughter ;  my  narration 
May  have  suggested  that  this  single  one 

Could  be  but  Julia  (whom  on  this  occasion 
1  shall  have  much  to  speak  about)^  and  she 
Was  married,  charming,  chaste,  and  twenty-three4 

LX. 

Her  eye  (I  'm  very  fond  of  handsome  eyes) 

Was  large  and  dark^  suppressing  half  its  fire 
Until  she  spoke,  then  through  its  soft  disguise 

Flash'd  an  expression  more  of  pride  than  ire^ 
And  love  than  either ;  and  there  would  arise 

A  something  in  them  which  was  not  desire, 
But  would  have  been,  perhaps,  but  for  the  soul 
Which  struggled  through  and  chasten'd  down  the  whole. 

LXI. 

Her  glossy  hair  was  clustered  o'er  a  brow 

Bright  with  intelligence,  and  fair  and  smooth  ^ 
Her  eyebrow's  shape  was  like  the  aerial  bow> 

Her  cheek  all  purple  with  the  beam  of  youth, 
Mounting,  at  times,  to  a  transparent  glow. 

As  if  her  veins  ran  lightning ;  she,  in  sooth, 
Possess'd  an  adr  and  grace  by  no  means  common ; 
Her  stature  tall — ^I  hate  a  dumpy  woman. 

LXII. 

Wedded  she  was  some  years,  and  to  a  man 

Of  fifty,  and  such  husbands  are  in  plenty ; 
And  yet,  I  think,  instead  of  such  a  orb, 

'T  were  better  to  have  two  of  five-and-tweaty, 
Especially  in  countries  near  the  sun : 

And  now  I  think  on 't,  '<  mi  vien  in  mente," 
Ladies,  even  of  the  most  uneasy  virtue. 
Prefer  a  spouse  whose  age  is  short  of  thirty. 
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LXIII. 

'T  is  a  sad  things  I  cannot  chuse  but  say, 

And  all  the  faolt  of  that  indecent  sun, 
Who  cannot  leave  alone  our  helpless  clay, 

But  will  keep  baking,  broiling,  burning  on, 
That,  howsoever  people  fast  and  pray 

The  flesh  is  frail,  and  so  the  soul  undone  : 
What  men  call  gallantry,  and  gods  adultery, 
Is  much  more  common  where  the  climate 's  sultry. 

LXIV. 

Happy  the  nations  of  the  moral  north ! 

Where  all  is  virtue,  and  the  winter  season 
Sends  sin,  without  a  rag  on,  shivering  forth 

('T  was  snow  that  brought  Saint  Anthony  to  reason) ; 
Where  juries  cast  up  what  a  wife  is  worth, 

By  laying  whate'er  sum,  in  mulct,  they  please  on 
The  lover,  who  must  pay  a  handsome  price. 
Because  it  is  a  marketable  vice. 

LXV. 

Alfonso  was  the  name  of  Julia's  lord, 

A  man  well-looking  for  his  years,  and  who 

Was  neither  much  beloved  nor  yet  abhorr'd  : 
They  lived  together  as  most  people  do, 

Suffering  each  others'  foibles  by  accord. 
And  not  exactly  either  one  or  two  ; 

Yet  he  was  jealous,  though  he  did  not  show  it, 

For  jealousy  dislikes  the  world  to  know  it. 

XVI. 

Julia  was — ^yet  I  never  could  see  why — 
With  Donna  Inez  quite  a  favourite  friend  j 

Between  their  tastes  there  was  small  sympathy^  > 
For  not  a  line  had  Julia  ever  penn'd  : 

Some  people  whisper  (but  no  doubt  they  lie, 
For  malice  still  imputes  some  private  end) 

That  Inez  had,  ere  Don  Alfonso's  marriage, 

Forgot  with  him  her  very  prudent  carriage ; 

LXVII. 

And  that,  still  keeping  up  the  old  connexion, 
Which  time  had  lately  render'd  much  more  chaste, 

She  took  his  lady  also  in  affection, 

And  certainly  this  course  was  much  the  best : 

She  flatter'd  Julia  with  her  sage  protection, 
And  complimented  Don  Alfonso's  taste ; 

And  if  she  could  not  (who  can !)  silence  scandal. 

At  least  she  left  it  a  more  slender  handle. 
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LXVOL 

I  can't  tell  whether  Julia  saw  the  affiur 

With  other  people's  eyes,  or  If  her  own 
Discoveries  made,  bat  none  could  be  aware 

Of  this,  at  least  no  symptom  e'er  was  shown « 
Perhapi  she  did  not  know,  or  did  not  care, 

Indifferent  from  the  first,  or  callous  grown  : 
1  'm  really  puzzled  what  to  tlunk  or  say. 
She  kept  her  counsel  in  so  close  a  way. 

LXIX. 

Juan  she  saw,  and,  as  a  pretty  child, 

Caress'd  him  often,  such  a  thing  might  be 
Quite  innocently  done,  and  harmless  styled, 

Mlien  die  had  twenty  years,  and  thirteen  he ; 
But  I  am  not  so  sure  1  should  haye  smiled 

When  he  was  sixteen,  Julia  twenty-three  : 
These  few  short  years  make  wondrous  alterations,- 
Particularly  amongst  sun-burnt  nations. 

LXX. 

Whate'er  the  cause  might  be,  they  had  become 
Changed ;  for  the  dame  grew  distant,  the  youth  shy, 

Their  looks  cast  down,  their  greetings  almost  dumb 
And  much  embarrassment  in  either  eye ; 

There  surely  will  be  little  doubt  with,  some 
That  Donna  Julia  knew  the  reason  why, 

But  as  for  Juan,  he  had  no  more  notion 

Than  he  who  never  saw  the  sea  or  oceans  / 

LXXL  ^  ^ 

Yet  Julia's  very  coldness  still  was  kind, 

And  tremulously  gentle  her  small  hand 
Withdrew  itself  from  his,  but  left  behind 

A  little  pressure,  thrilling^  and  so  bland 
And  slight,  so  very  slight,  that  to  the  mind 

'T  was  but  a  doubt;  but  ne'er  magician's  wand 
Wrought  change,  with  all  Armida's  fairy  art. 
Like  what  this  light*  touch  left  on  Juan's  heart. 

LXXII. 

And  if  she  met  him,  though  she  smiled  no  more, 

She  look'd  a  sadness  sweeter  than  her  smile^  k 
As  if  iier  heart  had  deeper  thoughts  in  store 

She  must  not  own,  but  cberish'd  more  the  while. 
For  that  compression  in  its  burning  core  : 
'   Even  innocence  itself  has  many  a  wile, 
And  wiU  not  dare  to  trust  itself  with  truth, 
And  love  is  taught  hypocrisy  from  youth* 

IV.  ^ 


i 
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LXXUI. 

Bat  passion  most  dissembles,  yet  betrays 
Even  by  its  darkness;  as  the  blackest  sky 

Foretells  the  heaviest  tempest,  it  displays 
Its  workings  through  the  vainly-guarded  eye. 

And  in  whatever  aspect  it  arrays 
Itself,  't  is  still  the  same  hyprocrisy ; 

Coldness  or  anger,  even  disdain  or  hate. 

Are  masks  it  often  wears,  and  still  too  late* 

LXXIV. 

Then  there  were  sighs,  the  deeper  for  suppressioii. 
And  stolen  glances,  sweeter  for  the  theft, 

And  burning  blushes,  though  for  no  transgression. 
Tremblings  when  met,  and  restlessness  when  left : 

All  these  are  little  preludes  to  possession, 
Of  which  young  passion  cannot  be  bereft. 

And  merely  tend  to  show  how  greatly  love  is 

Embarrassed  at  first  starting  with  a  ooviee. 

LXXV. 

Poor  Julians  heart  was  in  an  awkward  stale ; 

She  felt  it  going,  and  resolved  to  make 
The  noblest  efforts  for  herself  and  male,  - 

For  honour's,  pride's,  religion's,  virtue's  sake ) 
Her  resolutions  were  most  truly  great, 

And  almost  might  have  made  a  Tarquin  quake ; 
She  pray'd  the  Virgin  Mary  for  her  grace, 
As  being  the  best  judge  oFa  lady's  case* 

LXXVl. 

She  vow'd  she  never  would  see  Juan  more. 
And  next  day  paid  a  visit  to  his  mo^er. 

And  look'd  extremely  at  the  opening  door, 
Which,  by  the  Virgin's  grace,  let  in  another  j 

Grateful  she  was,  and  yet  a  little  sore— - 
Again  it  opens,  it  can  be  no  other, 

'T  is  surely  Juan  now — No !     1  'm  afraid 

That  night  the  Virgin  was  no  further  pray'd.  ^ 

LXXVII. 

She  now  determined  that  a  virtuous  womaii 
Should  rather  face  and  overcome  temptatioo, 

That  flight  was  base  and  dastardly,  and  no  man 
Should  ever  give  her  heart  the  least  sensation ; 

That  is  to  say,  a  thought  beyond  the  oommon 
Preference  that  we  must  feel  upon  occasioii 

For  people  who  are  pleasanter  than  othera, 

But  then  they  only  seem  so  many  brothers. 
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Lxxvm* 

And  even  if  by  chance— and  who  can  tell  ? 

The  devil 's  so  very  sty— she  ihonld  disooTer 
That  all  within  was  not  so  very  weH, 

And,  if  still  free,  that  such  or  such  a  lover 
Might  please  perhaps,  a  virtnoai  wife  can  qaelft 

Such  thoughts,  and  be  the  belter  when  they  're  over^ 
And,  if  the  roan  should. ask,  't  is  but  denial : 
I  recommend  young  ladies  to  make  trial. 

i;xxix. 

And  then  there  are  such  things  as  love  divine. 

Bright  and  immacnlaie,  munix'd  trnd  pore, 
Such  as  the  angek  <hink  mo  very  fine, 

And  matrons,  who  we«M  be  no  lest  secwe, 
Platonic,  perfect,  **  just  suoh  h>ve  as  nmie;** 

Thus  Julia  sjud — and  thought  so,  to  be  sure, 
And  so  I  'd  have  her  think,  were  I  the  man 
On  whom  her  reveries  celestial  ran« 

Such  love  is  innocent,  and  may  e»st 

Between  young  persons  without  any  danger ; 
A  hand  may  first,  and  then  a  lip  be  kiss'd ; 

For  my  part,  to  soch  doings  1  'm  a  stranger. 
But  hear  these  freedoms  form  the  vtmeet  list 

Of  all  o'er  which  such  love  may  be  a  ranger  : 
If  people  go  beyond,  't  ia  quite  a  crime. 
But  not  my  fault — I  tell  them  all  in  time. 

liXXXt 

Love,  then,  but  love  withki  its  proper  limits. 

Was  Julia's  innocent  determinatioo 
In  young  Don  Juan's  favour,  and  to  him  its 

Exertion  might  be  useful  en  occasion ; 
And,  lighted  at  too  pure  a  shrine  to  dim  its 

Etherial  lustre,  with  what  sveel  persiiafl«en 
He  might  be  taught,  by  love  and  her  together — 
I  really  don't  know  what,  nor  Julia  either. 

lixxxa 

Fraught  with  this  fine  intention,  and  well  feaeed 

In  mail  of  proof — ^ber  purity  of  sou), 
She,  for  the  future,  of  her  strength  convinced, 

And  that  her  honour  was  a  rock,  or  mole, 
Exceeding  sagely  from  that  hour  dispenfefed 

With  any  kind  of  troublesome  control ; 

But  whether  Julia  to  the  task  was  eqnel. 

Is  that  which  must  be  mentien'd  in  the  se<pieL 

2* 
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LXXXIIL 

Her  plan  she  deeni'd  both  innocent  and  feasible , 
And,  sorely,  with  a  stripling  of  sixteen, 

Not  scandal's  £ings  could  fix  on  mnch  that  *8  seizable ; 
Or,  if  ihey  did  so,  satisfied  to  mean 

Nothing  but  what  was  good,  her  breast  was  peaceablo  »\ 
A  quiet  conscience  makes  one  so  serene  J 

Christians  have  burnt  each  other,  quite  persuaded 

That  all  the  apostles  would  have  done  as  they  did. 

LXXXIV. 

And  if,  in  the  mean  time,  her  husband  died. 

But  Heaven  forbid  that  such  a  thought  should  cross 

Her  brain,  though  in  a  dream !  (and  then  she  sighed) 
Never  could  she  survive  that  conmion  loss  ; 

But  just  suppose  that  moment  should  betide, 
I  only  say  suppose  it — inier  nos 

(This  should  be  entre  nous,  for  Julia  thought 

In  French,  but  then  the  rhyme  would  go  for  nought). . 

LXXXV. 

I  only  say  suppose  this  supposition : 
Juan,  being  then  grown  up  to  man*8  estate. 

Would  fully  suit  a  widow  of  condition ; 
Even  seven  years  hence  it  would  not  be  too  late ; 

And  in  the  interim  (to  pursue  this  vision) 
The  jnischief ,  after  jdl,  could  not  be  great. 

For  he  would  learn  the  rudiments  of  love, 

I  mean  the  seraph  way  of  those  above. 

LXXXVI. 

So  much  for  Julia.     Now  we  'U  turn  to  Juan* 

Poor  little  fellow!  he  had  no  idea 
Of  his  own  case,  and  never  hit  the  true  one ; 

In  feelings  quick  as  Ovid*s  Miss  Medea, 
He  puzzled  over  what  he  found  a  new  one. 

But  not  as  yet  ima^ned  it  could  be  a 
Thing  quite  in  course,  and  not  at  all  alarming, 
Which,  with  a  little  patience,  might  grow  charming* 

LXXXVIL 

Silent  and  pennve,  idle,  restless,  slow. 
His  home  deserted  for  the  lonely  wood. 

Tormented  with  a  wound  he  could  not  know. 
His,  like  all  deep  grief,  plunged  in  solitude* 

I  *m  fond  myself  of  solitude  or  so, 
But  then  I  beg  it  may  be  understood 

By  solitude  I  mean  a  sultan's,  not 

A  hermit's,  with  a  haram  for  a  grot* 
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LXXXVUL 

»<  Oh  Love!  in  sach  a  wilderness  as  this, 
Where  transport  and  security  entwine, 

Here  is  the  empire  of  thy  perfect  bliss. 
And  here  thou  art  a  god  indeed  divine." 

The  bard  I  quote  from  does  not  sing  amiss,' 
With  the  exception  of  the  second  line, 

For  that  same  twining  **  transport  and  security** 

Are  twisted  to  a  phrase  of  some  obscurity. 

LXXXIX. 

The  poet  meant,  no  doubt,  and  thus  appeals 
To  the  good  sense  and  senses  of  maiddnd, 

The  very  thing  which  every  body  feels. 
As  all  have  found  on  trial,  or  may  find. 

That  no  one  likes  to  be  disturb^  at  meals 

Or  love : — ^I  won*t  say  more  about  ^*  entwined^* 

Or  ^'  transport,**  as  we  know  all  that  before, 

But  beg  '* security**  will  bolt  the  door. 

XC. 

Young  Juan  wander* d  by  the  glassy  brooks, 
Thinking  unutterable  things;  he  threw 

Himself  at  length  within  the  leafy  nooks. 
Where  the  wild  branch  of  the  cork  forest  grew ; 

Hiere  poets  find  materials  for  their  books. 
And  every  now  and  then  we  read  them  through, 

So  that  their  plan  and  prosody  are  eligible. 

Unless,  like  Wordsworth,  they  prove  unintelligibl' 

XCI. 

He,  Juan  (and  not  Wordsworth)  so  pursued 
His  self-conmiunion  with  his  own  high  soul, 

Until  his  mighty  heart,  in  its  great  mood. 
Had  mitigated  part,  though  not  the  whole 

Of  its  disease ;  he  did  the  best  he  could 
With  things  not  very  subject  to  control. 

And  turn*d,  without  perceiving  his  condition, 

Like  Coleridge,  into  a  metaphysician. 

XCII. 

He  thought  about  himself,  and  the  whole  earth, 
Of  man  the  wonderful,  and  of  the  stars, 

And  how  the  deuce  they  ever  could  have  birth ; 
And  then  he  thought  of  earthquakes  and  of  wars. 

How  many  miles  the  moon  might  have  in  girth ; 
Of  air-balloons,  and  of  the  many  bars 

To  perfect  knowledge  of  the  boundless  skies  $ 

And  then  he  thought  of  Donna  Julia*s  eyes. 
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XCIU. 

In  thoughts  like  these  true  wisdom  may  discern 
Longings  suhUme,  and  aspirations  high, 

Which  some  are  horn  with,  but  the  most  part  learn 
To  plague  themselres  withal,  they  know  not  why  : 

T  was  strange  that  one  so  young  should  thus  concern 
His  bram  about  the  action  of  the  sky ; 

If  ycu  think  't  was  philosophy  that  this  did, 

I  can't  help  thinking  puberty  assisted. 

XCIV. 

He  pored  upon  the  leaves,  and  on  the  flQwers, 
And  heard  a  voice  in  all  the  winds ;  and  then 

He  thought  of  wood-nymphs  and  immortal  bowers, 
And  how  the  goddesses  came  down  to  men : 

He  miss'd  the  pathway,  he  forgot  the  hours. 
And,  when  he  look'd  upon  his  watch  again, 

He  found  how  much  old  Time  had  been  a  winner, 

He  also  found  that  he  had  lost  his  dinner. 

XCV. 

Sometimes  he  turn'd  to  gaze  upon  his  book, 
Boscan,  or  Garcilasso  ; — by  the  wind 

Even  as  the  page  is  rustled  while  we  look, 
So  by  the  poesy  of  his  own  mind 

Over  the  mystic  leaf  his  soul  was  shook. 
As  if 't  were  one  whereon  magicians  bind 

Their  spells,  and  give  them  to  the  passing  gale. 

According  to  some  good  old  woman's  tale. 

XCVI. 

Thus  would  he  while  his  lonely  hours  away 
Dissatisfied,  not  knowing  what  he  wanted ; 

Nor  glowing  reverie,  nor  poet's  lay, 

Could  yield  his  spirit  that  for  which  it  panted — > 

A  bosom  whereon  he  his  head  might  lay, 

And  hear  the  heart  beat  with  the  love  it  granted. 

With — several  other  things  which  I  forget. 

Or  which,  at  least,  I  need  not  mention  yet. 

XCVII. 

Those  lonely  walks  and  lengthening  reveries 
Could  not  escape  the  gentle  Julia's  eyes ; 

She  saw  that  Juan  was  not  at  his  ease  ; 
But  that  which  chiefly  may  and  must  surprise. 

Is,  that  the  Donna  Inez  did  not  tease 
Her  only  son  with  question  or  surmise ; 

Whether  it  was  she  did  not  see,  or  would  not. 

Or,  like  all  very  clever  people,  could  not. 
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XCVIII. 

This  may  seem  strange,  but  jet 't  is  very  common ; 

For  instance— gentlemen,  whose  ladies  take 
Leave  to  o'erstep  the  Svritten  rights  of  woman, 

And  break  the— Wliich  cotnmandment  is  *t  they  break? 
(I  have  forgot  the  nmnber,  and  think  no  man 

Should  rashly  quote,  for  fear  of  a  mistake.) 
I  say,  when  these  same  gentlemen  are  jealous. 
They  make  some  blunder,  which  their  ladies  tell  us. 

XCIX. 

A  real  husband  always  is  suspicious. 

But  still  no  less  suspects  in  the  wrong  pbce, 
Jealous  of  some  one  who  had  no  such  wishes, 

Or  pandVing  blindly  to  his  own  disgrace, 
By  harbouring  some  dear  friend  extremely  vicious ; 

The  last  indeed  *s  infallibly  the  case  : 
And  when  the  spouse  and  friend  are  gone  off  wholly. 
He  wonders  at  their  vice,  and  not  his  folly. 

c. 

Thus  parents  also  are  at  times  short-sighted ; 

Though  watchful  as  the  lynx,  they  ne'er  discover, 
The  whUe  the  wicked  world  beholds,  delighted. 

Young  HopefuFs  mistress,  or  Miss  Fanny's  lover, 
Till  some  confounded  escapade  has  blighted 

The  plan  of  twenty  years,  and  all  is  over ; 
And  then  the  mother  cries,  the  father  swears, 
And  wonders  why  the  devil  he  got  heirs. 

CI. 

But  Inez  was  so  anxious  and  so  clear 

Of  sight,  that  I  must  think,  on  this  occasion, 
She  had  some  other  motive  much  more  near 

For  leaving  Juan  to  this  new  temptation ; 
But  what  that  motive  was,  I  shan't  say  here  *. 

Perhaps  to  finish  Juan's  education. 
Perhaps  to  open  Don  Alfonso's  eyes, 
In  case  he  thought  his  wife  too  great  a  prize. 

CII. 

It  was  upon  a  day,  a  summer's  day ; — 

Summer  's  indeed  a  very  dangerous  season. 
And  so  is  spring  about  the  end  of  May ; 

The  sun,  no  doubt,  is  the  prevailing  reason ; 
But  whatsoe'er  the  cause  is,  one  may  say. 

And  stand  convicted  of  more  truth  than  treason. 
That  there  are  months  which  nature  grows  more  merry  in — 
March  has  its  hares,  and  May  must  have  its  heroine. 
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cm. 

^T  was  on  a  summer's  day — the  sixth  of  JmijB  ; 

I  like  to  he  particular  In  dates, 
Not  ODly  of  the  age  and  year,  hut  moon ; 

They  are  a  sort  of  post-house,  where  the  Fate^ 
Change  horses,  making  history  change  its  tune, 

Then  spur  away  p'er  empires  and  o'er  states, 
Leaving  at  last  not  much  besides  chronology, 
Excepting  the  post-obits  of  theology. 

CIV. 

'T  was  on  the  sixth  of  June,  about  the  hour 

Of  half-past  six — ^perhaps  still  nearer  seven, 
When  Julia  sate  within  as  pretty  a  bower 

As  e'er  held  houri  in  that  heathenbh  heaven 
Described  by  Mahomet,  and  Anacreon  Moore, 

To  whom  the  lyre  and  laurels  have  been  given. 
With  all  the  troplues  of  triumphant  song- 
He  won  them  well,  -and  may  he  wear  them  long ! 

CV. 

She  sate,  but  not  alone ;  I  know  not  well 
How  this  sam^  interview  had  taken  place. 

And  even  if  I  knew,  I  should  not  tell — 
People  should  hold  their  tongues  in  any  case  : 

No  matter  how  or  why  the  thing  befel, 
But  there  were  she  and  Juan  face  to  face — 

When  two  such  faces  are  so,  't  would  be  wise, 

But  very  di£E[cult,  to  shut  their  eyes. 

CVI. 

How  beautiful  she  look'd !  her  conscious  heart 
Glow'd  in  her  cheek,  and  yet  she  felt  no  wrong. 

Oh  love !  how  perfect  is  thy  mystic  art. 
Strengthening  the  weak  and  trampling  on  the  strong ! 

How  self-deceitful  is  the  sagest  part 

Of  mortals  whom  thy  lure  h^^th  led  along ! 

The  precipice  she  stood  on  was  immense — 

So  was, her  creed  in  her  own  innocence. 

CVII. 

She  thought  of  her  own  strength,  and  Juan*s  youth. 

And  of  the  folly  of  all  prudish  fears, 
Victorious  virtue,  and  dpmestic  truth. 

And  then  of  Don  Alfonso's  fifty  years  *, 
I  wish  these  last  had  not  occurr'd,  in  sooth. 

Because  that  number  rarely  much  endears. 
And  through  all  climes,  the  snowy  and  the  sunny, 
^Qiinds  ill  in  love,  whate'er  it  may  in  money. 
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CVHL 

When  people  say,  '<  I  *ye  told  you  Jify  times," 

They  mean  to  scold,  and  very  often  do ; 
When  poets  say,  '^  I  Ve  written^y  rhymes," 

They  make  you  dread  that  they  *U  recite  them  too  ^ 
In  gangs  oiffiy,  thieves  commit  tiieir  crimes ; 

hxffty  love  for  love  is  rare,  't  is  tme ; 
But  then,  no  douht,  it  equally  as  true  is, 
A  good  deal  may  he  bought  for  fifty  louis. 

GDC. 

I 

JuUa  had  honour,  virtue,  truth,  and  love. 

For  Don  Alfonso  ;  and  she  inly  swore. 
By  all  the  vows  below  to  powers  above. 

She  never  would  disgrace  the  ring  she  wore. 
Nor  leave  a  wish  which  wisdom  might  reprove  : 

And  while  she  pondered  this,  besides  much  more. 
One  hand  on  Juan^s  carelessly  was  thrown. 
Quite  by  mbtake — she  thought  it  was  her  own. 

ex. 

Unconsciously  she  leaned  upon  the  other, 

Which  played  within  the  tangles  of  her  hair  ; 
And  to  contend  with  thoughts  she  could  not  smothor 

She  seem'd,  by  the  distraction  of  her  sur. 
"T  was  surely  very  wrong  in  Juan's  mother 

To  leave  together  this  imprudent  pair. 
She  who  for  many  years  had  watch'd  her  son  so*— 
I  'm  very  certain  mine  would  not  have  done  so. 

CXI. 

The  hand  which  still  held  Juan's,  by  degrees  » 

Gently,  but  palpably,  confirmed  its  grasp. 
As  if  it  said  ^*-  Detain  me,  if  you  please  ;" 

Yet  there  *s  no  doubt  she  only  meant  to  clasp 
His  fingers  with  a  pure  Platonic  squeeze  : 

She  would  have  shrunk  as  from  a  toad  or  asp, 
Had  she  imagined  such  a  thing  could  rouse 
A  feeling  dangerous  to  a  prudent  spouse. 

CXII. 

I  cannot  know  what  Juan  thought  of  this. 

But  what  he  did  is  much  what  you  would  do  a 
His  young  lip  thank'd  it  with  a  grateful  kiss, 

And  then,  abash'd  at  his  own  joy,  withdrew 
In  deep  despair,  lest  he  had  done  amiss : 

Love  is  so  very  timid  when  't  is  new. 
She  blushM,  and  frown'd  not,  but  she  strove  to  speaks 
And  held  her  tongue,  her  voice  was  grown  so  weak. 
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CXIII. 

The  sun  set,  and  i^  rose  tbe  yellow  moon  : 
The  denl  *s  in  the  mooQ  for  misehief ;  thej 

Who  call'd  her  ghjlste,  methinks,  began  too  soon 
Their  nomenclature  :  there  is  not  a  day, 

The  longest,  not  the  twenty-first  of  June, 
Sees  half  the  businesii  in  a  wicked  way 

On  which  three  single  hours  of  moonshine  smile— 

And  then  she  looks  so  modest  all  the  while ! 

CXIV. 

There  is  a  dangerous  silence  in  that  hour, 
A  stillness  which  leaves  room  for  the  fril  soul 

To  open  all  itself,  without  the  power 
Of  calling  wholly  back  its  self-control ; 

The  silver  light  which,  hallowing  tree  and  tower. 
Sheds  beauty  and  deep  softness  o*6r  the  whole, 

Breathes  also  to  the  heart,  and  o'igr  it  throws 

A  loving  languor,  which  is  not  repose. 

cxv. 

And  Julia  sate  with  Juan,  half  embraced. 
And  half  retiring  from  the  glowing  arm. 

Which  trembled  like  the  bosom  where  *t  vraA  placed : 
Yet  still  she  must  have  tbought  there  was  no  harm^ 

Or  else  't  were  easy  to  withdraw  her  waist ; 
But  then  the  situation  had  its  charm, 
i/  And  then God  knoi^s  what  next — I  can't  go  on ; 

I  *m  almost  sorry  that  I  e'er  begun. 

cxvt 

Oh  Plato  !  Plato  I  you  have  paved  the  way. 
With  your  confounded  fantasies,  to  more 

Immoral  conduct,  by  the  fancied  sway 
Your  fancy  feigns  o'er  the  controUess  core 

Of  human  hearts,  than  aJl  the  long  array 
Of  poets  and  romancers  : — ^You  're  a  bore, 

A  charlatan,  a  coxcomb — and  have  been. 

At  best,  no  better  than  a  go-between. 

CXVIL 

And  Julia's  voice  was  lost,  except  in  sighs, 
Until  too  late  for  useful  conversation  ; 

The  tears  were  gushing  from  her  gentle  eyes, 
I  wish,  indeed,  they  had  not  had  occasion ; 

But  who,  alas  !  can  love,  and  then  be  wise  ? 
Not  that  remorse  did  not  oppose  temptation, 

A  little  sdll  she  strove,  and  much  repented. 

And  whispering  "1  will  ne'er  consent" — consented. 
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cxvin. 

T  is  said  that  Xerxes  offered  a  reward 
To  those  who  could  invent  ham  a  new  pleasure ; 

Methinks  the  requisition  's  rather  hard, 
And  must  have  cost  his  majesty  a  treasure  : 

For  my  part,  I  'm  a  moderate-minded  hard, 
Fond  of  a  litde  love  (which  I  call  leisure)  ; 

I  care  not  for  new  pleasures,  as  the  old 

Are  quite  enough  for  me,  so  they  hut  hold. 

CXIX. 

Oh  pleasure  !  you  *re  indeed  a  pleasant  thing, 
Although  one  must  he  damn'd  for  you,  no  doubt ; 

I  make  a  resolution  every  spring 
Of  reformation,  ere  the  year  run  out ; 

But,  somehow,  thui  my  vestal  vow  takes  wing. 
Yet  still,  I  trust,  it  may  he  kept  throughout : 

I  *m  very  sorry,  very  much  ashamed, 

And  mean,  next  winter,  to  be  quite  reclaimM. 

cxx. 

Here  my  chaste  muse  a  liberty  must  take — 
Start  not !  still  chaster  reader — she  '11  be  nice  hei|e — 

Forward^  and  there  is  no  great  cause  to  quake : 
This  liberty  is  a  poetic  licence, 

Which  some  irregularity  may  make 
In  the  design ;  and  as  I  have  a  high  sense 

Of  Aristotle  and  the  Rules,  *t  is  fit 

To  beg  his  pardon  when  I  err  a  bit. 

CXXL 

This  licence  is  to  hope  the  reader  will 

Suppose  from  June  the  sixth  (the  fatal  day, 
Without  whose  epoch  my  poetic  skill. 

For  want  of  facts,  would  all  be  thrown  away), 
But  keeping  Julia  and  Don  Juan  still 

In  aght,  that  several  months  have  pass'd  ;  we  *il  say 
T  was  in  November,  but  I  *m  not  so  sure 
About  the  day — the  era  's  more  obscure.  ' 

CXXIL 

We  '11  talk  of  that  anon.— T  is  sweet  to  hear,  / 

At  midnight,  on  the  blue  and  moonlit  deep,  ' 

The  song  and  oar  of  Adrians  gondolier,  i 

By  distance  mellow*d^  o'er  the  waters  sweep ;         i 

'T  is  sweet  to  see  the  evenbg  star  appear  ;  / 

'T  is  sweet  to  listen  as  the  night-winds  creep        ' 

Froft  leaf  to  leaf;  't  is  sweet  to  view  on  high 

The  rainbow,  baseii  on  ocean,  span  the  sky ; 
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GXXUI. 

*T  18  sweet  to  hear  the  watch-dog's  honest  bark 
Bay  deep-mouthed  welcome  as  we  draw  near  home  ; 

T  is  sweet  to  know  there  is  an  eye  will  mark 
Our  coming,  and  look  brighter  when  we  come  ; 

T  is  sweet  to  be  awakeu'd  by  the  lark. 
Or  lull'd  by  falling  waters ;  sweet  the  bum 

Of  bees,  the  voice  of  girls,  the  song  of  birds, 

The  lisp  of  children,  and  their  earliest  words. 

CXXIV. 

Sweit  is  the  vintage,  when  the  showering  grapes^ 

In  >acchanal  profusion,  reel  to  eartli 
Purplt  and  gushing ;  sweet  are  our  escapes 

Fron  civic  revelry  to  rural  mirth ; 
Sweet  t>  the  miser  are  his  glittering  heaps ; 

Swee  to  the  father  is  his  first-born's  birth  ; 
Sweet  ii  revenge — especially  to  women^ 
Pillage  t  soldiers,  prize-money  to  seamen, 

cxxv. 

Sweet  is  i  legacy  ;  and  passing  sweet 

The  unexpected  death  of  some  old  lady 
Or  gentlenan  of  seventy  years  complete. 

Who  V<  made  **  us  youth'*  wait  too — too  long  aLready 
For  an  estte,  or  cash,  or  country-seat. 

Still  brefking,  but  with  stamina  so  steady. 
That  all  tie  Israelites  are  fit  to  mob  its 
Next  owner  for  their  double-damn'd  post-obits. 

CXXVI. 

'T  n  sweet  to  win,  no  matter  how,  one's  laurels, 
B]  blood  or  ink ;  't  is  sweet  to  put  an  end 

To  srife ;  't  is  sometimes  sweet  to  have  our  quarrels, 
Paticularly  with  a  tiresome  friend ; 

Swee  is  old  wine  in  bottles,  ale  in  barrels  ; 
Deo-  is  the  helpless  creature  we  defend 

Againt  the  world ;  and  dear  tiie  schoolboy  spot 

We  neer  forget,  though  there  we  are  forgot, 

CXXVII. 

But  sweeter  still  than  this,  than  these,  than  all^ 
Is  firs,  and  passionate  love — ^it  stands  alone. 

Like  Admi's  recollection  of  his  fall ; 

The  tiee  of  knowledge  lias  been  pluck'd — all 's  known-i-n 

And  life  fields  nothing  further  to  recall, 
Worthj  of  this  ambrosial  sin,  so  shown, 

No  doubt  in  fable,  as  the  unforgiven  * 

Fire  which  Prometheus  filch'd  for  us  from  heaven. 
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cxxvni. 

Man  *s  a  strange  animal^  and  makes  strange  use 

Of  bis  own  nature  and  the  various  arts, 
And  likes  particularly  to  produce 
«  Some  new  experiment  tb  show  his  parts  : 
This  is  the  age  of  oddities  let  loose, 

Where  different  talents  find  their  different  marts  t 
You  'd  best  begin  with  truth,  and  when  you  Ve  lost  your 
Labour,  there  's  a  sure  market  for  imposture. 

CXXIX. 

What  opposite  discoveries  we  have  seen  ! 

(Signs  of  true  genius,  and  of  empty  pockets) 
One  makes  new  noses,  one  a  guillotine. 

One  breaks  your  bon6s,  one  sets  them  in  their  sockets  ; 
But  vaccination  certainly  has  been 

A  kind  antithesis  to  Congreve's  rockets, 

*  •  *  ♦  * 

*  •  *  •       "         • 

cxxx. 

Bread  has  been  made  (indifferent)  from  potatoes. 

And  galvanism  has  set  some  corpses  grinning, 
But  has  not  answered  like  the  apparatus 

Of  the  Humane  Society^s  beginning. 
By  which  men  are  unsuffocated  gratis  : — 
What  wondrous  new  machines  have  late  been  spinning  I 


CXXXI. 

*  *  Jf  «.  Sf 

»  »  »  »      ^. 


CXXXII. ' 
This  is  the  patent  age  of  new  inventions 

For  killing  bodies,  and  for  Saving  souls,''  ] 
All  propagated  with  the  best  intentions  : 
»  Sir  Humphry  Davy's  lantern,  by  which  coals 
Are  safely  mined  for  in  the  way  he  mentions  j 

Timbuctoo  travels,  voyages  to  the  Poles, 
Are  ways  to  benefit  mankind,  as  true. 
Perhaps,  as  shooting  them  at  Waterloo. 
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CXXXIII. 

Man  's  a  phenouLenQn,  one  kaows  not  what, 
And  wonderful  beyond  all  wondrous  measure ;  ' 

'T  is  pity  though,  in  this  sublime  world,  that  \ 
Pleasure's  a  sin,  and  sometimes  sin 's  a  pleasure. 

Few  mortals  know  what  end  they  would  be  at. 
But  whether  glory,  power,  or  love,  or  treasure, 

The  path  is  through  perplexing  ways,  and  when 

The  goal  is  gain'd,  we  die,  you  know — and  then— 

CXXXIV. 

What  then  ? — ^I  do  not  know,  no  more  do  you — 
And  so  good  night. — Return  we  to  our  story : 

*T  was  in  November,  when  fine  days  are  few. 
And  the  far  mountains  wax  a  little  hoary, 

And  clap  a  white  cape  on  their  mantles  blue  ; 
And  the  sea  dashes  round  the  promontory. 

And  the  loud  breaker  boils  against  the  rock. 

And  sober  suns  must  set  at  ^ve  o'clock. 

'T  was,  as  the  watchmen  say,  a  cloudy  night ; 

No  moon,  no  stars,  the  wind  was  low  or  loud 
By  gusts,  and  many  a  sparkling  hearth  was  bright 

With  ttie  piled  wood,  round  which  the  family  crowd : 
There  's  something  cheerful  in  that  sort  of  light, 

Even  as  a  summer  sky  's  without  a  cloud  : 
I  'm  fond  of  fire,  and  crickets,  and  all  that, 
A  bbster  salad,  and  champagne,  and  cha$. 

CXXXVI. 

*T  was  midnight— Donna  Julia  was  in  bed. 
Sleeping,  most  probably, — ^when  at  her  door 

Arose  a  clatter  might  awake  the  dead. 
If  they  had  never  been  awoke  before — 

And  that  they  have  been  so  we  all  have  read. 
And  are  to  be  so,  at  the  least,  once  more. 

The  door  was  fastened,  but,  with  voice  and  fist. 

First  knocks  were  heard,  then  ''Madam — Madam — ^hist ! 

CXXXVIL 

''For  God's  sake,  Madam — Madam — ^here  's  my  master. 
With  more  than  half  the  city  at  his  back — 

Was  ever  heard  of  such  a  curst  disaster  ? 
'T  is  not  my  &ult — I  kept  goad  watch — Alack  I 

Do,  pray,  undo  tho  bolt  a  little,  faster-— 
They  Ve  on  the  stair  just  now,  and  in  a  crack 

Will  all  be  here  ;  perhaps  he  yet  may  fly--' 

Surely  the  window  's  not  so  vetfy  high .'" 


I 
I 
i 
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CXXXVUI. 

By  this  time  Don  Alfonso  was  arrived, 

With  torches,  friends,  and  servants  in  great  niimber  ( 
The  major  part  of  tliem  had  long  been  wired, 

And  therefore  paused  not  to  distnrb  the  slumber 
Of  any  wicked  woman,  who  contrived 

By  stealth  her  husband's  temples  tp  encumber : 
Examples  of  this  kind  are  so  contagious, 
Were  one  not  punish'd,  all  would  be  outrageous. 

GXXXIX. 

I  can't  tell  how,  or  why,  or  what  suspicion 

Could  enter  into  Don  Alfonsq's  head ; 
But  for  a  cavalier  of  his  condition 

It  surely  was  exceedingly  ill-bred, 
Without  a  word  of  previous  admonition. 

To  hold  a  levee  round  his  lady's  bed, 
And  summon  lackeys,  arm'd  with  fire  and  sword, 
To  prove  himself  the  thing  he  most  abhor'd* 

CXU 

Poor  Donna  Julia !  starting  as  from  slef  p 

(Mind — that  I  do  not  say— she  had  not  slept), 
Began  at  once  to  scream,  and  yawp,  and  weep ; 

Her  maid  Antonia,  who  was  an  adept. 
Contrived  to  fling  the  bed-clothes  in  a  heap. 

As  if  she  had  just  now  from  out  them  crept: 
I  can't  tell  why  she  should  take  all  this  trouble 
To  prove  her  mistress  had  been  sleeping  double^ 

CXLI, 

But  Julia  mistress,  ^nd  Antoma  maid* 

Appear'd  like  two  poor  harmless  women,  who 
Of  goblins,  but  still  more  of  men,  afraid, 

Had  thought  one  man  might  be  deterr'd  by  two, 
And  therefore  side  by  side  were  gently  laid. 

Until  the  hours  of  absence  should  run  through, 
And  truant  husband  should  return,  and  say, 
**My  dear,  I  was  the  first  who  came  away." 

C^UI. 

Now  Julia  found  at  length  a  voice,  and  cried, 

'*In  Heaven's  name,  Don  Alfonsb,  what  d^  ye  mean? 

Has  madness  seized  you  ?  would  that  I  had  died 
Ere  such  a  monster's  victim  I  had  been ! 

What  may  this  midnight  violence  betide, 
A  sudden  fit  of  drunkenness  or  spleen  ? 

Dare  you  suspect  me,  whom  the  thought  would  kill?  , 

Search,  then,  the  room !" — ^Alfonso  said,  ''  I  will." 
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CXLIll. 

He  searched,  they  searched,  and  rummaged  every  where, 
Closet  and  clothes'-press,  chest  and  window-seat. 

And  found  much  linen,  lace,  and  several  pair 
Of  stockings,  slippers,  hrushes,  comhs,  complete, 

With  other  articles  of  ladies  £adr, 
To  keep  them  heautiful,  or  leave  them  neat : 

Arras  they  prickM  and  curtains  with  their  swords^ 

And'  wounded  several  shutters,  and  some  boards. 

cxuv. 

Under  the  bed  they  searched,  and  there  they  found — 
No  matter  what — ^it  was  not  that  they  sought ; 

They  open*d  windows,  gazing  if  the  ground 

Had  signs  of  foot-marks,  but  the  earth  said  nought  i 

And  then  they  stared  each  others*  faces  round  : 
*T  is  odd,  not  one  of  all  these  seekers  thought^ 

And  seems  to  me  almost  a  sort  of  blunder, 

Of  looking  in  the  bed  as  well  as  under. 

CXLV. 

During  this  inquisition  Julians  tongue 

Was  not  asleep — ' '  Yes,  search  and  search,"  she  cried^ 
*•*"  Insult  on  insult  heap,  and  wrong  on  wrong .' 

It  was  for  this  that  I  became  a  bride  \ 
For  this  in  silence  I  have  suffered  long 

A  husband  like  Alfonso  at  my  side ; 
But  now  I  '11  bear  no  more,  nor  here  remain. 
If  there  be  law,  or  lawyers,  in  all  Spadn. 

CXLVL 

'^  Yes,  Don  Alfonso,  husband  now  no  more, 

If  ever  you  indeed  deserved  the  name. 
Is  't  worthy  of  your  years  ? — ^you  have  threescore, 

Fifty,  or  sixty — ^it  is  all  the  same — 
Is  H  wise  or  fitting  causeless  to  explore 

For  facts  against  a  virtuous  woman's  fame  ? 
Ungrateful,  perjured,  barbarous  Don  Alfonso ! 
How  dare  you  think  your  lady  would  go  on  so  ? 

cxLvn. 

^'Is  it  for  this  I  have  disdained  to  hold 

The  common  privileges  of  my  sex  ? 
That  I  have  chosen  a  confessor  so  old 

And  deaf,  that  any  other  it  would  vex  ? 
And  never  once  he  has  had  cause  to  scold. 

But  found  my  very  innocence  perplex 
S*  much,  he  always  doubted  I  was  married — 
How  sorry  you  will  be  when  I  Ve  miscarried ! 


DON  JUAN.  as 

CXLVIII. 

^*  Was  it  for  this  that  no  Cortejo  ere 
I  jet  have  chosen  from  ont  the  youth  of  SeviUte  ? 

Is  it  for  this  I  scarce  went  any  where, 

Except  to  biiU-6ghts,  mass,  play,  root,  and  revel  ? 

Is  it  for  this,  whatever  my  suitors  were, 
I  favoured  none— nay,  was  ahnost  uncivil? 

Is  it  for  thb  that  General  Count  O'Reilly, 

Who  took  Algiers,  declares  I  used  him  vilely?  * 

CXLIX. 

'*  Did  not  th*  Italian  Musioo  Cazzani 

Sing  at  my  heart  six  months  at  least  in  vain  ? 
Did  not  his  countryman,  Count  Comiani, 

Call  me  the  only  virtuous  wife  in  Spain  ? 
Were  there  not  also  Russians,  Bnglish,  many  ? 

The  Count  Strongstroganoff  I  put  in  pain. 
And  Lord  Mount  Coffeehouse,  the  Irish  peer. 
Who  kUl*d  himself  for  love  (with  wine)  last  year. 

CL. 

*  *  Have  I  not  had  two  bishops  at  my  feet, 

The  Duke  of  Ichar,  and  Don  Fernan  Nunez? 
And  b  it  thus  a  £iithfnl  wife  you  treat  ? 

I  wonder  in  what  quarter  now  the  moon  is : 
I  praise  your  vast  forbearance  not  to  beat 

Me  also,  since  the  time  so  opportune  is — 
Oh,  valiant  man  !  with  sword  drawn  and  cocked  trigger, 
Now,  tell  me,  don't  you  cut  a  pretty  figure  ? 

CLL 

*'  Was  it  for  this  you  took  your  sudden  journey, 

Under  pretence  of  business  indispensible. 
With  that  sublime  of  rascals,  your  attorney. 

Whom  I  see  standing  there,  and  looking  sensible 
Of  having  play*d  the  fool  ?  though  both  I  spurn,  he 

Deserves  the  worst,  his  conduct 's  less  defensible. 
Because,  no  doubt,  't  was  for  his  dirty  fee. 
And  not  from  any  love  to  yon  or  me. 

CLH. 

'^  If  he  comes  here  to  take  a  deposition, 
'  By  all  means  let  the  gentleman  proceed ; 
You  Ve  made  the  apartment  in  a  fit  condition : 

There  's  pen  and  ink  for  you,  sir,  when  you  need — 
Let  every  thing  be  noted  with  precisjpn, 

I  would  not  you  for  nothing  should  be  fee'd — 
But,  as  my  maid  's  undressM,  pray  turn  your  spies  out." 
''Oh  !*'  fiobVd  Antonia,  *'I  could  tear  their  eyes  out." 
IV.  3 
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CUlh 

'^  There  is  the  closet,  there  the  toilet,  there 
The  ante-chamher-'Hsearch  them  under,  oyer  *. 

There  is  the  sofa,  there  the  great  arm-chair, 
The  chimney^which  would  really  hold  a  lover. 

I  wish  to  sleep,  and  heg  you  will  take  care, 
And  make  no  fnttheir  noise,  till  you  discover 

The  secret  cavern  of  this  lurking  treasure — 

And,  when  \  is  fooad,  let  me,  too,  have  that  pleasure. 

ClilV. 

^' And  now,  hidalgo !  now  that  you  hcve  thrown 

Douht  upon  me,  confusion  over  all. 
Pray  have  the  courtesy  to  make  it  known — 

Who  is  the  man  yofu  search  for  ?  how  d'  ye  call 
Him  ?  what  *s  his  lineage  ?  let  him  hut  be  shown — 

I  hope  he  's  young  and  handsome — ^is  be  tall  ? 
Tell  me — and  be  assured,  that  since  you  staki 
My  honour  thos,  it  shall  not  be  in  vain. 

CLV. 

*'  At 4east,  perhaps,  he  has  not  sixty  years — 
At  that  age  he  would  be  too  old  for  slaughter, 

Or  for  so  young  a  husband's  jealous  fearsr-- 
(Antonia!  let  me  have  a  glass  of  water). 

I  am  ashamed  for  haying  shed  these  tears, 
They  are  unworthy  of  my  father's  daughter  ; 

My  mother  dream*d  not  in  my  natal  hour 

That  I  should  fall  into  a  monster's  power. 

CLVL 

<t  Perhaps  't  is  of  Antonia  you  are  jealous. 
Yon  saw  that  she  was  sleeping  by  my  side 

When  you  brokQ  in  upon  us  with  your  fellows  : 
Look  where  you  please^-^we  Ve  nothing,  ur,  to  hide ; 

Only  another  time,  I  trusty  you  '11  tell  us, 
(hr  for  the  sake  of  decency  abide   .    , 

A  moment  at  the  door^  that  we  may  be 

Dress'd  to  receive  so  much  good  ccHBpany*  - 

cLvn. 

**  And  now,  sb,  Thave  done,  and  say  bo  more ; 

The  little  I  have  said  may  serve  to  show 
The  guileless  heart  in  silence  may  grieve  o'er . 

The  wrongs  to  whose  exposure  it  is  slow : — 
I  leave  you  to  your  consdence  as  before, 

'T  wiU  one  day  adc  you  nhp  you  used  me  so  ? 
God  grant  yon  feel  not  then  the  bitterest  grief ! — 
Antonia!  where  's  my  pocket-handkerchief?" 
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She  ceased,  and  tnm^d  npon  her  pfllow  $  pale 
She  lay,  her  dark  eyes  flashing  through  their  tears. 

Like  skies  that  rain  and  Mghten$  as  a  veil 
Waved  and  o'ershading  her  wan  cheek,  appears 

Her  streaming  hair ;  tiie  hlack  carls  strive,  bat  £aul. 
To  hide  the  glossy  shodlder  which  upears 

Its  snow  through  all :  her  soft  lips  lie  apart, 

And  louder  than  her  brealiung  beaks  her  heart. 

CLIX. 

The  Senhor  Don  Alfonso  stood  confused ; 

Antonia  bustled  round  the  ransacked  room. 
And,  turning  up  her  nose,  with  looks  abused 

Her  master,  and  his  myrmidons,  of  whom 
Not  one,  except  the  attorney,  was  amused ; 

He,  like  Achates^  fidthful  to  the  tombf 
So  there  were  quarrels,  cared  not  ibr  the  cause, 
Knowing  they  must  be  settled  by  the  laws. 

CLX. 

With  prying  snub-^ose^  and  small  eyes,  he  stood, 
Following  Antonia's  motions  here  and  there. 

With  much  susj^cion  in  his  attitude ; 
For  reputations  he  had  little  oare, 

So  that  a  suit  or  action  were  made  good  ; 
Small  pity  had  he  for  the  young  and  fair, 

And  ne^er  behoved  in  negatives,  ^  these 

Were  proved  by  oompetent  false  witnesses. 

OLXI. 

But  Don  Alfonso  stood  with  downcast  looks, 
And,  truth  to  say,  he  made  a  foolish  %ure ; 

When,  after  searching  in  five  hundred  nooks, 
And  treating  a  young  wife  with  so  much  rigour, 

He  gain'd  no  point,  except  some  self-rebukes, 
Added  to  those  his  lady  with  such  vigour  \ ' 

Had  pour'd  upon  bun  for  the  last  half-hour, 

Qnick^  thick,  and  heavy—- as  a  thunder-shower. 


CLXn. 

At  first  he  tried  to  hanamer  an  excuse, 

To  which  the  sole  reply  were  tears  and  sobs, 

And  indications  of  hysterics,  whose 

Prologue' is  always  oeHain  throes  and  throbs, 

Gasps,  and  whatever  else  the  owners  chuse. — 
Alfonso  saw  his  wife,  and  thought  of  Job's ; 

He  saw,  too,  in  peripeetive,  her  deletions. 

And  then  he  tried  to  mttster  all  his  patience* 

3* 


80  BYRON'S  WdftKS. 

CLXm. 

He  stood  in  act  to  speaks  or  rather  stanuner, 
Bat  sage  Antonia  cut  him  shorty  before. 

The  anyU  of  his  speech  received  the  hammer, 
With  '^  Pray,  sir,  leave  the  room,  and  say  no  more, 

Or  madam  dies." — Alfonso  matterM  ''D — n  her!** 
Bat  nothing  else,  the  time  of  words  was  o*er ; 

He  cast  a  niefdl  look  or  two,  and  did. 

He  knew  not  wherefore,  that  which  he  was  bid. 

CLXIV. 

With  him  retired  his  ^^ posse  ecmitatus/' 
Hie  attorney  last^  who  lingered  near  the  door, 

Reluctantly,  still  tarrying  there  as  late  as 
Antonia  let  him — not  a  little  sore   . 

At  this  most  strange  and  unexplained  '^kicUus" 
In  Don  Alfonso's  facts,  which  jast  now  wore 

An  awkward  look ;  as  he  revolved  the  case, 

The  door  was  £asten*d  in  his  legal  face. 

CLXV. 

No  sooner  was  it  bolted,  than — Oh  shamel 
Oh  sin  I  oh  sorrow !  and  oh  womankind ! 

How  can  yon  do  sach  things  and  keep  your  fame. 
Unless  this  world,  and  *t  other  too,  be  blind? 

Nothing  so  dear  as  an  onfilchM  good  name  ! 
But  to  proceed — ^for  there  is  more  behind  ; 

With  much  heart-felt  reluctance  be  it  said, 

Young  Joan  slipped,  half-smothered,  from  the  bed. 

CLXVI. 

He  had  been  hid — ^I  don*t  pretend  to  say 
How,  nor  can  I  indeed  describe  the  where — 

Young,  slender,  and  packed  easily,  he  lay. 
No  doubt,  in  little  compass,  round  or  square ; 

But  pity  him  I  neither  must  nor  may 
His  suffocation  by  that  pretty  pair  ; 

'T  were  better,  sure,  to  die  so,  than  be  shut, 

Wiih  maudlin  Clarence,  in  his  Malmsey  butt. 

CLXVTL 

And,  secondly,  I  pity  not,  because       • 

He  had  no  business  to  commit  a  sin. 
Forbid  by  heavenly,  fined  by  human  laws,-— 

At  least  *t  was  rather  early  to  begin ; 
But  at  sixteen  the  conscience  rarely  gnaws 

So  much  as  when  we  call  our  old  debts  in 
At  sixty  years,  and  draw  the  accounts  of  evil, 
And  find  a  deuced  balance  with  the  devil. 
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CLXVlir. . 

Of  his  position  I  can  give  no  notion  : 

*T  is  written  in  the  Hebrew  Chronicle, 
How  the  physicians,  le^vring  pill  and  potion^ 

Prescribed,  by  way  of  blister,  a  young  belLi^, 
When  old  Sang  David's  blood  grew  dull  in  motion, 

And  that  the  medicine  answer^  very  well : 
Perhaps 't  was  in  a  different  way  applied. 
For  David  lived,  but  Juan  nearly  ched. 

CLXIX.. 

What  *s  to  be  done  ?  Alfonso  will  be  back 

The  moment  he  has  sent  his  fools  away. 
Antonia's  skill  was  put  upon  the  rack. 

But  no  device  could  be  brought  into  play — . 
And  how  to  parry  the  renewed  attack  ? 

Besides,  it  wanted  but  few  hours  of  day : 
Antonia  puzzled  ;  Julia  did  not  speak,. 
But  pressM  her  bloodless  lip  to  Juan's  cheek. . 

CLXX. 

He  turn'd  his  lip  to  hers,  and  with  his  hand   , 

Call'd  back  the  tangles  of  her  wandering  hair ; 
Even  then  their  love  they  could  not  all  command, 

And  half  forgot  their  danger  and  despair  : 
Antonia's  patience  now  was  at  a  stand — 

**  Come,  come,  't  is  no  time  now  for  fooling  there,^*  . 
She  whispered  in  great  wrath — ^'  I  must  deposit . 
This  pretty  gentleman  within  the  closet : 

CLXXI. 

''Pray  keep  your  nonsense  for  some  luckier  night — 

Who  can  have  put  my  master  in  this  mood? 
What  wiU  become  on  't  ?— -I  *m  in  such  a  fright ! 

The  devil 's  in  the  urchin,  and  no  good — 
Is  this  a  time  for  giggling?  this  a  plight  ? 

Why,  don't  you  know  that  it  may  end  in  blood? 
You  '11  lose  your  life,  and  I  shall  lose  my  place, 
My  mistress  all,  for  that  half-girlish  face. 

CLXXII. 

''  Had  it  but  been  for  a  stout  cavalier 

Of  twenty-five  or  thirty — (come,  make  haste) 
But  for  a  child,  what  piece  of  work  is  here ! 

I  reaUy,  madam,  wonder  at  your  taste — 
(Come,  sir,  get  in) — ^my  master  must  be  near. 

There,  for  the  present  at  the  least  he  's  fast. 
And  if  we  can  but  till  (he  morning  keep 
Our  counsel — (Juan,  mind  you  must  not  sleep)..** 
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CLXXin. 

Now,  Don  Alfonso,  entering,  bat  alonie, 
Qosed  the  oration  of  the  tnurty  maid ; 

She  Loitered,  and  he  told  her  to  be  gone. 
An  order  somewhat  sullenly  obeyed ; 

However,  present  remedy  was  nope, 
And  no  great  good  seem'd  answered  if  she  atay*d : 

Regarding  both  with  slow  and  sidelong  new, 

She  snuffd  the  candle,  cortsied^  and  withdrew* 

» 

OLXxnr. 

Alfonso  paused  a  nunute-^-liien  began 
Some  strange  excuses  for  his  late  proceeding; 

He  would  not  justify  what  he  had  done, 
To  say  the  best,  it  was  extreme  illr-breeding : 

fiut  there  were  ample  reasons  for  it,  none 
Of  which  he  specified  in  this  his  pleading  : 

His  speech  was  a  fine  sample,  on  the  ^ole. 

Of  rhetoric,  which  the  leam'd  oaU  ^hignwroh^** 

oLxxy. 

Julia  said  nought ;  though  all  the  while  there  rosfr 
A  ready  answer,  which  at  once  enables 

A  matron,  who  her  husband's  foible  knows, 
By  a  few  timely  wordf  to  turn  the  tables, 

Which,  if  it  does  not  silence,  still  must  pose. 
Even  if  it  should  comprise  a  paidc  of  fables  ^ 

T  b  to  retort  with  Qmuiess,  and  when  he 

Suspects  with  one^  do  yon  reproach  with  tkree^ 

QLXXVL 

Julia,  in  fact,  had  tolerable  grounds, 
Alfonso's  loves  with  Inez  were  well  kpown ; 

But  whether  *t  was  that  one's  own  guilt  confounds — 
But  that  can't  be,  as  has  been  often  sbown  ; 

A  lady  with  apologies  abounds : 
It  might  be  that  her  silence  sprang  alone 

From  delicacy  to  Don  Juan's  ear. 

To  whom  she  knew  his  mother's  fame  was  dear* 

There  might  be  one  more  motive,  which  miikes  two  :: 

Alfonso  ne'er  to  Juan  ha4  alluded, 
Mention'd  his  jealousy,  but  never  who 

Had  been  the  happy  lover,  he  condud^d, 
Conceal'd  amongst  his  premises ;  't  is  true. 

His  mind  the  more  o'er  th^s  its  mystery  brooded ; 
To  speak  of  Inez  now  were^  one  may  sa^yi 
Like  throwing  Juan  in  Alfonso's  way. 
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CLXXVUI. 

A  hint,  in  tender  cases,  is  enough ; 

Silence  is  best,  besides  there  is  a  tact 
(That  modem  phrase  appears  to  me  sad  stuff. 

Bat  it  will  serve  to  keep  my  verse  compact) 
Which  keeps,  when  pnsh'd  by  questions  rather  rongh, 

A  lady  always  dbtant  from  the  fact — 
The  charming  creatures  lie  with  such  a  grace, 
There  *s  nothing  so  becoming  to  the  face. 

CIXKIX,. 

They  blnsh,  and  we  believe  them  ;  at  least  I 

Have  always  done  so ;  't  is  of  no  great  use, 
In  any  case,  attempting  a  r^ly, 

For  then  their  eloqaence  grows  quite  profuse  ; 
And  when  at  length  they  are  out  of  breath,  they  sigh. 

And  cast  their  languid  eyes  down,  and  let  loose 
A  tear  or  two,  and  then  we  make  it  op ; 
And  then — ^and  then — and  then — sit  down  and  sup. 


Alfonso  closed  Us  speech,  and  begg*d  her  pardon, 
Which  Julia  half  withheld,  and  then  half  granted,. 

And  laid  conditions,  he  thon^ght,  very  hard  on. 
Denying  several  little  things  he  wanted : 

He  stood,  like  Adam,  lingering  near  his  garden, 
With  useless  penitence  perplex'd  and  haunted. 

Beseeching  she  no  iurtiier  would  refuse. 

When  b !  he  stumbled  o'er  a  pair  of  shoes. 


CI 

A  pair  of  shoes  !*-what  &en  ?  not  mudi,  if  they 
Are  such  as  fit  with  lady*s  feet,  but  these 

(No  one  can  tell  how  much  I  grieve  to  say] 
Were  masculine  :  to  see  them  and  to  seize 

Was  but  SL  moment* s  act. — ^Ah !  weU-ra^iay ! 
My  teeth  begin  to  shatter,  my  veins  freeze — 

Alfonso  first  examined  well  their  fashion. 

And  then  flew  out  into  another  passion. 

CUUUOI. 

He  left  the  room  for  his  relioquish^d  sword, 

And  Julia  instant  to  the  closet  flew  ; 
^'  Fly,  Juan,  fly !  for  Heaven's  sake — not  a  word^— 

The  door  is  <^en — you  may  yet  slip  through 
The  passage  you  so  often  have  explored-^- 

Here  is  the  garden-key — fly-— fly — adieu  ! 
Haste — haste  ! — ^I  hear  Alfonso's  hurrying  feet— 
Day  has  not  broke — ^thwe  *s  no  one  in  the  street.** 


y 
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CLXXXIII. 
None  GOD  say  that  this  was  not  good  advice, . 

The  only  mischief  was,  it  came  too  late  ; 
Of  all  experience  *t  is  the  usual  price, 

A  sort  of  income-tax  laid  on  hj  fate  : 
Joan  had  reachM  the  room-door  in  a  trice. 

And  might  have  done  so  hy  the  garden-^ate. 
But  met  Alfonso  in  his  dressiog-gown. 
Who  threaten*d  death — so  Juan  knockM  him  down.   , 

CLXXXIV. 

Dire  was  the  scuffle,  and  out  went  the  light ; 

Antonia  cried  out  "  Rape  !"  and  Julia  '*Fire  T* 
But  not  a  senrant  stirrM  to  aid  the  fight. 

Alfonso,  pommeird  to  his  heart's  desire. 
Swore  lustily  he  *d  he  revenged  this  night : 

And  Juan,  too,  hlaq)hemed  an  octave  higher. 
His  hlood  was  up ;  though  young,  he  was  a  Tartar, 
And  not  at  all  deposed  to  prove  a  martyr. 

CLXXXV. 

Alfonso's  sword  had  droppM  ere  he  could  draw  it, 
And  they  continued  hattling  hand  to  hand, 

For  Juan  very  luckily  ne*er  saw  it ; 

His  temper  not  heing  under  great  command, 

If  at  that  moment  he  had  chanced  to  claw  it, 
Alfonso's  days  had  not  heen  in  the  land 

Much  longer. — Think  of  hushands',  lovers'  lives ! 

And  how  you  may  he  douhly  widows — wives  \ 

CLXXXVI. 

Alfonso  grappled  to  detain  the  foe, 

And  Juan  throttled  him  to  get  away, 
And  hlood  ('t  was  from  the  nose)  hegan  to  flow  ; 

At  last,  as  they  more  faintly  wrestling  lay, 
Juan  contrived  to  give  an  awkward  hlow. 

And  then  his  only  garment  quite  gave  way  ; 
He  fled,  like  Joseph,  leaving  it — ^but  there, 
I  doubt,  all  likeness  ends  between  the  pair.  • 

cLxxxvn. 

Lights  came  at  length,  and  men  and  maids,  who  found 
An  awkward  spectacle  their  eyes  before  :  > 

Antonia  in  hysterics,  Julia  swoon'd, 

Alfonso  leaning,  breathless,  by  the  door  ; 

Some  half-torn  drapery  scatter'd  on  the  ground, 
Some  blood,  and  several  foosteps,  but  no  more : 

Juan  the  gate  gain'd,  turn'd  the  key  about. 

And  liking  not  the  inside,  lock'd  the  out. 
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CLXXXVm. 

Hare  ends  this  canto.'r-Need  I  sing  or  say, 

How  Juan,  naked,  fatonrM  by  the  night 
(Who  fiiYonrs  what  she  should  not),  found  his  way, 

And  reachM  his  home  in  an  unseemly  plight? 
The  pleasant  scandal  which  arose  next  day, 

The  nine  days'  wonder  which  was  brought  to  light, 
And  how  Alfonso  sued  for  a  divorce. 
Were  in  the  English  newspapers,  of  course*. 

GLXXXIX, 

If  yon  would  like  to  see  the  whole  proceedings, . 

The  depositions,  and  the  cause  at  full, 
The  names  of  all  the  witnesses,  the  pleadings.  , 

Of  counsel  to  non-suit,  or  to  annul. 
There  *s  more  than  one  editbn,  and  the  r^sadings ,. 

Are  various,  but  they  none  of  them  are  dull  t^ 
The  best  is  that  in  short-hand,  ta*en  by  Qumey,  . 
Who  to  Madrid  on  purpose  made  a  journey. 

CXCJ 

But  Donna  Inez,  to  divert  the  train 

Of  one  of  the  most  circulating  scandals 
That  had  for  centuries  been  known  in  Spsun,  j 

At  least  since  the  retirement  of  the  Vandals,. 
First  vow*d  (and  never  had  she  vowM  in  vaiq) 

To  Virgin  Mary  several  pounds  of  candles ;  . 
And  then,  by  the  advice  of  some  old  ladies, 
She  sent  her  son  to  be  shipped  off  from  Cadiz. . 

CXCI.» 

She  had  resolved  that  he  should  travel  through .. 

All  European  climes  by  land  or  sea. 
To  mend  his  former  morals,  and  get  new,  > 

Especially  in  France  and  Italy 
(At  least  this  is  the  thmg  most  people  do). 

Julia  was  sent  into  a  convent ;  she  •• 
Grieved,  but,  perhaps,  her  feelings  may  be  better 
Shown  in  the  following  copy  of  her  letter  ;  -. 

CXCIL' 

**  They  teU  me  't  is  decided,  you  depart :  < 

*T  is  wise — ^*t  is  well,  but  not  the  less  a  pain ; 
I  have  no  further  claim  on  your  young  Heart, 

Mine  is  the  victim,  and  would  be  again  ; 
To  love  too  much  has  been  the  only  art 

I  used ; — I  write  in  haste,  and  if  a  stain 
Be  on  tins  sheet,  't  is  not  what  it  appears — 
My  eyeballs  burn  and  throb,  but  have  no  tears. 
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cxcm. 

f    «<  I  lovedy  I  love  yon ;  for  tbk  love  kave  lost 

State,  station,  heaven,  mankind's,  mj  own  esteem, 

And  yet  cannot  regret  wliat  it  hatli  cost. 
So  dear  is  still  tbe  memory  of  that  dream ; 

Yet,  if  I'name  my  guilt,  *t  is  not  to  boast, — 
None  can  deem  WsUier  of  me  than  I  deem : 

I  trace  this  scrawl  because  I  cannot  rest-^ 

I  Ve  noilung  to  reproadi  or  to  re<piest« 

CXCIV.v 

**  Man's  bve  is  of  maif*s  lifo  a  tiling  iqpart, 
'T  is  woman's  who^e  existence ;  man  may  range 

The  court,  camp,  ohoroh,  the  vessel,  and  the  mart; 
Sword,  gown,  gun,  glory,  ofier  in  exchange 

Pride,  &me,  ambition,  to  fill  i^  his  heart, 
And  few  there  are  whom  these  camiot  esferange ;. 

Men  have  all  these  resomwes,  we  bat  oa»«— 

To  love  again,  and  be  again  undone* 

CXCV. 

'*  You  will  proceed  m  pleasure  and  in  pride. 

Beloved  and  loving  many ;  aU  is  o'er 
For  me  on  earth,  except  some  years  to  hide 

My  shame  and  sorrow  deep  in  my  heart's  core : 
These  I  could  bear,  but  eannot  cast  aside 

The  passion,  whidi  stffl  rages  as  before  $ 
And  so  fuewell — forgive  me,  love  me«-«^o, 
That  word  is  idle  now— but  let  it  gOt 

CXCVI. 

*<  My  breast  has  been  si  wwdmess,  b  so  yet; 

But  stiU,  I  tiiink,  I  can  eolleet  my  miiad ; 
My  blood  still  rushes  where  my  spirit  *fl  vet, 

As  roll  the  waves  before  the  eetlled  wind ; 
My  heart  is  feminine,  nor  cim  fbrget^-*- 

To  all,  except  one  image^  madly  blind : 
So  shakes  the  needle,  and  so  stmaid/s  the  pole. 
As  Urates  my  fond  heart  to  my  fix'd  sooL 

OXCVU. 

**  I  have  no  more  to  say,  but  linger  stiU, 
And  dare  not  set  my  seal  upon  this  sheet, 

And  yet  I  may  as  well  the  task  fulfil, 
My  misery  can  scaroe  be  more  complete  *. 

I  had  not  lived  till  now,  could  sorrow  kill ; 
Death  shuns  the  ivretch  who  fain  the  blow  would  meet^ 

And  I  must  even  survive  this  last  adieu, 

And  bear  with  life,  to  love  and  pray  for  you  V* 
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CXOYIII 

This  note  was  written  upon  gUt-edged  paper. 

With  a  neat  little  crow-quitt,  slight  and  new : 
Her  small  white  hand  ooidd  hardljr  reach  tlie  taper. 

It  trembled  as  magiietic  needles  do, 
And  yet  she  did  not  let  one  tear  escape  her ; 

Hie  seal  a  sun-flower ;  *f  EUe  9mt$  $iUi  pmriina^'' 
The  motto  cat  upon  a  white  cornelian, 
The  wax  was  superfine,  its  kue  vermilion. 

cxeix. 

This  was  Don  Jnan*s  earlieel  scrupe ;  b«t  lAelher 

I  shall  proceed  with  his  adventures  is 
Dependent  on  the  puUic  altogether : 

We  '11  see,  however,  what  they  say  to  this 
(Their  favour  in  an  aottier's  cap  *s  a  fealher. 

And  no  great  mischief  *s  done  by  Aeir  caprice) ; 
And,  if  their  approbation  we  experience, 
Perhaps  they  *li  have  some  more  about  a  3rear  heac^* 

CO. 

My  poem  *s  epic,  and  is  meant  to  be 
Divided  in  twelve  books  i  each  book  containing, 

With  love,  and  war,  a  beavy  gale  at  sea, 
A  list  of  flilttps,  and  captaips,  and  kings  reigning. 

New  characters ;  the  efMScides  are  iSkree : 
A  panorama  Wew  of  liell  *s  in  training, 

After  the  style  of  Virgil  and  of  Homer, 

So  that  my  name  of  ej^e  *8  no  n^Maer. 

CGI. 

An  these  things  wiU  be  specified  in  time, 

With  strkt  regard  to  Aristotle^s  Hnles, 
The  vade  nweum  of  the  tree  sublime. 

Which  makes  so  many  poets,  and  some  fools. 
Prose  poets  like  bku^  v«pse— 4  'm  fond  of  rbyme^*^ 

Good  workmen  never  qsiarvel  with  their  tools  j 
I  Ve  got  new  mythological  machinery. 
And  very  handsome  supernatural  scenery. 

ceil. 

There  *s  only  one  slight  diilsrence  between 

Me  and  my  epic  brethren  gone  before. 
And  here  the  advantage  b  my  own,  I  ween 

(Not  that  I  li4Te  not  several  merits  more ; 
But  this  will  more  pecuUariy  be  seen) ; 

They  so  embeUisb,  that  *t  is  quite  a  bore 
Their  labyrinth  of  fsd>les  to  thread  through, 
Whereas  Ihis  story  's  actually  true. 
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CCIII. 

If  any  person  doabt  it,  I  appeal 

To  history,  tradition,  and  to  facts, 
To  newspapers,  whose  truth  all  know  and  feel» 

To  plays  in  five,  and  operas  in  three  acts ; 
All  these  confirm  my  statement  a  good  deal. 

But  that  which  more  completely  faith  exacts 
Is  that  myself,  and  several  now  in  Seville, 
Saw  Juan's  last  elopement  with  the  devil. 

CCIV. 

If  ever  I  should  condescend,  to  prose,  . 

I  *U  write  poetical  commandments,  which 
Shall  supersede  beyond  all  doubt  all  those  ,  i 

That  went  before ;  in  these  I  shall  enrich 
My  text  with  many  things  that  no  one  knows. 

And  carry  precept  to  the  highest  pitch : 
1 11  call  the  work  ^^  Longbus  o*er  a  Bottle, 
Or,  Every  poet  his  own  Aristotle/* 

CCV. 

Thou  shalt  believe  in  Milton,  Dryden,  Pope : 
Thou  shalt  not  set  up  Wordsworth,  Coleridge^  Sontfaey  ;. 

Because  the  first  is  crazed  beyond  all  hope, 

The  second  drunk^  the  third  so  quamt  and  monthey : 

With  Crabbe  it  may  be  difficult  to  cope, 
And  Campbell's  Hippocrene  is  somewhat  drouthy : 

Thou  shalt  not  steal  from  Samuel  Rogers,  nor 

Commit  flirtation  with  the  Muse  of  Moore : 

•       CCVI. 

Thou  shalt  not  covet  Mr.  Sotheby's  Muse, 

His  Pegasus,  nor  any  thmg  that  *s  his : 
Thou  shalt  not  bear  false  witness,  like  '*  the  Blues"    i 

(There  /s  one,  at  least,  is  very  fond  of  this)  : 
Thou  shalt  not  write,  in  short,  but  what  I  chuse.: 

This  is  true  criticism,  and  you  may  kiss — 
Exactly  as  you  please,  or  not — ^the  rod,  i 
But  if  you  don't,  I  '11  lay  it  on,  by  G— d ! 

ccvn. 

If  any  person  should  presume  to  assert. 

The  story  is  not  moral,  first,  I  pray 
That  they  will  not  cry  out  before  they  're  hurt ; 

Then  that  they  'U  read  it  o'er  again,  and  say 
(But,  doubtless^  nobody  will  be  so  pert) 

That  this  is  not  a  moral  tale,  though  gay ; 
Besides,  in  canto  twelfth,  I  mean  to  show 
The  very  place  where  wicked  people  go. . 
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CCVUf. 

If,  after  all,  there  should  be  some  so  blind 

To  their  own  good,  this  warning  to  despise. 
Led  by  some  tortaosity  of  mind, 

Not  to  believe  ray  verse  and  their  own  eyes, 
And  cry  that  they  ^^  the  moral  cannot  find,'' 

I  tell  him,  if  a  clergyman,  he  ties — 
Should  captains  the  remark,  or  critics,  make. 
They  also  lie  too — ^onder  a  mistake. 

cent. 

The  pnbUc  approbation  1  expect^ 

And  beg  they  *11  take  my  word  about  the  moral, 
Which  I  with  their  amusement  will  connect 

(So  children  cutting  teeth  receive  a  coral) ; 
Meantime,  they  *I1  doubtless  please  to  recollect 

My  epical  pretensions  to  the  laurel : 
For  fear  some  prudish  readers  should  grow  skittish, 
I  Ve  bribed  my  grandmother's  Review — ^the  British. 

OCX 

I  sent  it  in  a  letter  to  the  editor. 

Who  thanVd  me  duly  by  return  of  post — 
I  ^m  for  a  handsome  article  his  creditor ; 

Yet,  if  my  gentle  Muse  he  please  to  roast. 
And  break  a  promise  after  having  made  it  her. 

Denying  the  receipt  of  what  it  cost. 
And  smear  his  page  with  gall  instead  of  honey, 
All  I  can  say  is — ^that  he  had  the  money. 

CCXI. 

I  think  that  with  this  holy  new  alliance 

I  may  insure  the  public,  and  defy 
All  other  magazines  of  art  or  science. 

Daily,  or  monthly,  or  three^monthly ;  I 
Have  not  essay 'd  to  multiply  their  clients. 

Because  they  tell  me  *t  were  in  vain  to  try, 
And  that  the  Edinburgh  Review  and  Quarterly 
Treat  a  dissenting  author  very  martyrly. 

ccxn. 

'^  Non  ego  hoe  ferrem  ealida  juoenia 

Censule  Planeo,**  Horace  said,  and  so } 
Say  I,  by  which  quotation  there  is  meant  a 

Hint  that  some  six  or  seven  good  years  ago 
(Long  ere  I  dreamt  of  dating  from  the  Brenta), 

I  was  most  ready  to  return  a  blow. 
And  would  not  brook  at  all  this  sort  of  thing 
In  my  hot  youth — ^when  George  the  Third  was  King* 
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OCXIIi. 

But  now,  at  iMrty  years,  my  hair  is  gray 
(I  wonder  wbat  it  will  be  like  at  forty  ? 

I  Ihoaght  of  a  peruke  the  other  day)^ 

My  heart  is  not  much  greeBe^;  and«  in  short,  I 

Ha^e  squandered  my  whole  summer  while  ^t  was  May, 
And  feel  no  more  the  spirit  to  retcw t ;  I 

HaFe  spent  my  life,  both  interest  and  principal. 

And  deem  not,  what  I  deem'd,  my  soul  invincible. 

CCXIV. 

No  more— no  more — ^Oh !   never  more  on  me 
The  freshness  of  the  heart  can  M  like  dew, 

Which  out  of  all  the  lovely  things  we  see  . 
Extracts  emotions  beautiful  and  new, 

Hived  in  omr  bosoms  like  the  bag  o'  the  bee  : 
Think'st  thou  the  honey  with  those  olyects  grew  ?  • 

Alas !  *t  was  not  in  them,  but  in  thy  power, 

To  double  even  the  sweetness  of  a  flower. 

CCXV. 

No  more — no  more — Oh  !   never  more,  my  beart| 
Canst  thou  be  my  sole  .world,  my  wliverse ! 

Once  all  in  all,  but  now  a  thing  apart. 
Thou  canst  not  be  my  Messing  or  my  eita'se  ; 

The  illusion  *s  gone  for  ever,  aiid  thoU  art 
Insensible,  I  trust,  but  none  the  worse ; 

And  in  thy  stead  I  V6  got  a  deal  of  judgment, 

Though  Heaven  knows  how  it  ever  fiotiad  a  lodgment. 

CCKVL 

My  days  of  love  are  over-^ine  no  mt>re  ^ 
The  charms  of  maid,  wife,  and  stiU  less  of  mdow. 

Can  make  the  fool  of  which  they  made  before — 
In  short  I  must  not  lead  dM  life  I  did  do : 

The  credulous  hope  of  mutual  minds  is  o'er. 
The  copious  use  of  claret  is  forbidi  too ; 

So,  for  a  good  old  gentlemanly  vice, 

I  think  I  must  take  up  with  avarice. 

CCXVII. 

Ambition  was  my  idol,  whidi  was  broken 
Before  the  shrines  of  Sorrow  and  of  Pleasure ; 

And  the  two  last  have  left  me  many  a  token 
0*er  which  reteotion  may  be  made  at  leisure : 

Now,  like  Friar  Bacon's  braeen  head,  I  Ve  spoken, 
'^  Time  is,  time  was,  time  *s  past ; ''  a  chyraic  treasure 

Is  glittering  youth,  which  I  have  spent  betimes — 

My  heart  in  pMsion,  and  my  head  on  rhymes. 
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CCXVIII. 

What  18  the  end  of  &me?  *t  is  but  to  fill 

A  certam  portion  of  uncertain  paper  ; 
Some  liken  it  to  climbmg  vp  a  hill, 

Whose  summit,  like  ifi  hills,  is  lost  in  vapour ; 
For  this  men  write,  speak,  preach,  and  heroes  kill, 

And  hards  bum  what  they  call  their  ^^  midnight  taper,  ^* 
To  hare,  when  the  original  is  dust, 
A  name,  a  wretdied  picture,  and  worse  bvst. 

CCXIX. 

What  are  the  hopes  of  man  ?  old  Eg^t's  king, 

Cheops,  erected  the  first  pyramid 
And  largest,  thinking  it  was  just  the  thing 

To  keep  his  memory  whole,  and  mummy  hid ; 
But  somebody  or  other,  rummaging, 

Burglariously  broke  his  coffin's  lid ; 
Let  not  a  monument  give  you  or  me  hopes, 
Since  not  a  pinch  of  dust  remains  of  Cheops. 

ccxx. 

But  I,  being  fond  of  true  philosophy, 

Say  yery  often  to  myself,  *'Alas ! 
All  things  that  have  been  born  were  born  to  die. 

And  flesh  (which  Death  mows  down  to  hay)  is  grass ; 
Yon  Ve  passed  your  youth  not  so  unpleasantly, 

And  if  yon  had  it  o'er  again — ^'t  would  pass — 
So  thank  your  stars  that  matters  are  no  worse, 
And  read  your  Bible,  sir,  and  mind  your  purse/' 

CCXXI. 

But  for  the  present,  gentle  reader !  and 

Still  gentler  purchaser  !  the  bard — that 's  I — 

Must,  with  permission,  shake  you  by  the  hand. 
And  so  your  humble  servant,  and  good  bye  ! 

We  meet  again,  if  we  should  understand 
Each  other  ;  and  if  not,  I  shall  not  try 

Your  patience  further  than  by  this  short  sample — . 

T  were  well  if  others  foUow^d  my  example. 

ccxxir. 

**  Go,  little  book,  from  this  my  solitude  ! 

I  cast  thee  on  the  waters  ;  go  thy  ways  ! 
And  if ,  as  I  believe,  thy  vein  be  good, 

l^e  world  will  find  thee  after  many  days.'* 
When  Southey  's  read,  and  Wordsworth  understood, 

I  can't  help  putting  in  my  claim  to  praise — 
The  four  first  rhymes  are  Southey's,  every  line  ; 
For  God's  sake,  reader  !  take  them  not  for  mine. 
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NOTES  TO  CANTO  I. 


Note  1.  Stanaa  r. 

Bnfe  non  mn  hsfng  bofove  AgUBemnon. 
«  Vixsre  fort«f  ante  Agiinwimmia,*  ftc.— H<mucb. 

Note  2.  Stanza  XTii. 
Saye  thine  ■  incompanble  oil,*  Maftwr ! 

'^  Description  des  vtrhu  meampearables  de  rhuile  de  Macaaear.'' — See  the  de- 
tertisement. 

Note  3.  Stanza  xlii. 

Alt hOQgb  Longiitau  tells  iu  there  ia  no  hgrmn 
Where  the  aublune  sosri  forth  on  wingg  more  ample. 

See  LonginuB,  Section  10,  iV«  fjJi  %i  rt  irtf)  Avxiiv  ffSos  9«/niT«ii,  'jtaBSi  /« 

Note  4.  Stansa  xlir. 

They  only  add  them  all  in  an  appendix. 

Wttct  There  is,  or  was,  such  an  edition,  with  all  the  obnoxjous  epignuns  of 
Martial  pbced  by  themwlfea  at  the  end. 

Noted.  Stanza hxxfiii. 
The  bard  I  quote  from  does  not  aing  amiss. 

Campbell's  Gertrude  of  Wyoming,  (I  think]  the  opening  of  Canio  IT,  but  quote 
from  memory. 

Note  6.  Stanza  czlm. 

Is  it  for  this  that  General  Connt  O'Reilly, 
Who  took  Algiers,  declares  I  used  him  vilely  7 

Donna  Julia  here  made  a  mistake.  Count  O'Reilly  did  not  take  Algiers— but 
Algiers  rery  nearly  took  him;  he  and  his  ar^iy  and  fleet  retreated  with  great  kras, 
and  not  much  credit,  from  bdfore  that  city,  in  the  year  17-^* 

Note  7.  Stanza  ccxvi. 

My  days  of  lore  are  over;  me  no  more. 

*  He  nee  foemina,  nee  pner 
Jam,  nee  spes  anlmi  crednla  mntni ; 

Nee  certare  JuTat  mero» 
Nee  Tincire  noris  tempera  floribos.* 
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CANTO    II. 


I. 

Oh  je  !  who  teach  the  ingenuous  yoath  of  nations, 
Holland,  France,  England,  Germany,  or  Spain, 

I  pray  ye  flog  ^em  upon  all  occasions. 
It  mends  their  morads  :  never  mind  the  pain  : 

The  best  of  mothers  and  of  educations. 
In  Juan's  case,  were  but  employed  in  yain, 

Since  in  a  way,  that 's  rather  of  the  oddest,  he 

Became  divested  of  his  native  modesty. 

n. 

Had  he  but  been  placed  at  a  public  school, 
In  the  third  form,  or  even  in  the  fourth. 

His  daily  task  had  kept  his  fancy  cool. 
At  least  had  he  been  nurtured  in  the  north. 

Spain  may  prove  an  exception  to  the  rule  ; 
But  then  exceptions  always  prove  its  worth  : 

A  lad  of  sixteen  causing  a  divorce 

Puzzled  his  tutors  very  much,  of  course. 

in. 

I  can't  say  that  it  puzzles  me  at  all. 
If  all  things  be  conader'd:  first  there  was 

His  lady  mother,  mathematical, 

A ,  never  mind ;  his  tutor,  an  old  ass ; 

A  pretty  woman — (that 's  quite  natural, 

Or  else  the  thing  had  hardly  come  to  pass) ; 

A  husband  rather  old,  not  much  in  unity 

With  his  young  wife — a  time,  and  opportunity. 

IV. 

Well — ^well,  the  world  must  turn  upon  its  atis. 
And  all  mankind  turn  with  it,  heads  or  tails. 

And  live  and  die,  make  love,  and  pay  our  taxes, 
And  as  the  veering  wind  shifts,  shift  our  sails  ; 

The  king  commands  us,  and  the  doctor  quacks  us, 
The  priest  instructs,  and  so  our  life  exhales, 

A  little  breath,  love,  wine,  ambition,  £auue, 

Fighting,  devotion,  dust — ^perhaps  a  name. 

IV. 
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V. 

I  said,  that  Juan  had  been  sent  to  Cadiz — 

A  pretty  town,  I  recollect  it  well — 
*T  is  there  the  mart  of  the  colonial  trade  is 

(Or  was,  before  Peru  learn'd  to  rebel)  ; 
And  such  sweet  girls — I  mean  such  graceful  ladies, 

Their  very  walk  would  n^ake  your  bosom  swell ; 
I  can't  describe  it,  though  so  much  it  strike. 
Nor  liken  it — I  never  saw  the  like  -. 

VL 

An  Arab  horse,  a  stately  stag,  a  barb 

New  broke,  a  camelopard,  a  gazelle, 
No— none  of  these  will  do  : — ^and  then  their  garb, 

Theb  veil  and  petticoat — Alas  I  to  dwell 
Upon  such  things  would  very  near  absorb 

A  canto  : — then  their  feet  and  ankles  ! — well, 
Thank  heaven  I  Ve  got  no  metaphor  quite  ready 
(And  so,  my  sober  Muse — come,  let 's  be  steady — 

vn. 

Chaste  Muse  ! — ^well,  if  you  must,  you  must) — the  veil 
Thrown  back  a  mojnent  with  the  glancing  hand, 

While  the  overpowering  eye,  that  turns  you  pale, 
Flashes  into  the  heart. — AU-sunny  land 

Of  love  !  when  I  forget  you,  may  I  ful 
To say  my  prayers — but  never  was  there  planned 

A  dress  through  which  the  eyes  give  such  a  volley. 

Except  the  Venetian  Fazsioli. 

vin. 

But  to  our  tale  *. — ^The  Donna  Inez  sent 

Her  son  to  Cadiz  only  to  embark  ; 
To  stay  there  had  not  answered  her  intent ; 

But  why  ? — we  leave  the  reader  in  the  dark  : 
^T  was  for  a  voyage  that  the  young  man  was  meant. 

As  if  a  Spanish  ship  were  Noah's  ark. 
To  wean  him  from  the  wickedness  of  earth. 
And  send  him  like  a  dove  of  promise  forth. 

IX. 

Don  Juan  bid  his  valet  pack  his  things 

According  to  direction,  then  received 
A  lecture  and  some  money  :  for  four  springs 

He  was  to  travel ;  and,  though  Inez  grieved 
(As  every  kind  of  parting  has  its  stings), 

She  hoped  he  would  improve — ^perhaps  believed  : 
A  letter,  too,  she  gave  (he  never  read  it) 
Of  good  advice — and  two  or  three  of  credit. 
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X. 


In  the  mean  time,  to  pass  her  hours  away, 
Brave  Inez  now  set  np  a  Sanday-school 

For  naughty  children,  who  would  rather  play 
(like  truant  rogues)  the  devil  or  the  fool ; 

Infants  of  three  years  old  were  taught  that  day. 
Dunces  were  whippM,  or  set  upon  a  stool : 

The  great  success  of  Jnan^s  education 

Spurred  her  to  teach  another  generation. 

XI. 

Juan  emhark'd — the  ship  got  under  weigh, 
The  wind  was  fair,  the  water  passing  rough ; 

A  devil  of  a  sea  rolls  in  tliat  hay. 

As  I,  who  \e  crossed  it  oft,  know  well  enough  ; 

And,  standing  upon  deck,  the  dashing  spray 
Flies  ill  one's  face,  and  makes  it  weather-4(mgh : 

And  there  he  stood  to  take,  and  take  again. 

His  first — perhaps  his  last— lareiyell  df  Spain. 

XII. 

I  can't  hut  say  it  is  an  awkwaerd  sight 
To  see  one's  native  land  receding  through 

The  growing  waters — it  unmans  one  quite ; 
Especially  when  life  is  rather  new  : 

I  recollect  Great  Britain's  coast  looks  white. 
But  almost  every  other  country  's  blue, 

When,  gazing  014  them,  mystified  by  distance, 

We  enter  on  our  nautical  existence. 

xni. 

So  Juan  stood  bewilder'd  on  the  deck  t 

The  wind  sung,  cordage  strain'd,  saA  sailors  swore, 
And  the  ship  creak'd,  the  town  became  a  speck, 

From  which  away  so  fair^  and  fast  they  bore. 
The  best  of  remedies  is  a  beef-steak 

Against  sea-sickness ;  try  it,  sir,  before 
You  sneer,  and  I  assure  you  this  is  true. 
For  I  have  found  it  answer — so  may  you. 

XIY. 

Don  Juan  stood,  and,  gazing  from  the  stern, 

Beheld  his  native  Spain  receding  far  : 
First  partings  form  a  lesson  hard  to  learn. 

Even  nations  feel  this  when  they  go  to  war. 
There  is  a  sort  of  unexpress'd  concern, 

A  kind  of  shock  that  sets  one's  heart  ajar  : 
At  leaving  even  the  most  unpleasant  people 
And  places,  one  keeps  looking  at  the  steeple. 
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XV. 

But  Juan  bad  got  many  Hiiogs  to  leave — 
His'  mother,  and  a  mistress,  and  no  wife. 

So  that  he  had  much  better  cause  to  grieve 
Than  many  persons  more  advanced  iu  life  ; 

And,  if  we  now  and  then  a  sigh  must  heave 
At  quitting  even  those  we  quit  in  strife, 

No  doubt  we  weep  for  those  Uie  heart  endears — 

That  is,  till  deeper  griefs  congeal  our  tears. 

XVI. 

So  Juan  wept,  as  wept  the  captive  Jews 
By  Babel's  waters,  still  remembering  Sion : 

I  'd  weep,  but  mine  is  not  a  weeping  muse. 
And  such  light  griefs  are  not  a  thing  to  die  on  ; 

Young  men  should  travel,,  if  but  to  amuse 

Themselves  ;  and  the  next  time  their  servants  tie  on 

Behind  their  carriages  their  new  portmanteau, 

Perhaps  it  may  be  lined  with  this  my  canto. 

XVII. 

And  Juan  wept,  and-  much  he  sighM,  and  thought, 
While  his  salt  tears  dropped  into  the  salt  sea, 

**  Sweets  to  the  sweet  f'  (I  like  so  much  to  quote  : 
You  must  excuse  this  extract,  't  is  where  she, 

The  Queen  of  Denmark,  for  Ophelia  brought 
Flowers  to  the  grave),  and  sobbing  often,  he 

Reflected  on  his  present  situation. 

And  seriously  resolved  on  reformation. 

XVIII. 

*'  Farewell,  my  Spadn  !  a  long  farewell !"  he  cried, 
**  Perhaps  I  may  revisit  thee  no  more. 

But  die,  as  many  an  exiled  heart  has  died. 
Of  its  own  thirst  to  see  again  thy  shore  : 

Farewell,  where  Guadalquiver's  waters  glide  ! 
Farewell,  my  mother  !  and,  since  all  is  o'er, 

Farewell,  too,  dearest  Julia  !" — (here  he  drew 

Her  letter  out  again,  and  read  it  through.) 

xrx. 

'*And  oh  !  if  e'er  I  should  forget,  I  swear — 
But  that 's  impossible,  and  cannot  be — 

Sooner  shall  this  blue  ocean  melt  to  air. 
Sooner  shall  earth  resolve  itself  to  sea. 

Than  I  resign  thine  image,  oh  .'  my  fair  I 
Pr  think  of  any  thing,  excepting  thee  ; 

A  mind  diseased  no  remedy  can  physic'' — 

(Here  the  ship  gave  a  lurch,  and  he  grew  sea-sick). 


DON  JUAN.  S8 

XX. 

**  Sooner  shall  heaven  kiss  earth— (here  he  fell  sicker) 

Oh,  Jalia !  what  is  every  other  woe  ? 
(For  God's  sake,  let  me  have  a  glass  of  liquor 

Pedro  !  Battista !  help  me  down  helow.) 
Julia  !  my  love  .'—(you  rascal,  Pedro,  quicker)— 

Oh  Julia  !— (this  cursed  vessel  pitches  so)— 
Beloved  Julia  !  hear  me  still  beseechiog''— 
(Here  he  grew  inarticulate  with  retching). 

XXI. 
He  felt  that  chilling  heaviness  of  heart, 

Or  rather  stomach,  which,  aUis  !  attends. 
Beyond  the  best  apothecary's  art. 

The  loss  of  love,  the  treachery  of  friends, 
Or  death  of  those  we  doat  on,  when  a  part 

Of  us  dies  with  them  as  each  fond  hope  ends : 
No  doubt  he  would  have  been  much  more  pathetic. 
But  the  sea  acted  as  a  strong  emetic. 

xxn. 

Love 's  a  capricious  power  ;  I  Ve  known  it  hold 

Out  through  a  fever  caused  by  its  own  heat, 
But  be  much  puzzled  by  a  cough  and  cold, 

And  find  a  quinsy  very  hard  to  treat. 
Against  all  noble  maladies  he  's  bold. 

But  vulgar  iUnesses^don't  like  to  meet. 
Nor  that  a  sneeze  should  interrupt  his  sigh, 
Nor  inflammations  redden  his  blind  eye. 

xxin. 

But  worst  of  aU  is  nausea,  or  a  pain 

About  the  lower  region  of  the  bowek  ; 
Love,  who  heroically  breathes  a  vein. 

Shrinks  from  the  application  of  hot  towels, 
And  purgatives  are  dangerous  to  his  reign, 

Sea-«ickness  death  :  his  love  was  perfect,  how  else 
Could  Juan's  passion,  whQe  the  billows  roar. 
Resist  his  stomach,  ne'er  at  sea  before  ? 

XXIV. 

•The  ship,  cali'd  the  most  holy  "  Trinidada," 

Was  steering  duly  for  the  port  Leghorn ; 
For  there  the  Spanish  family  Moncada 

Were  setUed  long  ere  Juan's  sire  was  born , 
They  were  relations,  and  for  them  he  had  a 

Letter  of  introduction,  which  the  morn 


Of  his  departure  had  been  sent  him  by 
His  Spanish  friends  for  those  in  Italy. 
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XXV. 

His  suite  consisted  of  three  servants,  and 

A  tutor,  the  licentiate  Pedrillo, 
Who  several  languages  did  understand, 

But  now  lay  sick  and  speechless  on  his  pillow. 
And,  rocking  in  his  hammock,  long*d  for  land. 

His  head-ache  being  increased  by  every  billow ; 
And  the  waves  oozing  through  the  port-hole  made 
His  birth  a  little  damp,  and  him  afraid. 

XXVL 

'T  was  not  without  some  reason,  for  the  wind 

Increased  at  night,  until  it  blew  a  gale ; 
And  though 't  was  not  much  to  a  naval  mind, 

Some  landsmen  would  have  iook'd  a  little  pale. 
For  sailors  are,  in  £au;t,  a  different  kind  : 

At  sunset  they  began  to  take  in  sail. 
For  the  sky  chow'd  it  would  come  on  to  blow, 
And  carry  away,  perhaps,  a  mast  or  so. 

xxm. 

At  one  o'clock,  the  wind  with  sudden  sfaiffc 

Threw  the  ship  right  into  ^  trough  of  the  sea, 

Which  struck  her  aft,  and  made  an  awkward  rift. 
Started  the  stern-post,  also  shattered  the 

Whole  of  her  stern-frame,  and  ere  she  could  lift 
Herself  from  out  her  present  jeopardy. 

The  rudder  tore  away  :  't  was  time  to  sound 

The  pumps,  and  there  were  four  feet  water  ibtoMl. 

xxvni. 

One  gang  of  people  instantly  was  put 

Upon  the  pumps,  and  the  remainder  set 
To  get  up  part  of  the  cargo,  and  what  not. 

But  they  could  not  come  at  the  leak  as  yet : 
At  last  they  did  get  at  it  really,  but 

Still  their  salvation  was  an  even  bet : 
The  water  rush'd  through  in  a  way  quite  puzzling, 
While  they  thrust  sheets,  shirts,  jackets,  bales  of  muslin, 

XXIX. 

Into  the  opening ;  but  all  such  ingredients 

Would  have  been  vain,  and  they  must  have  gone  down. 
Despite  of  all  their  efforts  and  expedients. 

But  for  the  pumps  :  I  'm  glad  to  make  them  known 
To  all  the  brother-tars  who  may  have  need  hence. 

For  fifty  tons  of  water  were  npthrown 
By  them  per  hour ;  and  they  had  all  been  undone 
But  for  the  maker,  Mr.  Mtan,  of  London. 
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XXX. 

As  day  adranced,  the  weather  seem'd  to  abate, 

And  then  the  leak  they  reckoned  to  rednce, 
And  keep  the  ship  afloat,  though  three  feet  yet 

Kept  two  hand  and  one  chain-pump  still  in  use. 
The  wind  blew  fresh  again  :  as  it  grew  late 

A  squall  came  on,  and,  while  some  guns  broke  loose, 
A  gust — which  all  descriptive  power  transcends — 
Laid  with  one  blast  the  ship  on  her  beam-ends. 

XXXI. 

There  she  lay,  motionless,  and  seem'd  upset ; 

The  water  left  the  hold,  and  wash-d  the  decks, 
And  made  a  scene  men  do  not  soon  forget ; 

For  they  remember  battles,  fires,  and  wrecks. 
Or  any  other  thing  that  brings  regret. 

Or  breaks  their  hopes,  or  hearts,  or  heads,  or  necks : 
Thus  drownings  are  much  talk'd  of  by  the  divers 
And  swimmers  who  may  chance  to  be  survivors. 

xxxu. 

Immediately  the  masts  were  cut  away. 

Both  msdn  and  mizen ;  first  the  mizen  went, 
The  main-mast  followed  :  but  the  ship  still  lay 

Like  a  mere  log,  and  baffled  our  intent. 
Foremast  and  bowsprit  were  cut  down,  and  they 

Eased  her  at  last  (although  we  never  meant 
To  part  with  all  till  every  hope  was  blighted), 
And  then  with  violence  the  old  ship  righted. 

xxxin. 

It  may  be  easily  supposed,  while  this 

Was  going  on,  some  people  were  unquiet ;  '^, 

That  passengers  would  find  it  much  amiss 

To  lose  their  lives,  as  well  as  spoil  their  diet; 
That  even  the  able  seaman,  deeming  his 

Days  nearly  o'er,  might  be  disposed  to  riot. 
As  upon  such  occasions  tars  will  ask  . 
For  grog,  and  sometimes  drink  rum  from  the  cask. 

XXXIV. 

There  's  nought,  no  doubt,  so  much  the  spirit  calms 

As  rum  and  true  religion ;  thus  it  was. 
Some  plunder'd,  some  drank  spirits,  some  sung  psalms. 

The  high  wind  made  the  treble,  and  as  bass 
The  hoarse  harsh  waves  kept  time ;  fright  cured  the  qualms 

Of  all  the  luckless  landsmen's«sea-sick  maws  : 
Strange  sounds  of  wailing,  blasphemy,  devotion, 
ClamourM  in  chorus  to  the  roaring  ocean. 
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XXXV. 

Perhaps  more  mischief  had  been  done,  but  for 
Our  Juan,  who,  with  sense  beyond  his  years, 

Got  to  the  spirit^room,  and  stood  before 
It  with  a  pair  of  pistols ;  and  their  fearis, 

As  if  death  were  more  dreadful  by  his  door 
Of  fire  than  water,  spite  of  oaths  and  tears, 

Kept  still  aloof  the  crew,  who,  ere  they  sunk, 

Thought  it  would  be  becoming  to  die  drunk. 

XXXVI. 

''  Give  us  more  grog,"  they  cried,  '^  for  it  will  be 
All  one  an  hour  hence."  Juan  ans^er'd  *' No! 

'T  is  true  that  death  awaits  both  you  and  me, 
But  let  us  die  like  men,  not  sink  below 

Like  brutes  :" — ^and  thus  his  dangerous  post  kept  he, 
And  none  liked  to  anticipate  the  blow ; 

And  even  PedriUo,  his  most  reverend  tutor, 

Was  for  some  rum  a  disappointed  suitor. 

XXXVII. 

The  good  old  gentleman  was  quite  aghast, 
And  made  a  loud  and  pious  lamentation ; 

Repented  all  his  sins,  and  made  a  last 
Irrevocable  vow  of  reformation ; 

Nothing  should  tempt  him  more  (this  peril  past) 
To  quit  his  academic  occupation. 

In  cloisters  of  the  classic  Salamanca, 

To  follow  Juan's  wake  like  Sancho  Panca. 

XXXVIII. 

But  now  there  came  a  flash  of  hope  once  more ; 

Day  broke,  and  the  wind  lulFd  :  the  masts  were  gone, 
The  leak  increased ;  shoals  round  her,  but  no  shore. 

The  vessel  swam,  yet  still  she  held  her  own. 
They  tried  the  pumps  again,  and  though  before 

Their  desperate  efforts  seem'd  all  useless  grown, 
A  glimpse  of  sunshine  set  some  hands  to  bale — 
The  stronger  pump'd,  the  weaker  thrumm'd  a  sail. 

XXXIX. 

Under  the  vessel's  keel  the  sail  was  pass'd. 
And  for  the  moment  it  had  some  effect ; 

But  with  a  leak,  and  not  a  stick  of  mast. 
Nor  rag  of  canvass,  what  could  they  expect  ? 

But  still 't  is  best  to  struggle  to  the  last, 
'T  is  never  too  late  to  be  wholly  wreck'd  : 

And  though 't  is  true  that  man  can  only  die  once, 

'T  is  not  80  pleasant  in  the  Gulf  of  Lyons, 
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XL. 

There  winds  and  waves  had  hurl'd  them,  and  from  thence. 

Without  their  will,  they  carried  them  away ; 
For  they  were  forced  with  steering  to  dispense. 

And  never  bad,  as  yet,  a  quiet  day 
On  which  they  niight  repose,  or  even  commence 

A  jory-mast  or  rudder,  or  could  say 
The  ship  would  swim  an  hoar,  which,  byTgood  luck, 
Still  swam — though  not  exactly  like  a  duck. 

XLI. 

The  wind,  in  fact,  perhaps  was  rather  less, 
But  the  ship  labour'd  so,  they  scarce  could  hope 

To  weather  out  much  longer ',  the  distress 
Was  also  great  with  which  they  had  to  cope, 

For  want  of  water,  and  their  solid  mess 
Was  scant  enough  :  in  vain  the  telescope 

Wa^  used — nor  sail  nor  shore  appear'd  in  sight. 

Nought  but  the  heavy  sea,  and  coming  night 

xLn. 

Again  the  weather  threaten'd, — again  blew 

A  gale,  and  in  the  fore  and  after-hold 
Water  appear'd ;  yet,  though  the  people  knew 

All  this,  the  most  were  patient,  and  some  bold. 
Until  the  chains  imd  leathers  were  worn  through 

Of  all  our  pumps  : — a  wreck  complete  she  rolled, 
At  mercy  of  the  waves,  whose  mercies  are 
Like  human  beings'  during  civil  war. 

XLIII. 

Then  came  the  carpenter,  at  last,  with  tears 

In  his  rough  eyes,  and  told  the  captain  he 
Could  do  no  more  :  he  was  a  man  in  years. 

And  long  had  voyaged  through  many  a  stormy  sea ; 
And  if  he  wept  at  length,  they  were  not  fears 

That  made  his  eyetids  as  a  woman's  be. 
But  he,  poor  fellow,  had  a  wife  and  children — 
Two  things  for  dying  people  quite  bewildering. 

XLIV. 

The  ship  was  evidently  settling  now 

Fast  by  the  head ;  and,  aU  distinction  gone, 
Some  went  to  prayers  agadn,  and  made  a  vow 

Of  candles  to  their  sidntS: — ^but  there  were  none 
To  pay  them  with ;  and  some  look'd  o^er  the  bow ; 

Some  hoisted  out  the  boats  ;  and  there  was  one 
That  begg'd  Pedrillo  for  an  absolution, 
Who  told  him  to  be  damn'd — in  his  confusion. 
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XLV. 

Some  laafa'd  them  in  their  liammocks,  some  pat  on 

Their  best  clothes  as  if  going  to  a  fair ; 
Some  cursed  the  day  on  which  they  saw  the  snn, 

And  gnash'd  their  teeth,  and,  howling,  tore  their  hair  ^ 
And  others  went  on  as  they  had  began, 

Getting  the  boats  out,  being  well  aware 
That  a  tight  boat  will  live  in  a  reugh  sea,     . 
Unless  with  breakers  close  beneath  her  lee. 

XLVI. 

The  worst  of  all  was,  that  in  their  condition, 
Haying  been  several  days  in  great  distress, 

'T  was  difficult  to  get  out  such  provision 

As  now  might  render  their  long  suffering  less  *. 

Men,  even  when  dyings  dislike  inanition ;  i 
Their  stock  was  damaged  by  the  weather's  stress : 

Two  casks  of  biscuit  and  a  keg  of  batter 

Ware  all  that  could  be  thrown  into  the  cutter. 

XLVIL 

But  in  the  long-boat  they  contrived  to  stow 
Some  pounds  of  bread,  though  injured  by  the  wet; 

Water,  a  twenty^gallon  cask  or  so ; 
Six  flasks  of  wine ;  and  they  contrived  to  get 

A  portion  of  their  beef  up  from  below, 
And  with  a  piece  of  pork,  moreover,  met. 

But  scarce  enough  to  serve  them  for  a  luncheon; 

Then  there  was  rum,  eight  gallons  in  a  puncheon. 

XLVIII. 

The  other  boats,  the  yawl  and  pinnace,  had 
Been  stove  in  the  beginning  of  the  gale ; 

And  the  long-boat's  condition  was  but  bad, 
As  there  were  but  two  blankets  for  a  sail, 

And  one  oar  for  a  mast,  which  a  young  lad 
Threw  in  by  good  luck  over  the  ship's  rail ; 

And  two  boats  could  not  hold,  far  less  be  stored, 

To  save  one  half  the  people  then  on  board. 

XLIX. 

'T  was  twilight,  for  the  sunless  day  went  down 

Over  the  waste  of  waters ;  like  a  veil, 
Which,  if  withdrawn,  would  but  disclose  the  frown 

Of  one  who  hates  us,  so  the  night  was  shown. 
And  grimly  darkled  o'er  their  faces  pale. 

And  hopeless  eyes,  which  o'er  the  deep  alone 
Gazed  dim  and  desolate ;  twelve  days  had  Fear 
Been  their  familiar,  and  now  Death  was  here. 
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L. 

Some  trial  had  been  making  at  a  raft, 

With  little  hope  in  such  a  roUing  sea, 
A  sort  of  thing  at  wluch  one  would  have  laugh'd. 

If  any  laughter  at  «uch  times  eould  be,  v 

Unless  with  people  who  too  much  have  quafiPd, 

And  have  a  kind  of  wild  and  horrid  glee, 
Half  epileptical  and  half  hysterical : 
Their  preservation  would  have  been  a  miracle. 

U. 

At  half-past  eight  o'clock,  booms,  hen-coops,  spars, 
And  all  things,  for  a  chance,  bad  been  cast  loose, 

That  still  could  keep  afloat  the  struggling  tars, 
For  yet  they  strove,  although  of  no  great  use  : 

There  was  no  light  in  heaven  but  a  few  stars ; 
The  boats  put  off  overcrowded  with  their  crews ; 

She  gave  a  heel,  and  then  a  lurch  to  port, 

And,  going  down  head  foremost — sunk,  in  short. 

LII. 

Then  rose  from  sea  to  sky  the  wild  farewell^ 

Then  shrieked  the  limid,  and  stood  still  the  brave ; 

Then  some  lea^p'd  overboard  with  dreadful  yell. 
As  eager  to  anticipate  their  grave ; 

And  the  sea  yawn'd  around  her  like  a  hell. 

And  down  she  suck'd  with  her  the  whirling  wave, 

Like  one  who  grapples  with  his  enemy. 

And  strives  to  strangle  him  before  he  die. 

LIII. 

And  first  one  universal  shriek  there  rush!d. 

Louder  than  the  loud  ocean,  like  a  crash 
Of  echoing  thunder;  and  then  all  was  hush'd, 

Save  the  wild  wind  and  the  remorseless  dash 
Of  billows;  but  at  intervals  there  gush'd, 

Accompanied  with  a  convulsive  splash, 
A  solitary  shriek — the  bubbling  cry 
Of  some  strong  swimmer  in  his  agony. 

« 

^  UV. 

The  boats,  as  stated,  had  got  off  before, 

And  in  them  crowded  several  of  the  crew ; 
And  yet  their  present  hope  was  hardly  more 

Than  what  it  had  been,  for  so  strong  it  blew. 
There  was  slight  chance  of  reaching  any  shore ; 

And  then  they  were  too  many,  though  so  few — 
Nine  in  the  cutter,  thirty  in  the  boat. 
Were  counted  in  them  when  they  got  afloat. 
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LV. 

All  the  rest  perish'd  ;  near  two  hundred  souls 
Had  left  their  bodies;  and,  what  *s  worse,  alas! 

When  over  catholics  the  ocean  rolls, 
They  must  wait  several  weeks  before  a  mass 

Takes  off  one  peck  of  purgatorial  coals, 
Because,  till  people  know  what 's  come  to  pass, 

They  won't  lay  out  their  money  on  thi  dead — 

It  costs  three  franks  for  every  mass  that  *8  said. 

LVl. 

Juan  got  into  the  long-boat,  and  there 
Contrived  to  help  PedriUo  to  a  place ; 

It  seem'd  as  if  they  had  exchanged  their  care, 
For  Juan  wore  ^e  magisterial  face 

Which  courage  gives,  while  poor  Pedrillo*s  pair 
Of  eyes  were  crying  for  their  owner's  case  : 

Battista,  though,  (a  name  callM  shortly  Tita) 

Was  lost  by  getting  at  some  aqua-vitae. 

Lvn. 

Pedro,  his  valet,  too,  he  tried  to  save ; 

But  the  same  cause,  conducive  to  his  loss. 
Left  him  so  drunk,  he  jump'd  into  the  wave, 

As  o^er  the  cutter^s  edire  he  tried  to  cross, 
And  <K>  he  found  a  wine-Ind-watery  grave  : 

They  could  not  rescue  him,  although  so  close. 
Because  the  sea  ran  higher  every  minute. 
And  for  the  boat — the  crew  kept  crowding  in  it. 

Lvin. 

A  small  old  spaniel, — which  had  been  Don  Jose*s, 
His  father's,  whom  he  loved,  as  ye  may  think. 

For  on  such  things  the  memory  reposes 

With  tenderness, — stood  howling  on  the  brink, 

Knowing,  (dogs  have  such  intellectual  noses !) 
No  doubt,  the  vessel  was  about  to  sink ; 

And  Juan  caught  him  up,  and,  ere  he  stepp'd 

Off,  threw  him  in,  then  after  him  he  leap'd. 

LXIX. 

He  also  stnff'd  his  money  where  he  could 
About  his  person,  and  Pedrillo*s  too, 

Who  let  him  do,  in  fact,  whatever  he  would, 
Not  knowing  what  himself  to  say  or  do, 

As  every  rising  wave  his  dread  renew'd ; 

But  Juan,  trusting  they  might  still  get  through, 

And  deeming  there  were  remedies  for  any  ill, 

Thus  re-embarkM  his  tutor  and  his  spaniel. 
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LX. 

*T  was  a  rough  pight,  and  blew  so  stiffly  yet, 

That  the  sail  was  becalm'd  between  tibe  seas, 
Though  on  the  wave*s  high  top  too  much  to  set, 

They  dared  not  take  it  in  for  all  the  breeze ; 
Each  sea  corFd  o*er  the  stem,  and  kept  them  wet. 

And  made  them  bale  without  a  moments  ease. 
So  that  themselves  as  well  as  hopes  were  damped. 
And  the  poor  Uttte  cutter  quickly  swamp'd. 

IJLL 

Nine  souls  more  went  in  her  :  the  long-boat  itill 

Kept  above  water,  with  an  oar  for  mast. 
Two  blankets  stitch'd  together,  answering  ill 

Instead  of  sail,  were  to  the  oar  made  fast ; 
Though  every  wave  roU'd  menacing  to  fill. 

And  present  peril  all  before  surpassed. 
They  grieved  for  those  who  perish'd  with  the  cutter. 
And  also  for  the  biscuit-casks  and  butter. 

LXIL 

The  sun  rose  red  and  fiery,  a  sure  sign 

Of  the  continuance  of  the  gale :  to  run 
Before  the  sea,  until  it  should  grow  fine. 

Was  all  that  for  the  present  could  be  done  : 
A  few  tea  spoonfuls  of  their  rum  and  wine 

Were  served  out  to  the  people,  who  begun 
To  faint,  and  damaged  bread  wet  through  the  bags, 
And  most  of  diem  had  little  clothes  but  rags. 

LXIII. 

They  counted  thirty,  crowded  in  a  space 

Which  left  scarce  room  for  motion  or  exertion ; 

They  did  their  best  to  modify  their  case  : 
One  half  sate  up,  though  numb'd  with  the  immersion. 

While  t'  other  half  were  laid  down  in  their  place, 
At  watch  and  watch ;  thus^  shivering  like  the  tertian 

Ague  in  its  cold  fit,  they  filL'd  their  boat. 

With  nothing  but  the  sky  for  a  great-coat. 

LXIV. 

'T  is  very  certain  the  desire  of  life 

Prolongs  it ;  this  is  obvious  to  physicians. 
When  patients,  neither  plagued  with  friends  nor  wife> 

Survive  through  very  desperate  conditions. 
Because  they  still  can  hope,  nor  shines  the  knife 

*Nor  shears  of  Atropos  before  their  visions  : 
Despair  of  all  recovery  spoils  longevity, 
And  makes  men's  miseries  of  alarming  brevity. 
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LXV. 

'T  is  said  that  perscms  living,  on  aimiiities 
Are  longer  lived  than  oth^s,— ^od  knows  why, 

Unless  to  plague  the  grantors, — ^yet  so  tme  it  is, 
That  some^  I  really  think,  do  never  die. 

Of  any  creditors  the  worst  a  Jew  it  is,   * 
And  that  ^s  their  mode  of  furnishing  supply  : 

In  my  young  days  they  lent  me  cash  that  way> 

Which  I  found  very  troublesome  to  pay.         • 

LXYI. 

'T  is  thus  with  people  in  an  open  boat : 
They  live  upon  the  love  of  Ufe,  and  boar 

More  than  can  be  beCeved,  or  eves  thougbt. 
And  stand,  like  rocks,  the  tempesf  s  wear  and  t«ar ; 

And  hardship  still  has  been  the  saikMr's  lot. 
Since  NosJi's  ark  went  cruising  here  and  thet e ; 

She  had  a  curious  crew  as  well  as  cargo, 

like  the  first  old  Greek  privateer,  the  Argo* 

But  man  is  a  carnivorous  production, 

And  must  have  meals,  at  least  one  meal  a  day ; 

He  cannot  live,  like  woodcoeka,  upon  suotioftf 
But,  like  the  shark  and  tiger,  must  have  prey  : 

Although  his  anatomical  construction 
Bears  vegetables  in  a  grumbfiog  vrsjy 

Your  labouring  people  think  beyond  all  question. 

Beef,  veal,  and  mutton,  better  for  d^estion. 

Lxvm. 

And  thus  it  was  with  this  our  hapless  crew ; 

For  on  the  tlHrd  day  there  came  on  a  calm, 
And  though  at  first  their  strength  it  might  renew. 

And,  lying  on  thebr  weariness  like  balm, 
LuU'd  them  like  turtles  sleeping  on  the  bhie 

Of  ocean,  when  tiiey  woke  they  felt  a  qualm, 
And  fell  all  ravenously  on  their  provision, 
Instead  of  hoarding  it  with  due  precision. 

The  consequence  was  easily  foreseen*^ 
They  ate  up  all  they  had,  and  drank  their  wme, 

In  spite  of  all  remonstrances,  and  then 
On  what,  in  fact,  next  day  were  they  to  dine? 

They  hoped  the  wind  would  rise,  these  foolish  men ! 
And  carry  them  to  shore  ;  these  hopes  were  fine. 

But,  as  they  had  but  one  oar,  and  that  brittle. 

It  would  have  been  more  wise  to  save.their  victual. 
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LXX. 

The  fourth  day  came,  hat  not  a  breatii  of  air, 

And  ocean  dumber'd  like  an  nnweanM  child : 
The  fifth  day,  and  their  boat  lay  floating  there, 

The  sea  and  sky  were  blue,  and  clear,  and  miM*^ 
With  their  one  oar  (I  wish  they  *d  had  a  pair) 

What  could  they  do?  and  hunger*s  rage  grew  w3d^ 
So  Juan^s  spaniel,  spite  of  his  entreating. 
Was  kill'd,  and  portioned  oat  for  present  eating. 


On  the  sixth  day  they  fed  upon  his  hide, 
And  Jaan,  who  had  still  refosed,  because 

The  creature  was  his  father*s  dog  that  died, 
Now  feeling  all  the  yulture  in  his  jaws, 

With  some  remorse  received  (though  first  denied), 
As  a  great  favour,  one  of  the  fore-j)aws, 

Which  he  divided  with  Pedrillo,  who 

Devoured  it,  longing  for  the  other  too. 

Lxxn. 

The  seventh  day,  and  no  wind — the  burmng  sun 
Blistered  and  seoreh*d,  and,  stagnant  on  the  sea. 

They  lay  like  carcasses ;  and  hope  was  none. 
Save  in  the  breeze  that  came  not ;  savagely 

They  glared  upon  each  other — all  was  done. 
Water,  and  wine,  and  food,— and  you  might  see 

The  longings  of  the  cannibal  aoise 

(Although  they  spoke  not)  in  their  wolfish  eyee. 

Lxxni. 

At  length  one  whisperM  his  companion,  who 
WhisperM  another,  and  thus  it  went  round, 

And  then  into  a  hoarser  murmur  grew. 

An  ominous,  and  wild,  and  desperate  sound ; 

And  when  his  comrade's  thongiit  each  sufferer  knew, 
T  was  but  his  own,  suppressed  till  now,  he  found 

And  out  they  spoke  of  Lots  for  flesh  and  blood, 

And  who  should  die  to  be  his  fellows*  food. 

LXXIV. 

But  ere  they  came  to  this,  they  that  day  shared 
Some  leathern  caps,  and  what  remain^  of  shoes ; 

And  then  they  look'd  around  them,  and  despairM, 
And  none  to  be  the  sacrifice  would  chuse ; 

At  length  the  lots  were  torn  up  and  prepared. 
But  of  materials  that  much  shock  the  muse — 

Having  no  paper,  for  the  want  of  better. 

They  took,  by  force,  from  Juan,  Julians  letter. 
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LXXV. 

The  lots  were  made,  and  marked,  and  mix*d,  and  handed 

In  silent  horror,  and  their  distrihation 
Lulled  even  the  savage  hunger  which  demanded, 

Like  the  Promethean  vulture,  this  pollution  : 
None  in  particular  had  sought  or  planned  it, 

*T  was  nature  gnaw*d  them  to  this  resolution, 
Bj  which  none  were  permitted  to  he  neuter — 
And  the  lot  fell  on  Juan's  luckless  tutor. 

Lxxvr. 

He  hut  requested  to  he  bled  to  death  : 
The  surgeon  had  his  instruments  and  bled 

Pedrillo  ;  and  so  gently  ebb'd  his  breath. 
You  hardly  could  perceive  when  he  was  dead. 

He  died  as  bom,  a  catholic  in  faith. 
Like  most  in  the  belief  in  which  they  Ve  bred, 

And  first  a  little  crucifix  he  kiss'd, 

And  then  held  out  his  jugular  and  wrist. 

LXXVIL 

The  surgeon,  as  there  was  no  other  fee. 
Had  his  first  choice  of  morsels  for  his  pains  ; 

But,  being  thirstiest  at  the  moment,  he 
Preferred  a  draught  from  the  fast-flowing  veins : 

Part  was  divided,  part  thrown  in  the  sea, 

And  such  things  as  the  entrails  and  the  brains 

Regaled  two  sharks,  who  followed  o'er  the  billow—  . 

The  sailors  ate  the  rest  of  poor  Pedrillo. 

Lxxvm. 

The  sailors  ate  him,  all  save  three  or  four. 
Who  were  not  quite  so  fond  of  animal  food ; 

To  these  was  added  Juan,  who,  before 
Refusing  his  own  spaniel,  hardly  could 

Feel  now  his  appetite  increased  much  more  ; 
*T  was  not  to  be  expected  that  he  should. 

Even  in  extremity  of  their  disaster. 

Dine  with  them  on  his  pastor  and  his  master. 

T  was  better  that  he  did  not ;  for,  in  fact. 
The  consequence  was  awfiil  in  the  extreme. 

For  they,  who  were  most  ravenous  in  the  act. 

Went  raging  mad — ^Lord !  how  they  did  blaspheme  ! 

And  foam  and  roll,  with  strange  convulsions  racked. 
Drinking  salt  water  like  a  mountain-stream. 

Tearing,  and  grinning,  howling,  screeching,  swearing. 

And,  with  hyeena  laughter,  died  despairing. 
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LXXX. 

Their  numbers  were  much  thinned  by  this  infliction, 
And  all  the  rest  were  thin  enough,  Heaven  knows ; 

And  some  of  them  had  lost  their  recollection. 
Happier  than  tliej  who  still  perceived  their  woes ; 

But  others  ponder'd  on  a  new  dissection. 
As  if  not  waffn'd  sufficiently  by  those 

Who  had  already  perishM,  suffering  madly, 

For  having  used  their  appetites  so  sadly. 

LXXXI. 

And  next  ihey  thought  upon  the  master*s  mate, 

As  &ttest ;  but  he  saved  himself,  because, 
Besides  being  much  averse  from  such  a  fate. 

There  were  some  other  reasons  :  the  first  was, 
He  had  been  rather  indisposed  of  late, 

And  that  which  chiefly  proved  his  saving  clause. 
Was  a  small  present  made  to  him  at  Cadiz, 
By  general  subscription  of  the  ladies. 

LXXXIL 

Of  poor  Pedrillo  something  still  remained. 

But  it  was  used  sparingly, — some  were  afraid, 
And  others  still  their  appetites  constrained, 

Or  but  at  times  a  little  supper  made ; 
All  except  Juan,  who  throughout  abstained, 

Chemng  a  piece  of  bamboo,  and  some  lead  : 
At  length  they  caught  two  boobies  and  a  noddy, 
And  theni  they  lef^  off  eating  the  dead  body. 

LXXXIU. 

And  if  Pedrillo^s  fate  should  shocking  be. 

Remember  Ugoiino  condescends 
To  eat  the  head  of  his  arch-enemy 

The  moment  after  he  politely  ends 
His  tale ;  if  foes  be  food  in  hell,  at  sea 

T  is  surely  fair  to  dine  upon  our  friends. 
When  shipwreck's  short  allowance  grows  too  scanty. 
Without  being  much  more  horrible  than  Dante. 

LXXXIV* 

■  » 

And  the  same  night  there  fell  a  shower  of  rain, 

For  which  4;heir  mouths  gaped,  like  the  cracks  of  earth, 

When  dried  to  summer  dust ;  till  taught  by  pain. 
Men  really  know  not  what  good  water  's  worth  : 

If  you  had  been  in  Turkey  or  in  Spain, 

Or  with  a  famishM  boat's-crew  had  your  birth. 

Or  in  the  desert  heard  the  camel's  bell. 

You  'd  wish  yourself  where  Truth  is — in  a  weU. 

IV,  5 
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LXXXV. 

It  ponrM  down  torrents,  but  they  were  no  richer, 
Until  they  foand  a  ragged  piece  of  sheet, 

Whidi  served  them  as  a  sort  of  i^ongy  pitcher, 
And  when  they  deemM  its  moistare  was  complete, 

They  wrong  it  ont,  and,  though  a  thirsty  ditcher 
Might  not  have  thought  the  scanty  draught  so  sweet 

As  a  full  pot  of  porter,  to  their  thinking 

They  ne^er  till  now  had  known  the  joys  of  drinking. 

LXXXVL 

And  their  baked  lips,  with  many  a  bloody  crack, 
Suck'd  in  the  moisture,  which  like  nectar  streamM ; 

Their  throats  were  ovens,  their  swoln  tongues  were  black. 
As  the  rich  man*s  in  heU,  who  vainly  screamed 

To  beg  the  beggar,  who  could  not  rain  back 
A  drop  of  dew,  when  every  drop  had  seemed 

To  taste  of  heaven :  if  this  be  true,  indeed, 

Some  christians  have  a  comfortable  creed. 

Lxxxvn. 

There  were  two  fathers  in  this  ghastly  crew, 
And  with  them  their  two  sons,  of  whom  the  one 

Was  more  robust  and  hardy  to  the  view, 
But  he  died  early ;  and  when  he  was  gone. 

His  nearest  messmate  told  his  sire,  who  threw 
One  glance  on  him,  and  said,  '*  Heaven*s  will  be  done  f 

I  can  do  nothing,**  and  he  saw  him  thrown 

Into  the  deep,  without  a  tear  or  groan. 

Lxxxvni. 

The  other  father  had  a  weaklier  child,  » 

Of  a  soft  cheek,  and  aspect  delicate ; 
But  the  boy  bore  up  long,  and  with  a  mild 

And  patient  spirit,  held  aloof  his  fate  ; 
Little  he  said,  and  now  and  then  he  smiled. 

As  if  to  win  a  part  from  off  the  weight 
He  saw  increasing  on  his  father^s  heart, 
With  the  deep  deadly  thought^  that  they  most  part. 

liiXXXIX. 

And  o*er  him  bent  his  sire,  and  never  ra&sed 
His  eyes  from  off  his  face,  but  wiped  the  foam 

From  his  pale  lips,  and  ever  on  him  gazed ; 

And  when  the  wish*d-for  shower  at  length  was  come. 

And  the  boy*s  eyes,  which  the  dull  film  half  glazed, 
BrightenM,  and  for  a  moment  seemed  to  roam. 

He  squeezed  from  out  a  rag  some  drops  of  rain 

Into  his  dying  child's  mouth — ^but  in  vain. 
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XC. 

The  boy  expired — the  father  held  the  day, 

And  look'd  apon  it  l<mg»  and  when  at  last 
Death  left  no  doubt,  and  the  dead  burthen  lay 

Stiff  on  his  heart,  and  pulse  and  hope  were  past, 
He  watch'd  it  wistfully,  until  away  . 

*T  was  borne  by  the  rude  wave  wherein  *t  was  cast ; 
Then  he  himself  sunk  down,  all  dumb  and  shiyerin^. 
And  gave  no  signs  of  life,  save  his  limbs  quiyering. 

XCI. 

Now  overhead  a  rainbow,  bursting  through 
The  scattering  clouds,  shone,  spanning  the  dark  sea, 

Resting  its  bright  base  on  the  quiyering  blue  ; 
And  all  within  its  arch  appeared  to  be 

Clearer  than  that  without ;  and  its  wide  hue 
Wax*d  broad  and  waving,  like  a  banner  free, 

Then  changed  like  to  a  bow  that 's  bent,  and  then 

Forsook  the  dim  eyes  of  these  shipwreck'd  men. 

XCII. 

It  changed,  of  course ;  a  heavenly  cameleon, 

The  airy  child  of  vapour  and  the  sun, 
Brought  forth  in  purple,  cradled  in  vermilioA, 

Baptised  in  molten  gold,  and  swathed  in  dun, 
Glittering  like  crescents  o*er  a  Turk*s  pavilion, 

And  blending  every  colour  into  one — 
Just  like  a  black  eye  in  a  recent  scuffle 
(For  sometimes  we  must  box  without  the  muffle). 

XCUI. 

Our  shipwrecked  seamen  thought  it  a  good  omen — 

It  is  as  well  to  think  so  now  and  then ; 
'T  was  an  old  custom  of  the  Greek  and  Roman, 

And  may  become  of  great  advantage  when 
Folks  are  discouraged ;  and  most  surely  no  men 

Had  greater  need  to  nerve  themselves  again 
Than  these  ;  and  so  this  rainbow  looked  like  hope—- 
Quite  a  celestial  kaleidoscope. 

XCIV. 

About  this  lime  a  beautiful  white  bird. 

Web-footed,  not  unlike  a  dove  in  size 
And  plumage  (probably  it  might  have  err'd 

Upon  its  course),  passM  oft  before  their  eyes. 
And  tried  to  perch,  although  it  saw  and  heard 

The  men  within  the  boat,  and  in  tliis  guise 
It  came  and  went,  and  fluttered  round  them,  till 
INight  fell: — ^this  seemM  a  better  omen  still.  f^* 
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XCV. 

Bat  in  this  case  I  also  must  remark,  *' 

*T  was  well  this  bird  of  promise  did  not  perch , 

Because  the  tackle  of  our  shattered  bark  * 

Was  not  so  safe  for  roosting  as  a  church ; 

And  had  it  been  the^dove  frojn  Noah^s  ark,   ' 
Returning  there  from  her  successfal  search, 

Which  in  their  way  that  moment  chanced  to  £dl. 

They  would  have  eat  her,  olive-branch  and  all. 

* 

XCVI. 

With  twilight  it  again  came  on  to  blow. 

But  not  with  violence  ;  the  stars  shone  Cut, 
The  boat  made  way ;  yet  now  they  were  so  low,  . 

They  knew  not  where  nor  what  they  were  about ; 
Some  fanded  they  saw  land,  and  some  said  '*  No !  ** 

The  frequent  fog-banks  gave  them  cause  to  doubt- 
Some  swore  that  they  heard  breakers,  others  guns, 
And  all  mistook  about  the  latter  once. 

xcvn. 

•  ■  • 

As  morning  broke,  the  light  wind  died  away. 
When  he  who  had  the  watdi  sung  out,  and  swore 

If  *t  was  not  land  that  rose  with  the  sun*s  ray,  « 
He  wish'd  that  land  he  never  might  see  more : 

And  the  rest  rubb*d  their  eyes,  and  saw  a  bay. 

Or  thought  they  saw,  and  shaped  their  course  for  shore ; 

For  shore  it  was,  and  griviually  grew 

Distinct,  and  high,  and  palpable  to  view. 

xcvin. 

And  then  of  these  some  part  burst  into  tears. 

And  others,  looking  with  a  stupid  stare. 
Could  not  yet  separate  their  hopes  from  fears, 

And  seem'd  as  if  they  had  no  further  care ; 
While  a  few  pray'd — (the  first  time  for  some  years)— 

And  at  the  bottom  of  the  boat  three  were 
Asleep ;  they  shook  ihem  by  the  hand  and  head, 
And  tried  to  awaken  them,  but  found  them  dead. 

XCIX. 

The  day  before,  fast  sleeping  on  the  water. 
They  found  a  turtle  of  the  hawkVbill  kind, 

And  by  good  fortune.,  gliding  softly,  caught  her. 
Which  yielded  a  day*s  life,  and  to  their  mind 

Proved  even  stiU  a  more  nutritious  matter, 
Because  it  left  encouragement  behind : 

They  thought  that  in  such  perils,  more  than  chance 

Had  sent  them  this  for  their  deliverance. 
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C. 

The  land  appeared,  a  high  and  roeky  coast,  • 

Atad  h^her  grew  the  mountains  as  they  drew, 
Set  hy  a  ciirreat,  towards  it :  they  were  lost 

In  various  conjectures,  for  none  knew 
To  what  part  of  the  earth  they  had  heen  t08S*d, 

So  changeable  had  been  the  winds  that  blew ;  ' 
Some  thought  it  was  Mount  iBtna,  some  the  highlands 
Of  Caodia,  Cyprus,  Rhodes,  or  other  islands. 

CI- 

Meantime  the  current,  with  a  rising  gale. 

Still  set  them  onwards  to  the  welcome  shoce, 
Like  Charon*s  bark  of  spectres,  dull  and  pale : 

Their  living  freight  was  now  reduced  to  four ; 
And  three  dead,  whom  their  strength  could  not  avalL 

To  heave  into  the  deep  with  those  before, 
Though  the  two  sharks  still  followed  them,  and  dashed. 
The  spray  into  their  faces  as  they  splash'd.  •; 

ClI. 

Famine,  despair,  cold,  thirst,  and  heat  had  done 
Their  work  on  them  by  turns,  and  thinn'd  them  to 

Such  things,  a  mother  had  not  known  her  son 
Amidst  the  skeletons  of  that  gaunt  crew ; 

By  night  chilld,  by  day  scorcVd,  thus  one  by  one 
They  perishM,  until  withered  to  these  few,   . 

But  chiefly  by  a  species  of  self-slaughter, 

In  washing  down  PedriUo  with  salt  water. 

cm. 

As  they  drew  nigh  the  land,  which  now  was  seen 

Unequal  in  its  aspect  here  and  there. 
They  felt  the  freshness  of  its  growing  green. 

That  waved  in  forest  tops,  and  smoothed  the  air>. 
And  fell  upon  their  glazed  eyes  like  a  screen 

From  glistening  waves,  and  skies  so  hot  and  bare — ^ 
Lovely  seemed  any  object  that  should  sweep 
Away  the  vast,  salt,  dread,  eternal  deep. 

OIV. 

•  The  shore  look'd  wild,  without  a  trace  of  man, 

And  girt  by  formidable  waves ;  but  they 
JTere  mad  for  land,  and  thus  their 'Course,  they  ran, 

Though  right  a-head  the  roaring  breakers  lay : 
A  reef  l^etween  them  also  now  began 

To  show  its  boiling  surf  and  bounding  spray ; 
But  finding  no  place  for  their  landing  better. 
They  ran  the  boat  for  shore,  and  overset  her.    • 
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CV. 

But  in  his  natiye  stream,  the  GaadalqidTer, 
Juan  to  .lave  his  youtibfiil  limbs  was  wont ; 

And,  having  learn*d  to  swim  in  that  sweet  riyer, 
Had  often  tu'n'd  the  art  to  some  aceonnt. 

A  better  swimmer  you  could  scarce  see  oyer ; 
He  could,  perhaps,  have  passed  tbe  Hellespoiit, 

As  once  (a  feat  on  which  ourselves  we  prided) 

Leander,  Mr.  Ekenfaead,  and  I  did. 

CVI. 

So,  here,  though  faint,  emaciated,  and  stark. 
He  buoy'd  his  boyish  liqibs,  and  strove  to  ply 

H^ith  the  quick  wave,  and  gain,  ere  it  was  dark. 
The  beach  which  lay  before  him,  high  and  dry : 

The  greatest  danger  here  was  from  a  sfaiffk. 
That  carried  off  his  neighbour  by  the  liiigfa ; 
.  As  for  the  other  two,  they  could  not  swim, 

So  nobody  arrived  on  shore  but  him. 

cvn. 

Nor  yet  had  he  arrived  but  for  the  oar. 
Which,  proridentiafiy  for  him,  was  washM 

Just  as  his  feeble  arms  could  strike  no  more, 
And  the  hard  wave  overwhelmed  him  as  't  was  dashed 

Within  his  grasp ;  he  clung  to  it,  and  sore 
The  waters  beat  while  he  thereto  was  lashM ; 

At  last,  with  swimming,  wading,  scrambling,  he 

Rolled  on  the  beach,  half  senseless,  from  the  sea. 

cvm. 

There,  breathless,  with  his  digging  naib  he  dung 
Fast  to  the  sand,  lest  the  tetuming  wave. 

From  whose  reluctant  roar  his  life  he  wrung, 
Should  suck  him  back  to  her  insatiate  grave : 

And  there  he  lay,  fikll  length,  where  he  was  flung. 
Before  the  entrance  of  a  cliff-worn  cave. 

With  just  enough  of  life  to  feel  its  pain. 

And  deem  that  it  was  sayed,  perhaps  in  yain. 

CIX. 

With  slow  and  staggering  effort  he  arose, 
But  sunk  again  upon  his  bleeding  knee 

And  quivering  hand ;  and  then  he  look*d  for  those 
Who  long  had  been  his  mates  upon  the  sea, 

But  none  of  them  appeared  to  share  his  woes. 
Save  one,  a  corpse  from  out  the  famishM  three, 

Who  died  two  days  before,  and  now  had  found 

An  unknown  barren  beach  for  burial  ground. 
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And,  as  he  gazed,  his  diny  hftln  spun  fast, 

And  down  he  sunk ;  and  as  he.  sunk,  the  sand 
Swam  round  and  round,  and  all  his  senses  pass'd  : 

He  fell  upon  his  side,  and  his  stretched  hand 
Droop'd  dripping  on  the  oar  (their  jury-mast), 

And,  like  a  withered  lily,  on  the  land 
His  slender  frame  and  pallid  aspect  lay. 
As  fair  a  thing  as  e*er  was  formed  of  day. 

CXI. 

How  long  in  his  damp  trance  young  Juan  lay 

He  knew  not,  for  the  earth  was  gone  for  him, 
And  time  had  nothing  more  of  nigiit  nor  day 

For  his  congealing  blood,  and  senses  dim  ; 
And  how  this  heavy  faintness  pass'd  away 

He  knew  not,  tiU  each  painful  puke  and  limb, 
And  tingling  vein  seemed  throbbing  back  to  life^ 
For  Deaths  though  vanquished,  stiU  retired  with  strife. 

CXIL 

His  eyes  he  open'd,  shut,  again  unclosed, 

For  all  was  doubt  and  dixdness  :  he  thought 
He  StiU  was  in  the  boat,  and  had  but  dozed. 

And  fdlt  again  with  his  despair  overwrought. 
And  wbh'd  it  death  in  which  he  had  reposed  ; 

And  then  once  more  his  feelings  back  were  brought. 
And  slowly  by  his  swimming  eyes  was  seen 
A  lovely  female  face  of  seventeen. 

cxin. 

T  was  bending  close  o*er  his,  and  die  sm^il  mou^ 

Seem*d  almost  prying  into  his  for  breath ; 
And  chafing  him,  ^kie  soft  warm  hand  of  youth 

Recalled  his  answering  spirits  back  from  death  ; 
And,  bathing  his  chill  temples,  tried  to  sool^ 

Each  pulse  to  animation,  tiU,  beneath 
Its  gentle  touch  and  trembUng  care,  a  sigh 
To  these  kind  efforts  made  a  low  reply. 

CXIV. 

Then  was  the  cordial  poured  and  mantle  0ung 

Around  his  scarce-dad  limbs  ;  an^  the  fair  arm 
Raised  higher  the  fsunt  head  whidi  o'er  it  hung ; 

And  her  transparent  dieek,  all  pure  and  warm, 
Pillow'd  his  death-like  fordiead  ;  then  she  wrung 
.  His  dewy  curls,  long  drench'd  by  every  storm  ; 
And  watch'd  with  eagerness  each  throb  that  drew 
A  sigh  from  his  heaved  bosom— -and  hers  too. 
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CXV. 

And  liftiDg  him  with  care  into  thd,  cave, 
The  gentle  girl,  and  her  attendant,— one 

Young,  jet  her  elder,  and  of  hrow  less  grave> 
And  more  robust  of  figure, — then  began 

To  kindle  fire,  and  as  the  new  flames  gave 

Light  to  th6  rocks  that  roof  d  them^  .iipbich  the  sun 

Had  never  se^n,  the  maid,  or  whatsoe'er 

She  was,  appeared  distinct,  and  tall,  and  fair. 

CXVI. 

Her  brow  was  overhung  with  coins  of  gold. 
That  sparkled  o^er  the  auburn  of  her  hair, 

H^  clustering  hair,  whose  longer  locks  were  roll*d 
In  braids  behind,  and,  though  her  stature  were 

Even  of  the  highest  for  a  female  mould, 
They  nearly  reached  her  heel;  and  in  her  air 

There  was  a  soo^ething  which  bespoke  command. 

As  one  who  was  a  lady  in  the  land. 

CXVIT. 

Her  hair^  I  said,  was  auburn  ;  but  her  eyes 
Were  black  as  death,  their  lashes  the  same  hue, 
*     Of  downcast  length,  in  whose  silk  shadow  lies 
Deepest  attraction,  for  when  to  the  view 

Forth  from  its  raven  fringe  the  full  glance  flies,     . 
^e*er  with  such  force  the  swiftest  arrow  flew  < 

'T  is  as  the^snake^  late  coil'd,  who  pours  his  length. 

And  hurls  at  qnce  his  venom  and  his  strength. 

CXVIII. 

Her  brow  was  whit^  aind  low,  her  cheeks*  pure  dye 
Like  twilight  rosy  still  with  the  set  sun  ; 

Short  upper  lips  !  sweet  lips !  that  make  us  sigh 
Ever  to  have  seen  such  ;  for  she  was  one 

Fit  for  the  model  ^  a  statuary 

(A  race  of  mere  impostors,  when  all 's  done — 
'  I  Ve  seen  much  finer  women,  fipe  and  real. 

Than  all  the  nonsense  of  their  stone  id^al. 

CXIX. 

I  'U  tell  you  why  I  say  so,  for  *t  is  just 

One  should  not  rail  withput  a  decent  cause  : 

There  was  an  Irish  la^,  to  whose  bust    - 
I  ne^er  sa^t  justice  done,  and  yet  she  was 

A  frequent  model ;  and  if  e*er  she  must 

Yield  to  stern  Time  and  Nature's  wrinkling  laws, 

They  will  destroy  a  face  which  mortal  thought 

Ne'er  compassed,  nor  less  mortal  chisel  wrought). 
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cxx. 

And  nich  was  she,  the  la4y  of  the  cave  : 

H^  dress  was  very  different  from  the  Spanish, 
Simple,  and  yet  of  colonra  not  so  grave ; 

For,  as  yon  know,  thd  Spanish  women  hanish 
Bright  hoes  when  ont  of  doors,  and  yet,  while  wave 

Around  them  (what  I  hope  will  never  vanish) 
The  basqnina  and  the  mantiUa,  they 
Seem  at  the  same  time  mystical  and  gay. 

CXXI. 

But  with  our  damsel  this  was  not  the  case  : 

Her  dress  was  many-colonr*d,  finely  spun ; 
Her  locks  curVd  negligently  round  her  kce, 

But  through  them  gold  and  gems  profu|ely  shone ; 
Ker  girdle  sparkled^  and  the  richest  lace 

Flow'd  in  her  veil,  and  many  a  precious  stone 
Flashed  on  her  little  hand  ;  but,  what  was  shocking, 
Her  small  snow  feet  had  slippers,  but  no  stocking. 

CXXII. 

The  other  female^s  dress  was  not  unlike, 

But  of  inferior  materials  :  she 
Had  not  so  many  ornaments  to  strike,  * 

Her  hair  had  silver  only,  bound  to  be  4 

Her  dowry ;  and  her  ^eil,  in  form  alike, 

Was  coarser  ;  and  her  air /though  firm^  less  free  ; 
Her  hair  was  thicker,  but  less  long  ;  her  eyes 
As  black,  but  quicker,  and  of  smaller  size. 

CXXIIL 

And  these  two  tended  him,  and  cheer*d  him  both 

With  food  and  raiment,  and  those  soft  attentions, 
Which  are  (as  I  must  own)  of  female  growth, 

And  have  ten  thousand  delicate  mventions  ; 
They  made  a  most  superior  mess  of  broth, 

A  thing  which  poesy  but  seldom  mentions. 
But  the  best  dish  that  e'6r  was  co«k'd  since  Hbmer*s 
Achilles  ordered  dinner  for  new  comers. 

CXXIV. 

I  *11  tell  you  who  they  were,  this  female  pair, 

Lest  they  should  seem  princesses  in  disguise  ; 
Besides  I  hate  all  mystery,  and  that  air  . 

Of  clap-trap,  which  your  recent  poets  prize  ; 
And  so,  in  short,  the  girls  ihey  redly  were 

They  shall  appear  before  your  curious  eyes, 
Mistress  and  maid  ;  the  first  was  only  daughter 
Of  an  old  man  who  lived  upon  the  water. 
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CXXV. 

A  fisherman  he  had  heen  in  his  yoath. 
And  still  a  so^t  of  fisherman  was  he  : 
.  Bat  other  speculations  were,  in  sooth. 
Added  to  his  connexion  with  the  sea, 

Perhaps,  not  so  respectable,  in  truth  : 
A  little  smuggling,  and  some  piracy, 

Left  him,  at  last,  the  sole  of  many  masters 

Of  an  ill-gotten  million  of  piastres. 

CXXVI. 

A  fisher,  therefore,  was  he — tl^ongh  of  men, 
Like  Peter  the  Apostle — ^and  he  fish'd 

For  wandering  merchant-vessels,  now  and  then, 
And  sometimes  caught  as  many  as  he  wish'd  ; 

The  cargoes  he  confiscated,  and  gain 
He  sought  in  the  slaFenaaarket,  too,  and  dish'd 

Full  many  a  morsel  for  that  Turkish  trade, 

By  which,  no  doubt,  a  good  deal  may  be  made. 

cxxvn. 

He  was  a  Greek,  and  on  his  isle  had  built 
(One  of  the  wild  and  smaller  Cydades) 

A  very  handsome  house  from  out  his  guilt. 
And  there  he  lived  exceedingly  at  ease. 

Heaven  knows  what  cash  he  got,  or  blood  he  spilt, 
A  sad  old  fSUow  was  he,  if  you  please, 

But  this  I  know,  it  was  a  spacious  building. 

Full  of  barbaric  carving,  paint,  and  gilding. 

CXXVIIL 

He  had  an  only  daughter  called  Haidee, 
The  greatest  heiress  of  the  Eastern  isles  ; 

Besides,  so  very  beautiful  was  she. 

Her  dowry  was  as  nothing  to  her  smiles  : 

Still  in  her  teens,  and  like  a  lovely  tree 

So  grew  to  womanhood,  and  between  whiles 

Rejected  several  suitors,  just  to  learn 

How  to  accept  a  better  in  his  turn. 

CXXI?L 

And  walking  out  iq>on  the  beach,  below 
The  cliff,  towards  sunset,  on  that  day  she  found. 

Insensible, — ^not  dead,  but  nearly  so, — 
Don  Juan,  almost  famish'd,  and  half  drowned  ; 

But,  being  naked,  she  was  shocked,  you  know. 
Yet  deem'd  herself  in  common  pi^  bound. 

As  far  as  in  her  lay,  '^  to  take  him  in, 

A  stranger,**  dying,  with  so  white  a  idcin. 
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cxxx. 

But  taking  lum  into  her  father's  house 

Was  not  exactly  the  best  way  to  save, 
Bat  like  conveying  to  the  cat  the  mouse. 

Or  people  in  a  trance,  hito  their  grave ; 
Because  ^e  good  old  man  had  so  much  "  f*«r,** 

Unlike  the  honest  Arab  thieves  so  brave. 
He  would  have  hospitably  cured  the  stranger. 
And  sold  him  instantly  when  out  of  danger. 

oxxsx 

And  therefore,  with  her  maid,  she  t|ioughi  it  best 

(A  virgin  alw^  on  her  maid  relies) 
To  place  him  in  the  cave  for  present  rest : 

ibid  when,  at  last,  he  open*d  his  black  eyes, 
Their  charity  increased  about  their  guest ; 

And  their  compassion  grew  to  such  a  size, 
It  open'd  half  the  turnpike*gates  to  heaveiH- 
(Sabt  Paul  says  *t  is  the  toll  which  must  be  given). 

CXXXIL 

They  made  a  fire,  but  such  a  Bre  as  they 

Upon  the  moment  could  contrive  with  such 
Materials  as  were  cast  up  round  the  bay. 

Some  broken  planks  and  oars,  that  to  the  touch 
Were  nearly  tinder,  since  so  long  they  lay, 

A  mast  was  almost  crumbled  to  a  crutch  ; 
But,  by  God's  grace,  here  wrecks  were  in  such  plenty, 
That  there  was  fhel  to  have  (urnish*d  twenty. 

cxxxni. 

He  had  a  bed  of  furs  and  a  pelisse, 

For  Haidee  stripp'd  her  sables  off  to  moke 
Hb  couch ;  and  that  he  might  be  more  at  ease, 

And  warm,  in  case  by  chance  he  should  awake. 
They  also  gave  a  petticoat  a-piece. 

She  and  her  maid,  and  promised,  by  day-break 
To  pay  him  a  fresh  visit,  with  ^dish 
For  breakfast^  of  eggs,  coffsS,  bread,  and  fish. 

cxxxnr. 

And  thus  they  left  him  to  his  lone  repose  :    * 

Juan  slept  like  a  top,  or  Uke  the  dead, 
Who  sleep  at  last,  perhaps  (God  only  knows). 

Just  for  the  present,  and  in  his  InU'd  head 
Ffot  even  a  vision  of  his  former  woes 

Throbb*d  in  accursed 'dreams,  which  sometimes  spread 
Unwelcome  visions  of  our  former  years. 
Till  the  eye,  cheated,  opens  thick  with  tears. 
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cxxxv. 

Young  JiUB  slept  all  dreamless  :  bat  the  maid 
Who  smoothed  his  pittow^  as  she  left  the  den; 

Look'd  back  upod  him,'  vid  a  moment  stay'd, 
And  tarn'd,  beUevin^  that  he  called  again. 

He  slomber'd ;  yet  she  thought,  at  least  she  said 
(The  heart  will  slip  even  as  the  tongue  and  pen). 

He  had  pronounced  jier  name — ^but  she  forgot 

That  af  thi^^mpment  Juan  knew  it  not. 

-  CXXXVI. 

And  pensiyf  te»her  father's  house  she  went,        , 

Enjoining  silence  strict  to  Zoe,  who 
fietfer  thatt  her  knew  what,  in  fact,  she  meant, 

She  being  wiser  by  a  year  or  two  : 
A  yeu  or  fwo^s  an  age  when  rightly  spent^ 

And  Zo»  spent  hers  as^ost  womea  ao, 
In  gaining  all  that'oaefitl  sort  of  knowledge 
Whi«b  is  ao^uire4  in  nature's  good  old  college. 

,    *  CXXXVII.      .      • 

The  molU  broktf,  Mid  fouijj^  Juan  slumbering  still. 

Fast  in  hlls  cave,  afld  n6tbing^clash'd  upon 
.  His  rest ;  the  rusMtig  of  the  neighbourihg  rill. 

And  the  young  beams  of  the  excluded  sun, 
Troiihled  him  not,  and  he  might  sleep  hii^  fill,'' 

^nd  need  he  had  of  slumber  yet,  for  none 
Had  sufier'd  more — ^his  hardships  were  comparative 
To  those  related  in  my  grand-dad's  nai>rative*  .        • 

►      '       •    c^^xxviir. 

Not  so  H^dee  :  shaiifiadly  toss'd  aiid  tumbled. 
And  staffed  from- her  sleep,-  and  turning  o'er, 

Dream'd  ot  a  thousand  wrecks,  o'er  whicbshe  stumbled. 
And  baiidsome  corpses  strew'd  upon  the  shore ; 

And  woke  her  maid  so  earl^  that  she  grumbled;       ^ 
And  call'd  her  father's  old  slaves  up,  vfYlo  ^wore 

In  several  oaths — Armenian,  ^^rk,  and  Greek, — 

Theji  knew  not  what  to  think  of  "Such  a  freak. 

CXXXIX. 

But  up  she  got,  and  up  she  made  them  get. 
With  some  pretence  aboulF  the  ^un,  that  makes 

Sweet  skies  just  when  he  ri$es,  or  is  sef ;  «      .       . 
And  *t  is,  no  doubt,  a  sight  to  see  wh«n  breaks 

firight  Phoebus,  while  the  mountains  still  are  wet 
With  mist,  and  every  bird  yi^ith  *him*awakes,         '. 

And  night  is  flang  off  Uke  a  mourning  suit 

Worn  for  aliusband,  or  som,e  other  bryte. 
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CXL. 

I  say,  the  sun  is  a  most  glorious  sight, 
I  Ve  seen  him  rise  full  oft ;  indeed  of  late 

I  have  sat  up  on  purpose  ail  the  night, 

Which  hastens,  as  physicians  say.  dne^s  fatd ; 

And  so  all  ye,  who  would  he  in  the  Tight 
In  health  and.  purse,  hegin  your  day  to  date 

From  day-hreak,  ana  when  coffin'd  lit  fourscore,  ^ 

Engrave  upon  the  plate^  you  rose  at  four. 

CXLI.     ' 

And  iCaidee  inet  the  morning  face  to  face ;  - 
Her  own  was  freshest,  though  a  feverish  flush 

Had  dyed  it  with  the  headlong  hlood,  whose  race 
From  heart  to  cheek  is  curh'd  into  a  blush. 

Like  to  » torrent  which  a  mountain's  base,  * 

That  overpowers  some  Alpine  river's  rvfth, 

Checks  to  a  lake,  whose  waves  in  circles  spread^ 

Or  the  Red  Sea — but  the  sea  is  not  red. 

CXLII. 

And  down  th^  cliff  the  island  virgin  came,  ' 

And  near  the  cave  her  quick  ijght  footsteps  dr«iv, 

While  the  sun  smiled  on  her  with  his  first  flame. 
And  young  Aurora  kiss'd  her  lips  with  dew. 

Taking  her  for  a  sister ',  jiist  the  santle  ^ 

Mistake  you  would  have  made  on  seeing  the  two. 

Although  the  mortal,  quite  as  fresh  and  fair. 

Had  aU  the  advantage  too  of  not  being  air. 

CXLIII. 

And  when  into  the  Cavern  Haidee  stepp'd,   ' 

All  timidly,  yet  rapidly,  she  saw* 
That  like  an  infant  Juan  sweetly  slept : 

And  then  she  stopp'd,  and  stood  as  if  in  awe 
(For  sleep  is  awfi4),  and  on  tiptoe  cr#pt,       ^  . 

And  wrapp'd  him  closer,  lest  the  air,  too  raw,- 
Should  reach  his  blood ;  then  o'er  him,  still  as  death. 
Bent  with  hush'd  lips  that  drank  his  scarce^drawn  breath. 

CXUV. 

And  thus,  like  to  an  angel  o'er  the  dying 

Who  die  in  righteousness,  she  lean'd ;  and  there 

All  tranquilly,  the  shipwreck'd  boy  was  lying. 
As  o'er  him  lay  the  cakn  and  stirless  air  : 

But  Zoe  the  meantime  some  eggs  was  frying. 
Since,  after  all,  no  douht,  the  youthful  pair 

Must  breakfast,  and  betimes — lest  they  should  ask  it. 

She  dretir  out  her  provision  from  the  basket. 
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CXLV. 

She  knew  that  the  best  feelings  must  have  Tictiiily 
And  that  a  shipwrecked  youth  would  hungry  be ; 

Besides,  being  less  in  We,  she  yawn'd  a  little, 
And  felt  her  veins  chill'd  by  the  neighbouring  sea; 

And  so,  she  cook'd  their  breakfast  to  a  tittle ; 
I  can't  say  that  she  gave  them  any  tea, 

But  there  were  eggs,  fruit,'  coffee,  bread,  fish,  hon^, 

With  Scio  wine,— and  all  for  love,  not  money, 

CXLVI. 

And  Zoe,  when  the  eggs  were  ready,  and 
The  coffee  made,  would  fain  have  waken'd  Juan ; 

But  Haidee  stopp'd  her  with  her  quick  small  hand. 
And  without  word,  a  sign  her  finger  drew  on 

Her  lip,  which  Zoe  needs  must  understand ; 
And,  the  first  breakfast  spoiVd,  prepared  a  new  one, 

Because  her  mbtress  would  not  Jber  break 

That  sleep  which  seem'd  as  it  would  ne'er  awake. 

CXLVII. 

For  still  he  lay,  and  on  his  thin  worn  cheek 

A  purple  heetic  play'd,  like  d^ng  day 
On  the  snow  tops  of  distant  hills ;  the  streak 

Of  sufferance  yet  upon  his  forehead  lay, 
TFhere  the  blue  veins  look'd  shadowy,  shrunk,  and  weak, 

And  his  black  curls  were  dewy  with  the  spray. 
Which  weigh'd  upon  them  yet,  all  damp  and  salt, 
Mix'd  with  the  stony  vapours  of  the  vault. 

cxLvin. 

And  she  bent  o'er  him,  and  he  lay  beneath, 
Hush'd  as  the  babe  upon  its  mother's  breast, 

Droop'd  as  the  willow  when  no  winds  can  breathe, 
Lnll'd  like  the  depth  of  ocean  when  at  rest, 

Fair  as  the  crowning  rose  of  the  whole  wreath. 
Soft  as  the  callow  cygnet  in  its  nest ; 

In  short,  he  was  a  very  pretty  fellow. 

Although  his  woes  had  turn'd  him  ratiier  yellow*    . 

CXLIX. 

He  woke  and  gazed,  and  would  have  slept  .again, 
But  the  fair  face  which  met  his  eyes  forbade 

Those  eyes  to  close,  though  weariness  and  pain 
Had  further  sleep  a  further  pleasure  made ; 

For  woman's  face  was  never  form'd  in  vain 
For  Juan,  so  that  even  when  he  pray'd. 

He  turn'd  from  grisly  saints,  and  martyrs  hairy, 

To  the  sweet  portraits  of  the  Virgin  Mary. 
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Cli. 

Aod  thus  apoQ  his  elbow  he  arose, 

And  look*d  upon  the  lady  in  whose  cheek 
The  pale  contended  with  the  purple  rose, 

As  with  an  effort  she  began  to  speak ; 
Her  eyes  were  eloquent,  her  words  would  pose, 

Although  she  told  him,  in  good  modern  Greek, 
With  an  Ionian  accent,  low  and  sweet, 
That  he  was  fjunt,  and  must  not  talk,  but  eat. 

CLI. 

Now  Juan  could  not  understand  a  word. 

Being  no  (Grecian ;  but  he  had  an  ear, 
And  her  voice  was  the  warble  of  a  bird, 

So  soft,  so  sweet,  so  delicately  clear. 
That  finer,  simpler  music  ne*er  was  heard ; 

The  sort  of  sound  we  echo  with  a  tear, 
Without  knowing  why — ^an  overpowering  tone. 
Whence  melody  descends,  as  from  a  throne. 

CLIL 

And  Juan  gazed  as  one  who  is  awoke 

By  a  distant  organ,  doubting  if  he  he 
Not  yet  a  dreamer,  till  the  spell  is  broke 

By  the  watchman,  or  some  such  reality, 
Or  by  one's  early  valet's  cursed  knock ; 

At  least  it  is  a  heavy  sound  to  me, 
Who  like  a  morning  slumber — for  the  night 
Shows  stars  and  women  in  a  better  light. 

CUII. 

And  Juan,  too,  was  help'd  out  from  his  dream. 

Or  sleep,  or  whatsoe'er  it  was,  by  feeling 
A  most  prodigious  appetite  :  the  steam 

Of  Zoe's  cookery  no  doubt  was  stealing 
Upon  his  senses,  and  the  kindling  beam 

Of  the  new  fire  which  Zoe  kept  up,  kneeling 
To  stir  her  viands,  made  him  quite  awake 
And  long  for  food,  but  chiefly  a  beef-steak. 

CLIV. 

But  beef  is  rare  within  these  oxless  isles ; 

Goats'  flesh  there  is,  no  «loubt,  and  kid,  and  mutton, 
And  when  a  holiday  upon  them  smiles, 

A  joint  upon  their  barbarous  spits  they  put  on  : 
But  this  occurs  but  seldom,  between  whiles. 

For  some  of  these  are  rocks  with  scarce  a  hut  on ; 
Others  are  fair  and  fertile,  among  which 
Thb,  though  not  large,  was  one  of  the  most  rich. 
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CLV. 

I  say  that  beef  is  rare,  and  can't  help  thinking 
lliat  the  old  fable  of  the  Minotaur — 

From  which  our  modem  morals,  rightly  shrinking, 
Condemn  the  royal  lady's  taste  who  wore 

A  cow's  slu^e  for  a  mask — was  only  (sinking      * 
The  allegory)  a  m<ire  type,  no  more. 

That  Panphae  promoted  breeding  cattle, 

To  make  the  Cretans  bloodier  in  battle. 

CLVI. 

For  we  all  know  that  English  people  are 
Fed  upon  beef — I  won't  say  much  of  beer^ 

Because  't  is  liquor  only,  and  being  far 
From  this  my  subject,  has  no  business  here ;— • 

We  know,  too,  they  are  very  fond  of  war, 
A  pleasure — like  all  pleasures — rather  dear ; 

So  were  the  Cretan*-— from  which  I  infer 

That  beef  and  battles  both  were  owing  to  her. 

CLVIL 

But  to^jj^ii^e.    The  languid  Juan  raised 
His  head  upon  his  elbow,  and  he  saw 

A  sight  on  which  he  had  not  lately  gazed, 
As  all  his  latter  meals  had  been  quite  raw, 

Three  or  four  things  for  which  the  Lord  he  praised, 
And  feeling  still  the  famish'd  vulture  gnaw, 

He  fell  upon  whate'er  was  offer'd,  like 

A  priest,  a  shark,  an  alderman,  or  pike. 

CLVIIL 

He  ate,  and  he  was  well  supplied ;  and  she, 
Who  watch'd  him  like  a  mother,  would  have  fed 

Him  past  all  bounds,  because  she  smiled  to  see 
Such  appetite  in  one  she  had  deem'd  dead ; 

But  Zoe,  being  older  than  Haidee, 

Knew  (by  tradition,  for  she  ne'er  had  read) 

That  famish'd  people  must  be  slowly  nursed; 

And  fed  by  spoonfuls,  else  they  always  burst. 

CLIX. 

And  so  ishf  took  the  liberty  to  state. 

Rather  by  deeds  than  words,  because  the  case 

Was  urgent,  that  the  gentleman,  whose  fate 
Had  made  her  mistress  quit  her  bed  to  trace 

The  sea-shore  at  this  hour,  must  leave  his  plate^ 
Unless  he  wish'd  to  die  upon  the  place — 

She  snatch'd  it,  and  refused  another  morsel, 

Sa^dng,  he  had  gorged  enough  to  make  a  horse  ill. 
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CLX. 

Next  they — he  being  naked^  sare  a  tatter'd 

Pair  of  stcarce  decent  trowsers — went  to  work ; 
And  in  the  fire  his  recent  rags  they  scatter'd^ 

And  dress'd  him$  for  the  present,  like  a  Turk, 
Or  Greek — ^that  is,  although  it  not  much  matter'd^ 

Omitting  turban,  slippers,  pistols,  dirk, — 
tliey  furnish'd  him,  entire  except  some  stitches, 
With  a  clean  shirt,  and  very  spacious  breeches 4 

CLXI. 

And  then  fair  Hsddee  tried  her  tongue  at  speaking, 

But  not  a  word  could  Juan  comprehend. 
Although  he  listened  so  that  the  young  Greek  in 

Her  earnestness  would  ne'er  have  made  an  end ; 
And,  as  he  interrupted  not,  went  eking 

Her  speech  out  to  her  protSg^and  friend. 
Till,  pausing  at  the  last  her  breath  to  take, 
She  saw  he  did  not  understand  Romaic. 

CLXII; 

And  then  she  had  recourse  to  nods^  and  signs^ 

And  smiles,  and  sparkles  of  the  speaking  eye^ 
And  read  (the  only  book  she  could)  the  Unes 

Of  his  fair  face,  and  fdund,  by  sympathy. 
The  answer  eloquent,  where  the  soul  shines 

And  darts  in  one  quick  glance  a  long  reply ; 
And  thus  in  every  look  she  saw  expressed 
A  world  of  words,  and  things  at  which  she  guess'd. 

OLXItl. 

m 

And  now,  by  dint  of  fingers  and  of  eyes, 

And  vfords  repeated  aiter  her,  he  took 
A  lesson  in  her  tongue ;  but  by  surmise. 

No  doubt,  less  of  her  language  than  her  look, 
As  he  who  studies  fervently  the  skies 

Tams  oftener  to  the  stars  than  to  his  book. 
Thus  Juan  learnM  his  alpha  beta  better 
From  Haidee's  glance  than  any  graven  letter^ 

CliXIV. 

'X  is  pleasing  to  be  school'd  in  a  strange  tongue 

By  female  lips  and  eyds — that  is,  I  mean^ 
When  both  the  teacher  and  the  taught  are  young. 

As  was  the  case,  at  least,  where  I  have  been ; 
They  smile  so  when  one  's  right,  and  when  one  's  Wrong 

They  smile  still  nibre,  and  then  there  intervene 
Pressure  of  hands,  perhaps  even  a  chaste  kiss ; — 
I  learn'd  the  little  that  I  know  by  this  : 

IT.  6 
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CLXV. 

That  is,  some  words  of  Spanish,  Turk,  and  Greek ; 

Italian  not  at  all,  haying  no  teachers ; 
Much  English  I  cannot  pretend  to  speak, 

Learning  that  language  chiefly  from  its  preachers^ 
Barrow,  South,  Tiliotson,  whom  every  week 

I  study,  also  Blair,  the  highest  reachers 
Of  eloquence  in  piety  and  prose-— 
I  hate  your  poets,  so  read  none  of  those. 

CLXVL 

As  for  the  ladies,  I  have  nought  to  say, 

A  wanderer  from  the  British  world  of  fashion, 

Where  I,  like  other  ^'dogs,  have  had  my  day,'' 
Like  other  men  too,  may  have  had  my  passion — 

But  that,  like  other  things,  has  pass'd  away  : 
And  all  her  fools  whom  I  amid  lay  the  lash  on, 

Foes,  friends,  men,  women,  now  are  nought  to  me 

But  dreams  of  what  has  been,  no  more  to  he. 

CLXVII. 

Return  we  to  Don  Juan*    He  began 
To  hear  new  words,  and  to  repeat  them ;  but 

Some  feelings,  universal  as  the  sun, 
Were  such  as  could  not  in  his  breast  be  shut 

More  than  within  the  bosom  of  a  nun : 
He  was  in  love — ^as  you  would  be,  no  doubt. 

With  a  young  benefactres8,*-^o  was  she 

Just  in  the  way  we  very  often  see. 

CLXVIII. 

And  every  day  by  day-break — ^rather  early 
For  Juan,  who  was  somewhat  fond  of  rest — 

She  came  into  the  cave,  but  it  was  merely 
To  see  her  bird  reposing  in  his  nest : 

And  she  would  soMy  stir  his  locks  so  curly. 
Without  disturbing  her  yet  slumbering  guest. 

Breathing  all  gently  o'er  hU  cheek  and  mouth, 

As  o'er  a  bed  of  roses  the  sweet  south. 

OLXIX. 

And  every  morn  his  colop  freshHer  came. 
And  every  day  help'd  on  his  convalescence. 

'T  was  well,  because  health  in  the  human  frame 
Is  pleasant,  besides  being  true  love's  essence ; 

For  health  and  idleness  to  passion's  flame 

Are  oil  and  gunpowder ;  and  some  good  less4)ns 

Are  also  learnt  from  Ceres  and  from  Bacchus, 

Without  whom  Venus  will  not  long  attack  ns« 
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CLXX. 

While  Venus  fiUs  the  heart  (without  heart  really 
Love,  though  good  always,  is  not  quite  so  good), 

Ceres  presents  a  plate  of  vermicelli. 
For  love  must  be  sustained  like  flesh  and  blood, — 

While  Bacchus  pours  out  wine,  or  hands  a  jelly : 
Eggs,  oysters  too,  are  amatory  food ; 

But  who  is  their  purveyor  lirom  above 

Heaven  knows, — it  may  be  Neptune,  Pan,  or  Jove. 

CiiXXI. 

When  Juan  woke,  he  found  some  good  things  ready, 

A  bath,  a  breakfast,  and  the  finest  eyes 
That  ever  made  a  youthful  heart  less  steady. 

Besides  her  maid^s,  as  pretty  for  their  size  : 
But  I  have  spoken  of  all  this  already — 

And  repetition  's  tiresome  and  unwise, — 
Well — Juan,  after  bathing  in  the  sea. 
Came  always  back  to  coffee  and  Haidee. 

CLXXJQ. 

Both  were  so  young,  and  one  so  innocent, 

That  bathing  pass'd  for  nothing ;  Juan  seem*d 
To  her,  as  H  were  the  kind  of  being  sent 

Of  whom  these  two  years  she  had  nightly  dreamed, 
A  something  to  be  loved,  a  creature  meant 

To  be  her  happiness,  and  whom  she  deem'd 
To  render  happy  ;  all  who  joy  would  win 
Must  share  it, — ^happiness  was  bom  a  twin. 

CLXxm. 

It  was  such  pleasure  to  behold  him,  such 

Enlargement  oi  existence  to  partake 
Nature  with  him,  to  thrill  beneath  his  touch, 

To  watch  his  slumbering,  and  to  see  him  wake. 
To  live  with  him  for  ever  were  too  much ; 

But  then  the  thought  of  parting  make  her  quake  : 
He  was  her  own,  her  ocean  treasure,  cast 
Like  a  rich  wreck — ^her  first  love  and  her  last. 

CLXXIV. 

And  thus  a  moon  roU'd  on,  and  fair  Haidee 

Paid  daily  visits  to  her  boy,  and  took 
Such  plentiful  precautions,  that  still  he 

Remun'd  unknown  wit^n  his  craggy  nook : 
At  last  her  father's  prows  put  out  to  sea. 

For  certain  merchantmen  upon  the  look,  . 
Not  as  of  yore  to  carry  off  an  lo. 
But  three  Ragusan  vessels,  bound  for  Scio. 
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CLXXV. 

Then  came  her  freedom,  for  she  had  no  mother^ 
So  that,  her  father  being  at  sea,  she  was 

Ffee  as*  a  married  woman,  or  such  other 

Female,  as  where  she  likes  may  freely  pass,         i  i 

Without  even  the  incmnhrance  of  a  broUier^ 
The  freest  she  that  ever  gazed  on  ghsa  : 

I  speak  of  christian  lands  in  thi^  comparison^ 

Where  wives,  at  least,  are  seldom  kept  in  garrison. 

'       CLXXVL 

Now  she  prolonged  her  visits  and  her  talk 
(For  they  must  talk),  and  he  had  leardt  to  say- 

So  much  as  to  propose  to  take  a  walk, — 
For  little  had  he  wander'd  since  the  day 

On  which,  like  a  young  flower  snapped  f/om  the  stalk, 
Drooping  and  dewy  on  the  beach  he  lay, — 

And  thus  they  walk'd  out  in  the  afternoon, 

And  saw  the  sun  set  opposite  the  moon. 

CLxxvn. 

It  was  a  wild  and  breaker-beaten  coast. 
With  cliffs  above,^and  a  broad  sandy  shore, 

Guarded  by  shoals  and  rocks  as  by  a  host. 
With  here  and  there  a  creek,  whose  aspect  wore 

A  better  welcome  to  the  tempest-tossM ; 

And  rarely  ceased  the  haughty  billows*  roar, 

Save  on  the  dead  long  summer  days,  which  make 

The  outstretched  ocean  glitter  like  a  lake. 

CLXXVm. 

And  the  small  ripple  spilt  upon  the  beach 

Scarcely  o'erpass'd  the  cream  of  your  champagne, 

Tl'hen  o'er  the  brim  the  sparkling  bumpers  reach^ 
That  spring-dew  of  the  spirit !   the  heart's  rain ! 

Few  things  surpass  old  wine ;  and  they  may  preach 
Who  please, — the  more  because  they  preach  in  vain,' 

Let  us  have  wine  and  women,  mirth  and  laughter, 

Sermons  and  soda-water  the  day  after. 

GLXXIX. 

Man,  being  reasonable,  must  get  drunk ; 

The  best  of  life  is  but  intoxication  : 
Glory,  the  grape,  love,  gold,  in  these  are  sunk 

The  hopes  of  all  men,  and  of  every  nation  ; 
Without  their  sap,  how  branchless  were  ^e  trunk 

Of  life's  strange  tree,  so  %-uitful  on  occasion : 
But  tp  return, — get  very  drunk  ;  and  when 
You  ivake  with  head-ache,  yon  shall  see  what  then* 
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CLXXX. 

fillip  for  your  yalei— bid  him  quickly  bring 
Some  hock  and  soda-water,  then  you  UL  know 

A  pleasure  worthy  Xerxes  the  great  king ; 
For  not  the  blest  sherbet,  sublimed  with  snow, 

Not  the  first  sparkle  of  the  desert-spring, 
Nor  Burgundy  in  all  its  sunset  glovf , 

After  long  travel,  ennui,  We,  or  slaughter, 

Vie  with  that  draught  of  hock  and  soda-water. 

OLXXXL 

The  coast — I  think  it  was  the  coast  that  I 
Was  just  describing-^  Yes,  it  was  the  coast — 

Lay  at  this  period  quiet  as  the  sky, 

The  sands  untumbled,  the  blue  waves  untoss'd, 

And  all  was  stillness,  save  the  sea-bird's  cry. 
And  dolphin^s  leap,  and  little  billow  cross'd 

By  some  low  rock  or  shelve  that  made  it  fret 

Against  the  boundary  it  scarcely  wet,  ,. 

CLXXXIL 

And  forth  they  wander'd,  her  sire  bemg  gone, 

As  I  have  said,  upon  an  expedition  ; 
And  mother,  brother,  guardian,  she  had  none, 

Save  Zoe,  who,  although  with  due  precision 
She  waited  on  her  lady  with  the  sua, 

Thought  daily  service  was  her  ozjy  mission. 
Bringing  warm  water,  wreathing  her  long  tresseii, 
And  aslaiig  now  and  then  for  cast-off  dresses. 

CLXXXIII. 

• 

It  was  the  cooling  hour,  just  when  the  rounded 
Red  sun  sinks  down  behind  the  azure  hiU, 

Which  then  seems  as  if  the  whole  earth  it  bounded. 
Circling  all  Qature,  hush'd,  and  dim,  and  still. 

With  the  far  mountain-crescent  half  surrounded 
On  one  side,,  and  the  deep  sea  calm  and  chill 

Upon  the  other,  and  the  rosy  sky, 

With  one  star  sparkling  through  it  like  an  eye. 

CLXXXIT. 

And  thus  they  wandered  fordi,  and  hand  in  hand^ 
Over  the  shining  pebbles  and  the  shells, 

Glided  along  the  smooth  and  hardened  sand. 
And  in  the  worn  and  wild  receptacles 

Wofk'd  by  the  storms,  yet  work'd  as  it  were  plannM , 
In  hollow  halls,  with  sparry  roofs  and  cells. 

They  turn'd  to  rest ;  and,  each  claspM  by  an  arro^ 

Yielded  to  the  deep  twilight's  purple  charm. 
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CLXXXV. 

They  look'd  up  to  the  sky,  whose  floating  gkow 
Spread  like  a  rosy  ocean,  vast  and  bright ; 

They  gazed  upon  the  glittering  sea  below, 

Whence  the  broad  moon  rose  circling  into  sight ; 

They  heard  the  wares  splash,  and  the  wind  so  low, 
And  saw  each  other's  dark  eyes  darting  light 

Int^  each  other — and,  beholding  this, 

Their  lips  drew  near,  and  clilng  into  a  kiss ;  • 

CLXXXVL 

A  long,  long  kiss,  a  Idss  of  youth,  and  bve^ 

And  beauty  all  concentrating,  like  rays 
Into  one  focus  kindled  from  above ; 

Such  kisses  as  belong  to  early  days. 
Where  heart,  and  soul,  and  sense,  in  concert  more, 

And  the  blood  's  laya,  and  the  pulse  a  blaze. 
Each  kiss  a  heart-quake,— -for  a  kiss's  strength, 
1  think  it  must  be  reckon'd  by  its  length. 

CLXXXVII. 

By  length  I  mean  duration  ;  theirs  endured 

Heaven  knows  how  long^-^no  doubt  they  never  reckon'd ; 
And  irthey  had,  they  could  not  have  secured 

The  sum  of  their  sensations  to  a  second  : 
They  had  not  spoken ;  but  they  felt  allured. 

As  if  their  souls  and  lips  each  other  beckon'd. 
Which,  being  join'd,  like  swarming  bees  they  clung— 
Their  hearts  the  flowers  from  whence  the  hcHiey  sprung, 

CLXXXTIU/ 

They  were  alene,  yet  not  alone  as  they 
Who,  shut  in  chambers,  think  it  loneliness ; 

The  silent  ocean,  and  the  starlight  bay. 

The  twilight  glow,  which  momently  grew  less, 

The  voiceless  sands,  and  dropping  caves,  that  lay 
Around  them,  made  them  to  each  other  press. 

As  if  there  were  no  life  beneath  the  sky 

Save  theirs,  and  that  their  life  could  never  die. 

CLXXXIX. 

They  fear'd  no  eyes  nor  ears  on  that  lone  beach, 
They  felt  no  terrors  from  the  night,  they  were 

All  in  all  to  each  other :  though  their  speech 

Was  broken  words,  they  thought  a  language  there  ; 

And  all  the  burning  tongues  the  passions  teach 
rojmd  in  one  sigh  the  best  mterpreter 

Of  nature's  oracle-^first  love,— that  all 

Which  Eve  has  left  her  daughters  since  her  fall. 
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CXC. 

Haidee  spoke  not  pf  sciFaplef ,  ask'd  no  vows, 

Nor  offer'd  any ;  she  had  nerer  heard  ' 

Of  plight  and  promises  to  he  a  spouse. 

Or  perils  by  a  bring  maid  incurred ; 
She  was  all  which  pare  ignorance  allows, 
.  >lnd  flew  to  her  young  mate  like  a  young  hint ; 
And,  never  having  dreamt  of  fi^dsehood,  she 
Had  not  one  word  to  say  of  constancy. 

OXCI. 

She  loved,  and  was  beloved — she  adored, 

And  she  was  worshipped  after  nature's  fashion ; 
Tlieir  intense  souls,  into  each  other  poured, 

If  souls  could  die,  had  perish'd  in  that  passion  i 
But  by  degrees  their  senses  were  restored. 

Again  to  be  o'ercome,  again  to  dash  on ; 
And,  beating  'gainst  kit  bosom,  Haidee's  heart 
Felt  as  if  never  more  to  beat  apart. 

CXCIL 

Alas !  they  were  so  young,  so  beautiful, 

So  lonely,  loving,  helpless,  and  the  hour 
Was  that  in  which  the  heart  is  always  fiiU, 

And,  having  o'er  itself  no  further  power, 
Prompts  deeds  eternity  cannot  annul, 

But  pays  ofif  moments  in  an.  endldss  showeF 
Of  hell-fire — all  prepared  for  people  giving 
Pleasure  or  pain  to  one  another  living. 

CXCIII. 

Alas !  for  Juan  and  H^dee !  they  wei^ 

So  loving  and  so  lovely — till  then  never, 
Excepting  our  first  parents,  such  a  pair 

Had  run  the  risk  of  being  damn'd  for  ever  ; 
And  Haidee,  being  devout  as  well  as  fair, 

Had,  doubtless,  heard  about  the.  Stygian  river,^  , 

And  hell  and  purgatory— but  forgot 
Just  in  the  very  crisis  she  should  not, 

cxciy. 

They  look  upon  each  other,  and  their  eyes 

Gleam  in  the  moon-light ;  and  her  white  arm  clasps 

Round  Juan's  head,  and  his  around  "hers  lies 
Half  buried  in  the  tre^uses  which  it  grasps  ; 

She  sits  upon  his  knee,  and  drinks  his  sighs, 
He  hers,  until  they  end  in  broken  gasps ; 

And  thus  they  form  a  group  that 's  quite  antique, 

Half  naked,  loving,  natural,  and  Greek. 
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oxcv. 

And  wben  those  deop  and  burning  moments  passed, 
And  Juan  sunk  to  sleep  within  her  arms, 

She  slept  not,  but  all  tenderly,  though  fast, 
Sustained  his  head  upon  her  bosom's  charms, 

And  now  and  then  her  eye  to  heayen  is  cast, 

And  then  on  the  pale  cheek  her  breast  now  warms. 

Pillowed  on  her  overflowing  heart,  which  pants 

With  all  it  granted  and  with  ail  it  grants. 

CXCVI. 

An  infant  when  it  gazes  on  a  light, 

A  child  the  moment  when  it  drains  the  breast, 

A  devotee  when  soars  the  host  in  sight, 
An  Arab  with  a  stranger  for  a  guest, 

A  sailor,  when  the  prize  has  struck  in  fight, 
A  miser  filling  his  most  hoarded  chest, 

Feel  rapture ;  but  not  such  true  joy  are  reaping 

As  they  who  watch  o'er  what  they  love  while  sleeping. 

cxcvn. 

For  there  it  lies  so  tranquil,  so  beloved. 
All  that  it  hath  of  life,  with  us  is  living  ; 

So  gentle,  stirless,  helpless,  and  unmoved. 
And  aU  unconscious  of  the  joy  't  is  giving. 

All  it  hath  felt,  inflicted,  pass'd,  and  proved, 
Hush'd  into  depths  beyond  the  watcher's  diving ; 

There  lies  the  thing  we  love  with  all  its  errors. 

And  all  its  charms,  like  death  without  its  terrors. 

CXCVIII. 

The  lady  ,watch'd  her  lov^r — and  that  hour 
Of  love's  and  night's,  and  ocean's  solitude, 

O'erflow'd  her  soul  with  their  united  power  ; 
Amidst  the  barren  sand  and  rocks  so  rude 

She  and  her  wave-worn  love  had  made  their  bower, 
Inhere  nought  upon  their  passion  could  intrude, 

And  all  the  stars  that  crowded  the  blue  space 

Saw  nothing  happier  than  her  glowing  face. 

CXCIX. 

*  m 

Alas !  the  love  of  women !  it  is  known 

To  be  a  lovely  and  a  fearful  thing ; 
For  all  of  theirs  upon  that  'die  is  thrown. 

And  if  't  is  lost,  life  hath  no  more  to  bring 
To  them  but  mockeries  of  the  past  alone, 

And  their  revenge  is  as  the  tiger's  spring, 
Deadly,  and  quick,  and  crushing  ;  yet  as  real 
'fprture  is  theirs— what  they  inflict  they  feel. 
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CC. 

Tliey  *re  righl ;  for  man,  to  man  so  oft  anjasty 

Is  always  so  to  women ;  one  sole  bond 
Awaits  them,  treachery  is  all  their  trust ; 

Tanght  to  conceal,  their  bursting  hearts  despond 
Over  Iheir  idol,  till  some  wealthier  Inst 

Buys  them  in  marriage— and  what  rest^  beyond  ? 
A  thankless  husband,  next  a  faithless  lover, 
Then  dressing,  nursing,  praying,  and  all  *s  over. 

CCL 

Some  take  a  lover,  some  take  drams  or  prayers, ' 

Some  mind  their  household,  others  dissipation, 
Some  run  away,  and  but  exchange  tlieir  cares, 

Losing  the  advantage  of  a  virtuous  station  ; 
tevr  changes  e'er  can  better  their  affiiirs. 

Theirs  being  an  unnatural  situation, 
From  the  dull  palace  to  the  dirty  hovel : 
Some  play  the  devil,  and  then  write  a  novel. 

ecu. 

Haidee  was  nature's  bride,  and  knew  nqt  this  ;  » 

Haidee  was  passion's  child,  born  where  the  sun 

Showers  triple  light,  and  scorches  even  the  kiss 
Of  his  gazelle-eyed  daughters ;  she  was  one 

Made  but  to  love,  to  feel  that  she  was  lus 
Who  was  her  chosen  :  what  was  said  or  done 

Elsewhere  was  nothing — She  had  nought  to  fear, 

Hope,  care,  nor  love  beyond  ;  her  heart  beat  here. 

CCIU. 

And  oh  !  that  quickening  of  the  hearf ,  that  beat ; 

How  much  it  costs  us !  yet  each  rising  throb 
Is  in  its  cause  as  its  eifect  so  sweet, 

That  wisdom,  ever  on  the  watch  to  rob> 
Joy  of  its  alchymy,  and  to  repeat 

Fine  truths ;  even  conscience,  too,  has  a  tough  job 
To  make  us  understand  each  good  old  maxim. 
So  good — ^I  wonder  Castlereagh  don't  tax  'em. 

CCIV. 

And  now  't  was  done— on  the  lone  shore  were  plighted 
Their  hearts ;  the  stars,  the  nuptial  torches,  shed 

Beauty  upon  the  beautiful  they  lighted  : 
Ocean  their  witness,  and  the  cave  their  bed, 

By  their  own  feelings  haUow'd  and  united. 

Their  priest  was  solitude,  and  they  were  wed  ; 

And  they  were  happy,  for  to  their  young  eyes 

Each  was  an  angel,  and  earth  paradise. 
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CCV. 

Oh  Love  !  of  whom  great  Cansar  was  the  suitor, 

Titus  the  master,  Antony  the  slare, 
Horace,  Catullus  scholars,  Ovid  tutor, 

Sappho  the  sage  bloe-stocking,  in  whose  grave 
All  those  may  leap  who  rather  would  be  neuter — 

(Leucadia's  rock  still  overlooks  the  wave)**- 
Oh  Love  !  thou  art  the  very  god  of  evil. 
For,  after  all,  we  cannot  calL  thee  devil. 

ccvt 

Thou  mak'st  the  chaste  connubial  state  precarious, 
And  jestest  with  the  brows  of  mightiest  men : 

Caesar  and  Pompey,  Mahomet,  Belisarius, 
Have  much  eniployM  the  Muse  of  history^s  pen ; 

Their  lives  and  fortunes  were  extremely  various, 
Such  worthies  time  will  never  see  again  :-^ 

Yet  to  these  four  in  three  things  the  same  luck  holds^ 

They  all  were  heroes,  conquerors,  and  cuckolds. 

CCVII. 

Thou  mak'st  philosophers  :  there  *s  Epicurus 
And  Aristippus,  a  material  crew  !  « 

Who  to  immoral  course|s  would  allure  us 
By  theories  quite  practicable  too ; 

If  only  from  the  deWl  they  would  insure  us, 
How  pleasant  were  the  maxim  (not  quite  new), 

*'Kat,  drink,  and  love,  what  can  the  rest  avail  us?'' 

So  said  the  royal  sage  Sardanapalus. 

covin. 

But  Jdan !  had  he  quite  forgotten  Julia? 

And  should  he  have  forgotten  her  so  soon  ? 
I  can't  but  say  it  seems  to  me  most  truly  a 

Perplexing  question ;  but,  no  doubt,  the  moon 
Does  these  things  for  us,  and  whenever  newly  a 

Palpitation  rises,  't  is  her  boon  ; 
Else  how  the  devil  is  it  that  fresh  features 
Have  such  a  charm  for  us  poor  human  creatures  ? 

CCIX. 

I  hate  inconstancy — I  loathe,  detest. 
Abhor,  condemn,  abjure  the  morf^  made 

Of  such  quicksilver  clay,  that  in  his  breast 
No  permanent  foundation  can  be  laid : 

Love,  constant  love,  has  been  my  constant  guest. 
And  yet  last  night,  being  at  a  masquerade, 

I  saw  the  prettiest  creature,  fresh  from  IVfilan, 

Which  gave  me  some  sensations  like  a  villain. 
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'  CCX. 

Bat  soon  philosophy  came  to  my  aid, 

And  whLsperM  ^'  think  of  every  sacred  tie ! " 
*^  I  will,  my  dear  philosophy  ! "  1  said  ; 

'*  But  then  her  teeth,  and  then,  oh  heaven  !  her  eye ! 
I  *ll  just  inquire  if  she  he  wife  or  maid, 

Or  neither — out  of  curiosity." 
'^  Stop  !  "  cried  philosophy,  with  air  so  Grecian 
(Though  she  was  mask'd  then  as  a  fair  Venetian) — 

CCXI. 

**  Stop !  '*  so  I  stopped,— But  to  return :  that  which 

Men  caU  inconstancy  is  nothing  piore 
Than  admiration  due  where  nature's  rich 

Profusion  with  young  beauty  covers  o'er 
Some  favoured  object ;  and  as  in  the  niche 

A  lovely  statue  we  almost  adore,  - 
This  sort  of  adoration  of  the  real 
Is  but  a  heightening  of  the  '^  beau  ideal." 

ccxn. 

'T  is  the  perception  of  the  beautiful, 

A  fine  extension  of  the  faculties, 
Platonic,,  universal,  wonderful. 

Drawn  from  the  stars,  and  filtered  through  the  skies, 
Without  which  life  would  be  extremely  dull ; 

In  short,  it  is  the  use  of  our  own  eyes. 
With  one  or  two  small  senses  added,  just 
To  hint  that  flesh  is  formed  of  fiery  dust. 

CCXIII. 

Yet  H  is  a  painful  feeling,  and  unwilling, 

For,  surely,  if  we  always  cdald  perceive 
In  the  same  object  graces  quite  as  kilUng 

As  when  she  rose  upon  us  like  an  Eve, 
T  would  save  us  many  a  heart-ache,  many  a  shilling 

(For  we  must  get  them  any  how,  or  grieve)  ; 
Whereas,  if  one  sole  lady  pleased  for  ever. 
How  pleasant  for  the  heart,  as  well  as  liver ! 

CCXIV. 

The  heart  is  like  the  sky,  a  part  of  heaven, 

But  changes  night  and  day  too,  like  the  sky  ; 
Now  o'er  it  cloudft  and  thunder  must  be  driven. 

And  darkness  and  destruction,  as  on  high ; 
But  when  it  hath  been  scorch'd,  and  pierced,  and  riven, 

Its  storms  expire  in  water-drops  ;  the  eye 
Pours  forth  at  last  the  heart's  blood  turn'd  to  tears. 
Which  make  the  EngUsh  climate  of  our  years. 
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CCXV." 

The  Urer  is  the  lazaret  of  bile, 

Bat  very  rarely  executes  its  function, 
For  the  first  passion  stays  there  such  a  while 

That  all  thei  test  creep  in  and  form  a  junction 
Like  knots  of  vipers  on  a  dunghill's  soil — 

Rage,  fear,  hate,  jealousy,  revenue,  compunction. 
So  that  all  mischiefs  spring  up  from  this  entrail, 
like  earthquakes  from  the  hidden  fire  call'd  *^  central.** 

C3CXVI. 

Iq  the  mean  tim^,  without  prdceecQng  more 

In  this  anatomy,  I  Ve  fini^'d  now^ 
Two  hundred  and  odd  'stanzas  as  before. 

That  being  about  the  number  I  *11  allow 
Each  oanto  of  the  twelve,  or  twenty-four  ; 

And,  laying  down  my  pen,  I  make  my  bow, 
Leaving  Don  Juan  and  Haidee  to  plead 
Fo¥  them  and  theirs  with  all  who  deign  to  read. 
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CANTO    III. 


I. 

Hail,  Miue !  et  eteUra. — We  left  Joan  sleeping, 

Pillow'd  upon  a  fair  and  bappy  breast. 
And  watch'd  by  eyes  that  never  yet  knew  weeping. 

And  loved  by  a  young  heart  too  deeply  bless'd 
To  feel  the  poison  through  her  spirit  creeping. 

Or  know  who  rested  there ;  a  foe  to  rest 
Had  soil'd  the  current  of  her  sinless  years, 
And  turn'd  her  pure  heart's  purest  blood  to  tears. 

II. 

Oh,  Love  !  what  is  it  in  ibis  world  of  ours 
Which  makes  it  £ital  to  be  loved  ?    Ali^  why 

With  cypress  branches  hast  tfaon  wreathed  thy  bowers. 
And  made  thy  best  interpreter  a  sigh  ? 

As  those  who  dote  on  odours  pluck  the  flowers. 
And  place  them  on  their  breast — ^bnt  place  to  die  : 

Thus  the  frail  beings  we  woidd  fondly  cherish 

Are  laid  within  our  bosoms  but  to  perish. 

m. 

In  her  first  passion  woman  loves  her  lover. 

In  all  the  others  all  she  loves  is  love. 
Which  grows  a  habit  she  can  tte*er  get  over. 

And  fits  her  loosely — ^like  an  easy  glove. 
As  you  may  find,  whene'er  you  Uke  to  prove  her  : 

One  man  alone  at  first  her  heart  can  move ; 
She  then  prefers  him  in  the  plural  number, 
dot  finding  that  the  additions  much  encumber. 

IV. 

I  now  not  if  the  fault  be  men's  or  theirs  ; 

But  one  thing  's  pretty  sure  ;  a  woman  planted 
(Unless  at  once  she  plunge  for  life  in  prayers), 

After  a  decent  time  roust  be  gallanted  ; 
Although ,  no  doubt,  her  first  of  love  afiairs 

Is  that  to  which  her  heart  is  wholly  granted : 
Yet  (here  are  some,  they  say,  who  have  had  mme^ 
But  those  who  have  ne'er  end  with  only  one. 
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V. 

T  is  melancholy,  and  a  fearful  sl^ 

Of  human  frailty^  ^olly,  also  crime, 
That  love  and  marriage  rarely  can  combine. 

Although  they  both  are  born  in  the  same  dime ; 
Marriage  fromjove,  like  vinegar  from  wine — 

A  sad,  sour,  sober  beTerage--4>y  time 
Is  sharpened  from  its  high  celestial  flavour 
Down  to  a  very  homely  household  sairour. 

VI. 

There  *s  something  of  antipathy,  as  *t  were, 
Between  their  present  and  their  fotore  state ; 

A  kind  of  flattery  that  *8  hardly  fair 

Is  used,  until  the  truth  arrives  too  late — 

Yet  what  can  people  do,  except  despair  ? 
The  same  things  change  their  names  at  such  a  rate : 

For  instance — passion  in  a  lover  *s  glorious^ 

But  in  a  husbaiid  is  pronounced  uxorious. 

VII. 

Men  grow  ashamed  of  being  so  very  fond, 

They  sometimes  also  get  a  little  tireii 
(But  that,  of  course,  is  rare),  and  then  despond : 

The  same  things  canoM  always  be  admired. 
Yet 't  is  **  so  nominated  in  the  bond," 

That  both  are  tied  till  one  shaU  have  expired. 
Sad  thought !  to  lose  the  spouse  that  was  adorning 
Our  days,  and  put  one*8  servants  into  mourning. 

vni. 

There  *s  doubtless  something  in  domestic  doings 
Which  forms,  in  fact,  true  love*s  antithesis ; 

Romances  paint  at  fall  length  people's  wooings. 
But  only  give  a  bust  of  marriages ; 

For  no  one  cares  for  mati^monial  cooings. 
There  *s  nothing  wrong  in  a  connubial  kiss  : 

Think  you,  if  Laura  had  been  Petrarch*s  wife, 

He  would  have  written  sonnets  all  his  life  ? 

IX. 

All  tragedies  are  finisVd  by  a  death, 
All  comedies  are  ended  by  a  marriage  ; 

The  future  states  of  both  are  left  to  faith, 
For  authors  fear  description  might  disparage 

The  worlos  to  come  of  both,  or  fall  beneath, 

And  then  both  worlds  would  punish  their  miscarriage  ; 

So  leaving  each  their  priest  and  prayer-book  ready, 

They  say  no  more  of  Death  or  of  the  Lady. 
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X 

The  only  two  that  in  my  reoolleetion 

Have  sang  of  heaven  and  hell,  or  marriage,  are 
Dante  and  Milton,  and  of  both  the  affection 

Was  hapless  in  their  nnptiab,  for  some  har 
Of  fault  or  temper  rain*d  the  connexion 

(Such  things,  in  fact,  it  don^t  ask  much  to  mar) ; 
But  Dante's  Beatrice  an<l  Milton's  Eve 
Were  not  drawn  from  their  spouses,  yon  conoeive. 

XI. 

Some  persons  say  that  Dante  meaat  theology 

By  Beatrice,  and  not  a  mistress — ^I, 
Although  my  opinion  may  require  apology. 

Deem  this  a  commentator's  fantasy, 
Unless  indeed  it  was  from  his  own  knowledge  he 

Decided  thus,  and  showM  good  reason  why ; 
I  think  that  Dante's  more  abstruse  ecstatics 
Meant  to  personify  the  mathematics. 

XIL 

Haidee  and  Juan  were  not  married,  but 
The  fault  was  theirs,  not  mine :  it  is  not  fiur, 

Chaste  reader,  then,  in  any  way  to  put 
The  blame  on  me,  unless  you  wish  they  were. 

Then,  if  you  'd  have  them  wedded,  please  to  shut 
The  book  which  treats  of  this  erroneous  pair, 

Before  the  consequences  grow  too  awful^ 

T  is  dangerous  to  read  of  loves  unlawful. 

xin. 

Yet  they  were  lu^tpy — ^happy  in  the  iUictt 
Indulgence  of  their  innocent  desires  ; 

But,  more  imprudent  grown  with  every  visit, 
Haidee  forgot  the  island  was  her  sire's. 

When  we  have  what  we  like,  't  is  hard  to  miss  it. 
At  least  in  the  beginning,  ere  one  tires ; 

Thus  she  came  often,  not  a  moment  losing, 

Whilst  her  piratical  papa  was  cruising. 

XIV. 

Let  not  his  mode  of  rainng  cash  seem  strange. 
Although  he  fleeced  the  flags  of  every  nation, 

For  into  a  prime  minister  but  change 
His  title,  and  't  is  nothing  but  taxation ; 

But  he,  more  modest,  took  an  humbler  range 
Of  life,  and  in  an  honester  vocation 

Pursued  o'er  the  high  seas  his  watery  journey^ 

And  merely  practised  as  a  sea-attorney. 


ge  BYRON'S  WORKS. 

XV. 

The  good  old  gentleman  had  heen  detained 
By  winds  and  waves,  and  some  important  captures; 

And,  in  the  hope  of  more^  at  sea  remained, 

Although  a  squall  or  two  had  damp'd  his  raptures 

By  swamping  one  of  the  prizes ;  he  had  chained 
His  prisoners,  dividing  them  like  chapters. 

In  numbered  lots ;  they  all  had  cuffs  and  collars^ 

And  averaged  each  from  ten  to  a  hundred  dollars* 

XVI. 

Some  he  disposed  of  off  Cape  Matapan, 

Among  his  friends  the  Mainots ;  some  he  sold 

To  his  Tunis  correspondents,  save  one  man 
Toss'd  overboard  unsaleable  (being  old)  ; 

The  rest — save  here  and  there  some  richer  one 
Reserved  for  future  ransom  in  the  hold, — 

Were  link'd  alike ;  as  for  'the  common  people,  he 

Had  a  large  order  from  the  Dey  of  Tripoli. 

XVII. 

The  merchandize  was  served  in  the  same  way, 
Pieced  out  for  different  marts  in  the  Levant, 

Except  some  certain  portions  of  the  prey. 
Light  classic  articles  of  female  want, 

French  stuffs,  lace,  tweezers,  toothpicks,  teapot,  tray. 
Guitars  and  castanets  from  Alicant ; 

All  which  selected  from  the  spoil  he  gathers, 

Robb'd  for  his  daughter  by  the  best  of  fathers. 

XVUI. 

A  monkey,  a  Dutch  mastiff,  a  mackaw, 

Two  parrots,  with  a  Persian  cat  and  kittens. 

He  chose  from  several  animals  he  saw — 
A  terrier,  too,  which  once  had  been  a  Briton's, 

Who  dying  on  the  coast  of  Ithaca, 

The  peasants  gave  the  poor  dumb  thing  a  pittance  s 

These  to  secure  in  this  strong  blowing  weather. 

He  caged  in  one  huge  hamper  altogetheiu 

XIX. 

Then  having  settled  bis  marine  affairs. 
Despatching  single  cruisers  here  and  there,- 

His  vessel  having  need  of  some  repairs. 

He  shaped  his  course  to  where  his  daughter  fair 

Continued  still  her  hospitable  cares ; 
But  that  part  of  the  coast  being  shoal  and  bare. 

And  rough  with  reefs,  which  ran  out  many  a  mile. 

His  port  lay  on  the  other  side  o'  the  isle. 
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XX. 

And  there  he  went  ashore  without  delay. 
Having  no  cnstom-hoose  or  quarantiBe 

To  ask  him  awkward  questions  on  the  .way 
Ahont  the  time  and  place  where  he  had  heen : 

He  left  his  ship  to  he  hove  down  next  day, 
With  orders  to  the  people  to  careen ; 

So  that  aU  hands  were  hnsy  beyond  measure, 

In  getting  out  goods,  ballast,  guns,  and  treasure. 

XXI. 

Arriving  at  the  summit  of  a  hill 

Which  overlooked  the  white  wails  ot  his  home, 
He  stopped. — ^What  singular  emotions  fill 

Their  bosoms  who  have  been  induced  to  roam ! 
With  fluttering  doubts  if  all  be  well  or  ill — ' 

With  love  for  many,  and  with  fears  for  some ; 
AU  feelings  which  o'erleap  the  years  long  lost. 
And  bring  our  hearts  back  to  their  starting-post. 

xxu. 

The  approach  of  home  to  husbands  and  to  sires^ 
After  long  travelling  by  land  or  water. 

Most  naturally  some  small  doubt  inspires-^— 
A  female  family  *8  a  serious  matter 

(None  trusts  the  sex  more,  or  so^nuch  admires^^ 
But  they  hate  flattery,  so  1  never  flatter) ; 

Wives  in  their  husbands*  absences  grow  subtler  j 

And  daughters  sometimes  run  off  with  the  butler. 

XXUI. 

An  honest  gentleman  at  his  return 
May  not  have  the  ffood  fortune  of  Ulysses  s 

Not  all  lone  matrons  lor  their  husbands  mourn. 
Or  show  the  same  dislike  to  suitors^  kisses ; 

The  odds  are  that  he  finds  a  handsome  urn 
To  his  memory,  and  two  or  three  young  misses 

Bom  to  some  friend,  who  holds  his  wife  and  riches. 

And  that  his  Argus  bites  him  by — the  breeches. 

XXIV. 

If  single,  probably  his  plighted  fair 

Has  in  bis  absence  wedded  some  rich  miser  * 

But  all  the  better,  for  the  happy  pair 
May  quartel,  and  the  lady  growing  wiser, 

He  may  resume  his  amatory  care 
As  cavalier  servente,  or  despise  her  ; 

And,  that  his  sorrow  may  not  be  a  dumb  one^ 

Write  odes  on  the  inconstancy  of  woman. 

IT. 
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XXV. 

And  ob !  ye  grentlemen  who  ha^e  already 

Some  chaste  Uaitan  of  the  kind — I  mean 
An  honest  friendship  with  a  married  lady^ 

The  only  thing  of  this  sort  ever  seen 
To  last — of  all  connexions  the  most  steady. 

And  the  true  Hymen  (the  first  *s  bat  a  screen) — 
Yet  for  all  that  keep  not  too  long  away, 
I  Ve  known  the  absent  wrongM  four  times  a-day, 

XXVI. 

Lambro,  ova  sea-solicitor,  who  had 

Much  less  experience  of  dry  land  than  ocean, 

On  seeing  his  own  chimney  smoke,  felt  glad ; 
But  not  knowing  metaphysics,  had  no  notion 

Of  the  true  reason  of  his  not  being  sad. 
Or  that  of  any  other  strong  emotion  ; 

He  loved  his  cluld,  and  would  have  wept  the  loss  of  her, 

But  knew  the  cause  no  more  than  a  philosopher. 

XXVII. 

He  saw  his  white  walls  shining  in  the  sun, 

His  garden  trees  all  shaAowj  and  green ; 
He  heard  his  rivulet's  light  bubbling  run, 

The  distant  dog-bark ;  and  perceived,  between 
The  umbrage  of  the  wood  so  cool  and  dun. 

The  moving  figures  and  the  sparkling  sheen 
Of  arms  (in  the  East  all  arm),  and  various  dyes 
Of  coloured  garbs,  as  bright  as  butterflies. 

XXVIII. 

And  as  the  spot  where  they  appear  he  nears, 
^  Surprised  at  these  unwonted  signs  of  idUng, 
He  hears — ^Alas !  no  music  of  the  spheres. 

But  an  unhallow'd,  earthly  sound  of  fiddling ! 
A  melody  which  made  him  doubt  his  ears. 

The  cause  being  past  his  guessing  or  unriddling ; 
A  pipe,  too,  and  a  drum,  and,  shortly  after, 
A  most  nnoriental  roar  of  laughter. 

XXIX. 

And  still  more  nearly  to  the  place  advancing. 

Descending  ra&er  quickly  the  declivity. 
Through  the  waved  branches,  o*er  the  greensward  glancing, 

'Midst  other  indications  of  festivity. 
Seeing  a  troop  of  his  domestics  dancing 

Like  dervises,  who  turn  as  on  a  pivot,  he 
Perceived  it  was  the  Pyrrhic  dance  so  martial, 
To  which  the  Levantines  are  very  partial. 
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XXX. 

And  farther  od  a  group  of  Grecian  girls, 

The  first  and  tallest  her  white  kerchief  wayiiig, 
Were  strong  together  like  a  row  of  peark ;  ^ 

Link'd  hand  In  hand,  and  dancing ;  each  too  haTUig 
Down  her  white  neck  long  floating  anbnm  curls-^ 

(The  least  of  which  wotdd  set  ten  poets  raving) ; 
Their  leader  sang-— and  bounded  fo  her  song, 
With  choral  step  and  voice,  the  virgin  throng. 

XXXI. 

And  here  assembled  cros84egg*d  round  their  trays, 

Small  social  parties  just  begun  to  dine ; 
Pflans  and  meats  of  all  sorts  met  the  gaze, 

And  flasks  of  Samian  and  of  Chian  vine, 
And  sherbet  cooling  in  the  porous  vase ; 

Above  them  their  dessert  grew  on  its  vine 
The  orange  and  pomegranate,  Qodding  o^er. 
Dropped  in  their  laps,  scarce  plucked,  fiieir  mellow  store. 

XXXII. 

A  band  of  children,  round  a  snow-white  ram. 
There  wreathe  his  venerable  horns  with  flowers ; 

While,  peaceful  as  if  still  an  unweanM  lamb, 
The  patriarch  of  the  flock  all  gently  cowers 

His  sober  head  majestically  tame. 

Or  eats  from  out  the  palm,  or  plajrful  lowers 

His  brow  as  if  in  ac|  to  butt,  and  then. 

Yielding  to  their  small  hands,  draws  back  again. 

XXXIfL 

Their  classical  profiles,  and  gliitering  dresses, 
Their  large  black  eyes,  and  soft  seraphic  cheeks, 

Crimson  as  cleft  pomegranates,  their  long  tresses. 
The  gesture  which  enchants,  the  eye  that  speaks, 

The  innocence  which  happy  childhood  blesses, 
Made  quite  a  picture  of  these  little  Greeks  ; 

So  that  the  philosophical  beholder 

Sigh'd  for  thehr  sakes — that  they  should  e^er  grow  olde^i 

XXXIV. 

Afar  a  dwarf  buffoon  stood  telling  tales 

To  a  sedate  gray  cu-cle  of  old  smokers, 
Of  secret  treasures  found  in  hidden  vales. 

Of  wonderful  replies  from  Arab  jokers. 
Of  charms  to  make  good  gold  and  cure  bad  ails. 

Of  rocks  bewitchM  that  open  to  the  knockers. 
Of  magic  ladies  who,  by  one  sole  act, 
Transformed  their  lords  to  beasts  (but  that  *s  a  fact). 
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XXXV. 

Here  was  no  lack  of  innocent  diversion 

For  the  imagination  or  the  senses, 
Song,  dance,  wine,  music,  stories  frbm  the  Persian^ 

All  pretty  pa^^mes  in  which  no  offence  is. 
But  Lambro  saw  all  these  things  with  aversion, 

Perceiving  in  his  absence  such  expenses, 
Dreading  that  climax  of  all  human  ills. 
The  inflamuiation  of  his  weekly  bills. 

XXXVL 

Ah !  what  is  man?  what  perils  still  environ   ' 
The  happiest  mortals  even  after  dinner— 

A  day  of  gold  from  out  an  age  of  iron 
Is  all  that  life  allows  the  lucldest  sinner  : 

Pleasure  (whene'er  she  sings,  at  least)  *s  a  siren. 
That  lures  to  flay  alive  the  young  beginner. 

Lambro's*  reception  at  his  people's  banquet 

Was  such  as  fire  accords  to  a  wet  blanket. 

XXXVII. 

He — being  a  man  who  seldom  used  a  word 
Too  much,  and  wishing  gladly  to  surprise 

(in  general  he  surprised  men  with  the.sword^ 
His  daughter — had  not  sent  before  to  advise 

Of  his  arrival,  so  that  no  ofie  stirr'd ; 

And  long  he  paused  to  re-assure  his  eyes. 

In  fact  much  more  astonished  than  delighted . 

To  find  so  much  good  company  invited.       *  ^ 

xxxvin. 

He  did  not  know — (Alas  I  how  men  will  lie)-^— 
That  a  report — (especially  the  Greeks) — ' . 

Avouched  his  death  (such  people  never  die), 
And  put  his  house  in  mourning  several  weeks. 

But  now  their  eyes  and  also  lips  were  dry ; 
The  bloom  too  had  retiu-n'd  to  Haidee's  cheeks  ; 

Her  tears  too  being  returned  into  their  fount. 

She  now  kept  house  upon  her  own  account. 

xxxix.. 

Hence  all  this  rice,  meat,  dancing,  wine,  and  fiddling^ 
Which  turn'd  the  isle  into  a  place  of  pleasure  ; 

The  servants  all  were  getting  drunk  or  idling, 
A  life  which  made  them  happy  beyond  measure* 

Her  fisLther's  hospitality  seemM  middling. 

Compared  with  what  Haidee  did  with  his  treasure ; 

'T  was  wonderful  how  things  went  on  improving. 

While  she  had  not  one  hour  to  spare  from  loving. 
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XL. 

Perhaps  yon  think,  in  stumbling  on  this  feast, 

He  flew  into  a.  passion,  and  in  fact 
There  was  no  mighty  reason  to  be  pleased ; 

Perhaps  yon  prophesy  some  sadden  act, 
The  whip,  the  rack,  or  dungeon  at  the  least, 

•To  teach  his  people  to  be  more  exact, 
And  that,  proceeding  at  a  very  high  rate, 
He  show'd  the  royal  penchants  of  a  pirate. 

XLI. 

You  *re  wrong. — He  was  the  jnildest  manner'd  man 

That  ever  scuttled  ship  or  cut  a  throat ; 
With  such  true  breeding  of  a  gentleman. 

You  never  could. divine  his  realthenght ; 
No  courtier  could,  and  scarcely  woman  tan 

Gird  more  deceit  within  a  petticoat : 
Pity  he  loved  adventurous  life's  variety, 
He  was  so  great  a  loss  to  good  society. 

XLII. 

Advancing  to  the  nearest  dinner-triay. 

Tapping  the  shoulder  of  the  nighest  guest, 
With  a  peculiar  smile,  which,  by>  the  way, 

Boded  no  good,  whatever  it  expressed. 
He  asked  the  meaning  of  this  holiday  y  ' 

The  vinous  Greek  to  whom  h&  had  addre8s'<) 
His  question,  much  too  merry  to  divine 
The  questioner,  fiU*d  up  a  glass,  of  wine, 

•  ■  .      ■ 

XLID. 

And,  without  taming  his  £icetious  head. 

Over  his  shoulder,. with  a  Bacchant  air, 
Presented  the  overflowing  cup,  and  said, 

^'  Talking  *s  dry  work,  I  have  no  time  to  spare.** 
A  second  hiccup*d,  ^<  Our  old  master  *s  dead. 

You  *d  better  ask  our  mistress  who  *s  his  heir.** 
^^  Our  mistress !  **  quoth  a  third :  *•  <  Our;  mistress  1 — pooh ! 
You  mean  our  master — ^not  the  old,  but  new.** 


XLIV. 

These  rascals,  being  new  cpmers,  knew  not  whom 
They  thus  address*d — ^aad-Lambro's  visage  fell- 

And  o*er  his  eye  a  momentary  gloom 
Pass*d,  but  he  strove  quite  courteously  to  quell 

The  expression,  and,  endeavouring  to  resume 
His  smile,  requested  one  of  them  to  tell 

The  name  and  quality  of  his  new  patron. 

Who  seem*d  to  have  turn*d  Haidee  into  a  matron. 
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XLV. 

''  1  know  not/'  quoth  the  fellow,  '^  who  or  what 
.He  is,  nor  whence  he  came-— and  Uttle  care ; 
••  But  this  I  know,  that  this  roast  capon  's  fat, 

And  that  good  wine  ne'er  wash'4  down  hettef  fiure  ; 
And  if  you  are  not  satisfied  with  that. 

Direct  your  questions  to  my  neighbour  there ; 
He  '11  answer  all  for  better  or  for  worse. 
For  none  likes  more  tp  hear  himself  converse*" ' 

XLVI. 

1  said  that  Lambro  was  a  man-  of  patience, 
And  certainly  he  showed  the  best  of  breeding. 

Which  scarce  even  France,  the  paragon  of  nations,* 
E'er  saw  her  most  polite  of  sons  exceeding : 

He  bore  these  sneers  against  his  near  relations. 
His  own  anxiety,  his  heart  too  bleeding, 

The  insults  too  of  every  servile  glutton. 

Who  all  the  time  were  eating  up  his  mutton* 

XI^VIl. 

Now  in  a  person  used  to  maeh  command — 
To  bid  men  come,  and  go,  and  come  again — 

To  see  his  orders  done  too  out  of  hand. 
Whether  the  word  was  death,  or  but  the  chain--- 

It  may  seem  strange  to  find  his  manners  bland ; 
Yet  such  things  are,  which  I  cannot  explain, 

Thotigh  doubtless  he  who  can  conunand  himself 

Is  good  to  govern — almost  as  a  Quelf* 


XLvni. 

Not  that  he  was  not  sometimes  rash  or  so. 
But  never  in  his  real  and  serious  mood ; 

Then  calm,  concentrated,  and  still,  and  slow, 
He  lay  coil'd  like  the  boa  in  the  wood. 

With  him  it  never  was  a  word  and  blow ; 
His  angry  word  once  o'er,  he  shed  no  blood ; 

But  in  his  silence  there  was  much  to  rue, 

And  his  one  blow  left  little  work  for  tipq. 

XLIX. 

He  ask'd  no  farther  questions,  and  proceeded 

On  to  the  house,  but  by  a  private  way, 
So  that  the  few  who  met  him  hardly  heeded, 
;    So  little  they  expected  him  that  day ; 
)f  love  paternal  in  lus  bosom  pleaded 

For  Haidee's  sake,  i&  more  than  I  can  say, 
Put  certainly  to  one  decm'd  dead  returning, 
This  revel  seem'd  a  curious  mode  of  mourning. 


# 
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U 

If  all  the^dead  could  now  return  to  life, 

(Which  God  forbid !)  or  some,  or  a  great  many ; 

For  instance^  if  a  husband  or  his  wife 
(Nuptial  examples  are  as  good  as  any). 

No  doubt  whatever  might  be  their  former  strife, 

*  The  present  weather  would  be  much  more  rainy — 

Tears  shed  into  the  grave  of  die  connexion 

Would  share  most  probably  its  resurrection., 

U. 

He  entered  in  the  house  no  more  his  home, 

A  thing  to  human  feelings  the  most  trying, 
And  harder  for  the  heart  to  overcome, 

Perhaps,  than  even  the  mental  pangs  of  dying : 
To  find  our  hearthstone  turn'd  into  a  tomb, 

And  round  its  once  warm  precincts  palely  lying 
The  ashes  of  our  hopes,  is  a  deep  grief, 
Beyond  a  single  gentleman^s  belief, 

Lll. 

He  entered  in  the  house — ^his  home  no  more, 

For  without  hearts  there  is  no  home — ^and  felt 
The  solitude  of  passing  his  own  door 

Without  a  welcome  :  there  he  long  had  dwelt, 
There  his  few  peaceful  days  Time  had  swept  o'er. 

There  hb  worn  bosom  and  keen  eye  would  melt 
Over  the  innocence  of  that  sweet  child, 
His  only  shrine  of  feelings  undefiled. 

UIl. 

He  was  a  man  of  a  strange  temperament. 

Of  mild  demeanour  though  of  savage  mood ; 
Moderate  in  all  his  habits,  and  content 

With  temperance  in  pleasure  as  in  food ; 
Quick  to  perceive,  and  strong  to  bear,  and  meant 

For  something  better,  if  not  wholly  good  : 
His  country*s  wrongs,  and  his  despair  to  save  her, 
Had  stung  him  firom  a  slave  to  an  enslaver. 

LIV. 

The  love  of  power,  and  rapid  gain  of  gold, 

The  hardness  by  long  habitude  proiiuced. 
The  dangerous  life  in  which  he  had  grown  old, 

The  mercy  he  had  granted  oft  abused, 
The  sights  he  was  accustomed  to  behold. 

The  wild  seas,  and  wild  men  with  whom  he  cruised, 
Had  cost  his  enemies  a  long  repentance, 
And  made  him  a  good  friend,  but  bad  acquaintance.^ 
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LV. 

Bat  somediing  of  the  spirit  of  old  Greece 
FlashM  o*er  his  soul  a  few  heroic  rays, 

Sttch  as  lit  onward  to  the  golden  fleece 
His  predecessors  ia  the  Colchian  days : 

*T  is  true  he  had  no  ardent  love  for  peace ; 
Alas!  his  country  showed  no  path  to  praises 

Hate  to  the  world  and  war  with  every  nation 

He  waged,  in  vengeance  of  her  degradation. 

LVI. 

Still  o*er  his  mind  the  influence  of  the  cfime 
Shed  its  Ionian  elegance,  which  showed 

Its  power  unconsciously  full  many  a  time — 
A  taste  seen  in  the  choice  of  ios  abode, 

A  love  of  music  and  of  scenes  sublime, 
A  pleasure  in  the  gentle  stream  that  flow'd 

Past  him  in  crystal,  and  a  joy  in  flowers, 

Bedew*d  his  spirit  in  hb  calmer  hours. 

LVIL 

But  whatsoe'er  he  had  of  love  reposed 
On  that  beloved  daughter ;  she  had  been 

The  only  thing  which  kept  his  heart  unclosed 
Amidst  the  savage  deeds  he  *d  done  and  se^n, 

A  lonely  pure  affection  unopposed  : 
There  wanted  but  the  loss  of  this  to  wean 

His  feelings  from  all  milk  of  human  kindness. 

And  turn  him,  like  the  Cyclops,  mad  with  blindness. 

LVIU. 

The  cubless  tigress  in  her  jungle  raging 
Is  dreadful  to  the  shepherd  and  the  flock ; 

The  ocean  when  its  yeasty  war  is  waging 
Is  awful  to  the  vesselniear  the  rock  ; 

But  violent  things  will  sooner  bear  assuaging, 
Their  fury  being  spent  by  its  own  shock, 

Than  the  stern,  single,  deep,  and  wordless  ire 

Of  a  strong  human  heart,  and  in  a  sire. 

LIX. 

)t  UB  a  hard,  although  a  common  pas^, 

To  find  our  children  running  restive — ^they 

In  whom  our  brightest  days  we  would  retrace, 
Our  little  selves  reform^  in  finer  clay ; 

Just  a»  old  ag^  b  creeping  on  apace. 

And  clouds  come  o'er  the  sunset  of  our  day. 

They  kindly  leave  us,  though  not  quite  alone, 

But  in  good  company— the  gout  or  stone. 
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LX.    .. 

Yet  a  fint  family  is  a  fine  thing 

(Provided  they  don*t  come  in  after  dinner) ; 
*T  is  heautiiul  to  see  a  matron  bring 

Her  children  np  (if  nursing  them  don*t  thin  her) ; 
'  like  cherubs  round  an  altar-piece  they  cling 

To  the  fire-«de  (a  sight  to  touch  a  sinner). 
A  lady  with  her  daughters  or  her  nieces 
Shine  like  a  guinea  and  seven-shilling  pieces. 

LXI. 

Old  Lambro  pass'd  unseen  a  private  gate; 

And  stood  within  his  hall  at  eventide ; 
Meantone  the  lady  and  her  lover  sate 

At  wassail  in  their  beauty  and  their  pride  : 
An  ivory  inlaid  table  spread  with  state 

Before  them,  and  fair  slaves  on  every  side ; 
Gems,  gold,  and  silver,  form'd  the  service  mostly, 
Mother  of  pearl  and  coral  the  less  costly. 

LXIL 

The  dinner  made  about  a  hundred  dishes ; 

Lamb  and  pistachio  nuts — in  short,  all  meats. 
And  safliron  soups,  and  sweetbreads ;  and  the  fishes 

Were  of  the  finest  that  e'er  flounced  in  nets, 
Dress'd  to  a  Sybarite's  most  pampered  wishes ; 

The  beverage  was  various  sherbets 
Of  raisin,  orange,'  and  pomegranate  juice. 
Squeezed  through  the  rind,  which  makes  it  best  for  use. 

LXIII. 

These  were  ranged  round,  each  in  its  crystal  ewer. 
And  fruits  and  date-bread  loaves  closed  the  repast, 

And  Mocha's  berry,  from  Arabia  pure. 
In  small  fine  China  cups  came  in  at  last — 

Gold  cups  of  filigree,  made  to  secure 
The  hand  from  burning,  underneath  them  placed ; 

Cloves,  cinnamon,  and  safiron  too,  were  boil'd 

Up  with  the  coffee,  which  (I  think)  they  spoil'd.     - 

[LXIV. 

The  hangings  of  the  room  were  tapestry,  made 

Of  velvet  pannels,  each  of  different  hue. 
And  thick  with  damask  flowers  of  siUc  inlaid ; 

And  round  them  ran  a  yellow  border  too ; 
The  upper  border,  richly  wrought,  dlsplay'd, 

Embroidered  delicately  o'er  with  blue. 
Soft  Persian  sentences,  in  lilac  letters, 
From  poets,  or  the  moralists,  their  betters. 
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LXV. 

These  oriental  writings  on  the  wall. 

Quite  common  in  those  countries,  are- a  kind 
Of  monitors  adapted  to  recall, 

Like  skulls  at  Memphian  banquets,  to  the  mind  / 

The  words  which  shook  Belshazzar  in  his  hall,  ] 

And  took  his  kingdom  from  him. — You  will  find, 
Though  sages  may  pour  out  their  wisdom's  treasure,  * 
There  is  no  sterner  moralist  than  pleasure. 

LXVI. 

A  beauty  at  the  season's  close  grown  hectic, 

A  genius  who  has  drunk  himself  to  death, 
A  rake  turn'd  methodistic  or  eclectic — 

(For  that 's  the  name  they  like  to  pray  beneath) — 
But  most,  an  alderman  struck  apoplectic, 

Are  things  that  really  take  away  the  breath, 
And  show  that  late  hoars,  wine,  and  love,  are  able 
To  do  not  much  less  damage  than  the  table. 

LXVU.; 

Haidee  and  Juan  carpeted  their  feet 

On  crimson  satin,  border'd  with  pale  blue ; 
Their  sofa  occnjHed  three  parts  complete 

Of  the  apartment — and  appear'd  quite  new ;         ,  i 

The  velvet  cushions — (for  a  throne  more  meet) — 

Were  scarlet,  from  whose  glowing  centre  grew 
A  sun  embossed  in  gold,  whose  rays  of  tissue. 
Meridian-like,  were  seen  all  light  to  issue. 

LXVIII. 

Crystal  and  marble,  plate  and  porceUdn, 

Had  done  their  work  of  splendour;  Indian. mats 
And  Persian  carpets,  which  the  heart  bled  to  stain, 

Over  the  floors  were  spread ;  gazelles  and  cats, 
And  dwarfs  and  blacks,  and  such  like  things,  that  gain 

Their  bread  ds  ministers  and  favourites — (that 's 
To  say,  by  degradation) — ^mingled  ttiere, 
As  plentiful  as  in  a  court  or  fair. 

liXIX. 

There  was  no  want  of  lofty  mirrors,  and 

The  tables,  most  of  ebony,  inlaid 
With  mother  of  pearl  or  ivory,  stood  at  hand, 

Or  were  of  tortoise-shell  of  rare  woods  made. 
Fretted  with  ggliLl^^ilyei^ :  \ig  command, 

Thorgf^ater  part  of  these  wef e  ready  spread 
With  viands  and  sherbets  in  ice,  and  wine — 
Kept  for  all  comers,  at  all  hours  to  dine. 
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LXX. 

Of  all  the  dresses  1  select  Haidee*s  : 

She  wore  two  jelicks — one  was  of  pale  yellow ; 
Pf  azure,  pinky  and  white,  was  her  chemise-^ 

*Neath  which  her  breast  heaved  like  a  little  billow  : 
With  buttons  form'd  of  pearls  as  large  as  pease, 

All  gold  and  crimson  shone  ber  jeUck's  fellow, ' 
And  the  striped  white  ganze  baracan  that  bound  her. 
Like  fleecy  clouds  about  the  moon,  flow'd  round  her. 

LXXI. 

One  large  gold  bracelet  clasp'd  each  lovely  arm, 

Lockless — so  pliable  from  the  pure  gold 
That  the  hand  stretched  and  shut  it  widiout  harm. 

The  limb  whidi  it  adom'd  its  only  mould ; 
So  beautiful — ^its  very  shape  would  charm, 

And  clinging  as  if  loth  to  lose  its  hold, 
The  purest  ore  inclosed  the  whitest  skin 
That  e'er  by  precious  metal  was  held  in,  * 

Lxxn. 

Around,  as  princess  of  her  father's  land, 

A  like  gold  bar,  above  her  instep  roll'd, ' 
Announced  her  rank;  twelve  rings  were  on  her  haiid^; 

Her  hak  was  starr'd  with  gems ;  her  veil's  fine  fold  - 
Below  her  breast  was  fasten'd  with  a  band 

Of  lavish  pearls,  whose  worth  could  scarce  be  toM ; 
Her  orange  silk  full  Turkish  trowsers  furl'd 
About  the  prettiest  ankle  in  the  world. 

LXXIII. 

Her  hair's  long  auburn  waves  down  to  her  heel 

Flow'd  like  an  Alpine  torrent  which  the  sun 
Dyes  with  his  morning  lights  and  would  conceal 

Her  person  ^  if  allow'd  at  large  to  run ; 
And  still  they  seem  resentfully  to  feel 

The  silken  fillet's  curb,  and  sought  to  shun 
Their  bonds  whene'er  some  zephyr  caught  began 
To  offer  his  young  pinion  a^  her  fan, 

LXXIV. 

Round  her  she  made  an  atmosphere  of  life. 

The  very  sdr  seem'd  lighter  from  her  eyes, 
They  were  so  soft  and  beautiful,  and  rife 

With  all  we  can  imagine  of  the  skies. 
And  pure  as  Psyche,  ere  she  grew  a  wife— « « 

Too  pure  even  for  the  purest  human  ties  y 
Her  overpowering  presence  made  you  feel 
It  would  not  be  idolatry  to  kneel. 
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LXXV. 

Her  eyelashes,  though  dark  as  night,  were  tinged 

(It  is  the  cowitry's  qistom),  but  in  vain ;«       .• 
For  diose  Uirge  black  eyes  were  so  blackly  fringed. 

The  glossy  rebels  mock'd  the  jetty  stain,  / 

And  in  their  native  beauty  stood  avenged :  ^ 

Her  nails  were  touch'd  with  henna ;  but  again 
The  power  of  art  was  tum'd  to.  nothing,  for 
They  could  not  look  more  rosy  th^  before. 

LXXVI. 

The  henna  should  be  deeply  dyed  to  make 

The  skin  relieved  appear  more  fairly  fair ; 
She  had  no  need  of  this,  day  ne'er  will  break 

On  mountain  tops  more  heavenly  white  than  her  .* 
The  eye  might  doubt  if  it  were  veU  awake, 

She  was  so  like  a  vision ;  I  migJit  err. 
But  Shakspeare  also  says 't  is  very  silly 
'*  To  gild  refined  gold,  or  paint  the  lily/' 

Lxxvn. 

Juan  had  on  a  shawl  of  black  and  gold, 

But  a  white  baracan,  and  so  transparent, . 
The  sparkling,  gems  beneath  you  might  behold, 

Like  small  stars  through  the  milky  way  apparent ;  * 

His  turban,  furl'd  in  many  a  graceful  fold. 

An  emerald  aigrette  with  Haidee's  hair  in 't 
Surmounted  as  its  clasp — 9  glowing  crescent. 
Whose  rays  shone  ever  trembling,  but  incessant. 

LXXVIII. 

And  now  they  were  diverted  by  their^uite. 

Dwarfs,  dancing  girls,  black  eunuchs,  and  a  poet, 
Which  made  their  new  establishment  complete ; 

The  last  was  of  great  fame,  and  liked  to  show  it : 
His  verses  rarely  wanted  their  due  feet, 

And  for  his  theme — ^he  seldom  sung  below  it. 
He  being  pai^  to  satirize  or  flatter, 
As  the  psalm  says,  ^'  inditing  a  good  matter." 

LXXIX. 

• 

He  praised  the  present,  and  abused  the  past,  ^ 

Reversing  the  good  custom  of  old  days ; 
An  eastern  anti-jacobin  at  last 

He  tum'd,  preferring  pudding  to  no  praise. 
For  some  few  years  his  lot  had  been  o'ercast 

By  his  seeming  independent  in  his  lays ; 
But  now  he  sung  the  Sultan  and  the  Pacha, 
With  truth  like  Southey,  and  wi^h  verse  like  Crashaw. 
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LXXX. 

He  was  a  man  who  had  seen*many  changes, 

And  always  changed  as  true  as  any  needle, 
His  polar  star  being  one  which  rather  ranges, 

And  not  the  fix'd — he  \Lne\r  the  way  to  wheedle ; 
So  Vile  he  'scaped  the  doom  which  oft  avenges ; 

And  being  fluent  (save  indeed  when  fee'd  ill), 
He  lied  with  such  a  fervour  of  intention — 
There  was  no  doubt  lig  earn'd  his  laureate  pension. 

LXXX  I. 

But  he  had  genius,— when  a  turncoat  has  it, 

The  ^'vates  irritabilis  *'  takes  care 
That  without  notice  few  full  moons  shall  pass  it ; 

Even  good  men  like  to  make  the  public  stare  ; — 
But  to  my  subject — ^let  me  see — what  was  it? 

Oh! — ^the  third  canto — and  th©  pretty  pair-^— 
Their  loves,  and  feasts,  and  house,  and  dress,  and  mode 
Of  living  in  their  insular  abode. 

LXXXII. 

Their  poet,  a  sad  trimmer,  but  no  less 

In  company  a  very  pleasant  fellow,   . 
Had'  been  the  favourite  of  full  many  a  mess 

Of  men,  and  made  them  speechef  when  half  mellow ; 
And  though  his  meaning  they  could  rarely  guess, 

Yet  still  they  deign'd  to  hiccup  or  to  bellow 
The  glorious  meed  pf  popular  applause. 
Of  which  the  first  ne'er  knows  die  second  cause. ' 

Lxxxni. 

But  now  being  lifted  into  high  society,   . 

And  having  pick'd  up  several  odds  and  ends 
Of  free  thoughts  in  his  travels,  for  variety, 

He  deem'd,  being  in  a  lone  isle  among  friends, 
That,  without  any  danger  of  a  rioC,  he 

Might  ibr  long  lying  make  himself  amends ; 
And,  singing  as  he  sung  in  his  warm  youth, 
Agree  to  a  short  armistice  with  truth. 

LXXXiV. 

He  'd  travell'd  'mongst  the  Arabs,  Turks,  and  Franks, 
And  knew  the  self-loves  of  the  different  nations ; 

And  having  lived  with  people  of  all  ranks. 
Had  something  ready  upon  n^ost  occasions— 

Which  got  him  a  few  presents  and  some  thanks. 
He  varied  with  some  skill  his  adulations ; 

To  ^'  do  at  Rome  as  Romans  do,"  ai  piece 

Of  conduct  was  which  he  observed  in  Greece. 
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liXXXV. 

Thus,  usiially,  when  he  was  ask*d  to  sing, 

He  gave  the  different  nations  something  national ; 

T  was  all  the  same  to  him — ''  God  save  the  King," 
Or  *^pa  ira,^^  according  to  the  fashion  all. 

His  mose  made  increment  of  any  thing, 
From  the  high  lyrical  to  the  low  rational : 

If  Pindar  sang  horse-races,  what  should  hinder 

Himself  from  heing  as  pliable  as  Pindar  \ 

LXXXVI. 

In  France,  for  instance,  he  would  write  a  chanson ; 

In  England,  a  six-canto  quarto  tale ; 
In  Spain,  he  *d  make  a  ballad  or  romance  on 

The  last  war — much  the  same  in  Portugal ; 
In  Germany,  the  Pegasus  he  *d  prance  on 

Would  be  old  Goethe's — (see  what  says  de  SiaSl) ; 
In  Italy,  he*d  ape  the  '^  Trecentisti  ;'* 
In  Greece,  he  *d  sing  some  sort  of  hymn  like  this  t'  yc 

The  isles  of  Greece !  the  isles  of  Greece  I 
Where  burning  Sappho  loved  and  snng^ 

Where  grew  the  arts  of  war  and  peace. 
Where  Delos  rose  ai^d  Phoebus  sprung ! 

Eternal  sunmier  gilds  them  yet. 

But  all,  except  their  sun,  is  set. 

The  Scian  and  the  Teian  muse, 

The  hero's  harp,  the  lover's  lute, 
Have  found  the  fame  your  shores  refuse  ; 

Their  place  of  bhth  alone  is  mute 
To  sounds  which  echo  further  west 
Than  your  sires'  '^  Islands  of  the  Blest." 

The  mountains  look  on  Marathon, 

And  Marathon  looks  on  the  sea  $ 
And  musing  there  an  hour  alone, 

I  dream'd  that  Greece  might  still  be  free ; 
For,  standing  on  the  Persians'  grave, 
I  could  not  deem  myself  a  slave. 

A  king  sat  on  the  rocky  broW 
Which  looks  o'er  sea-born  Salamis ; 

And  ships,  by  thousands,  lay  below. 
And  men  in  nations ; — ^aU  were  his  ! 

He  counted  them  at  break  of  day — 

And  when  the  sun  set  where  were  they  ? 
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And  where  are  they  ?  and  where  art  thou, 
Mj  country?   On  thy  yoioeless  shore 

The  heroic  hiy  is  tuneless  now — 
The  heroic  hosom  beats  no  more  ! 

And  mast  thy  lyre,  so  long  divine. 

Degenerate  into  hands  like  mine? 

T  is  something,  in  the  dearth  of  fame, 
Though  link'd  among  a  fetter'd  race. 

To  feel  at  least  a  patriot's  shame, 
Eren  as  I  sing,  suffuse  my  lace ; 

For  what  is  left  the- poet  here? 

For  Greeks  a  blush— for  Greece  a  tear. 

Must  we  but  weep  o'er  days  more  blesa'd  ? 

Must  we  but  blush  ? — Our  fathers  bled. 
Earth  !  render  back  from  out  thy  breast 

A  renmant  of  our  Spartan  dead ! 
Of  the  three  hundred  grant  but  three. 
To  make  a  new  Tlyermopybe ! 

What !  silent  still  ?  and  silent  all  ? 

Ah !  no  ;-'the  voices  of  the  d^ad 
Sound  like  a  distant  torrent's  fall, 

And  answer,  **Let  one  living  head, 
But  one  arise, — we  come,  we  come !" 
'T  is  but  the  living  who  are  dumb. 

In  vain — in  vain  i  strike  other  chords ; 

Fill  high  the  cup  with  Samian  wine ! 
Leave  battles  to  the  Turkish  hordes. 

And  shed  the  blood  of  Scio's  vine ! 
Hark !  rising  to  the  ignoble  call — 
How  answers  each  bold  bacchanal ! 

You  have  the  Pyrrhic  dance  as  yet, 
Where  is  the  Pyrrhic  phalanx  gone  ? 

Of  two  such  lessons,  why  forget 
The  noble^and  the  manlier  one  ? 

You  have  the  letters  Cadmus  gave — 

Think  ye  he  meant  them  for  a  slave  ? 

Fill  high  the  bowl  with  Samian  wine ! 

We  will  not  think  of  themes  like  these  ! 
It  made  Anacreon*8  song  divine  : 

He  served — ^but  served  Polycrates — 
A  tyrant ;  but  our  masters  then 
Were  still,  at  least,  our  countrymen. 


A 


113  BYRON'S  WORKS. 

The  tyrant  of  the  Chersonese 

Was  freedom's  hest  and  bravest  friend ; 

T%at  tyrant  was  Miltiades ! 
Oh }  that  the  present  hoar  would  lend 

Another  despot  of  the  kind  ! 

Such  chains  as  his  were  sore  to  bind. 

Fill  high  the  bowl  with  Samian  wine ! 

On  Suli's  rock,  and  Parga's  shore ^ 
Exists  the  remnant  of  a  line 

Such  as  the  Doric  mothers  bore ; 
And  there,  perhjaps,  some  seed  is  sewn, 
The  Heracleidan  blood  might  own. 


Trust  not  for  freedom  to  the  Franks- 


They  have  a  kmg  who  buys  and  sells  *. 
In  native  swords^  and  native  ranks, 

The  only  hope  of  courage  dwells ; 
But  Turkish  force,  and  Latin  fraud, 
Would  break  your  shield,  however  broad. 

Fill  high  the  bowl  with  l^amian  wine ! 

Our  virgins  dance  beneath  the  shade-^ 
I  see  their  glorious  black  eyes  shine : 

But,  gazing  on  each  glowing  maid. 
My  own  the  burning  tear-drop  laves, 
To  think  such  breasts  must  suckle  slavesl. 

Place  me  on  Sunium's  marbled  steep — 
Where  nqthing,  save  the  waves  and  I, 

May  hear  our  mutual  mutraui-s  sweep ; 
There,  swan4ike,  let  me  sing  and  die  : 

A  land  of  slaves  shall  ne'er  be  mine — 

Dash  down  yon  cup  of  Samian  wine ! 


Lxxxvii. 

Thus  sung,  or  would^  or  could,  or  should  have  sang« 
The  modern  Greek,  in  tolerable  verse ; 

If  not  like  Orpheus  quite,  when  Greece  was  young, 
Yet  in  these  times  he  might  have  done  much  worse  ^ 

His  strain  displayed  some  feeling — right  or  wrong ; 
And  feeling  iii  a  poet  is  the  source  * 

Of  others'  feeling ;  but  they  are  such  liars. 

And  take  all  colours-r-like  Uie  hands  of  dyers.   ' 
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LXXXVIII. 

But  words  are  things,  and  a  small  drop  of  ink, 

Falling  like  dew  txgoa  a  tliought,  produces 
That  which  makes  thousands,  perhaps  millions,  think. 

'T  is  strange,  the  shortest  letter  wlueh  man  uses, 
Instead  of  speech,  may  form  a  lasting  link 

Of  ages  :  to  what  straits  old  Time  reduces 
Frail  man,  when  paper — even  a  rag  like  this, 
Survives  himself,  his  tomh,  and  all  that  *6  his. 

IiXimLIX. 

And  when  his  bones  are  dust,  his  grave  a  hlank, 

His  station,  generation,  even  has  nation. 
Become  a  thing,  or  nothing,  save  to  rank 

In  chronological  commemoralion, 
Some  dull  MS.  obUvion  long  has  sank, 

Or  graven  stone  found  in  a  barrack^s  station. 
In  digging  the  fouudatiopi  of  a  eloset. 
May  turn  his  name  up  as  a  rare  deposit. 

XC. 

And  glory  long  has  made  ihe  sages  smile  ; 

'T  is  something,  nothing,  words,  illusion,  wind— - 
Depending  more  upon  the  historian's  style 

Than  on  the  name  a  person  leaves  behind. 
Troy  owes  to  Homer  what  whist  owes  to  Hoyle ; 

The  present  century  was  growing  blind 
To  the  great  Marlborough's  skill  in  giving  knocks, 
Until  his  late  Life  by  Archdeacon  Coxe. 

XCI. 

Milton  's  the  prince  of  poets^-nso  we  say; 

A  little  heavy,  but  no  less  divine ; 
An  independent  being  in  his  day*-^ 

Learn'd,  pious,  ten^rate  in  love  and  wine  ; 
But  his  life  fadling  into  Johnson's  way. 

We  're  told  this  great  high  priestof  all  the  Nine 
Was  whipt  at  college, — a  harsh  sire— '^>dd  spouse, 
For  the  first  Mi's.  Milton  left  his  house. 

XCII. 

All  these  are,  eetiet,  entertaining  facts, 

like  Shakspeare's  stealing  deer,  Lord  Bacon's  bribes ; 
Like  Titus'  youth,  and  Caesar's  earliest  acts  ; 

Like  Bums  (whom  Doctor  Cnrrie  well  describes) ; 
Like  Cromwell's  pranks ;— but  although  truth  exacts . 

These  amiable  descriptions  from  the  scribes, 
As  most  essential  to  their  hero's  story. 
They  do  not  much  contribute  to  his  jrlory. 

IV.  8 
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XCIII^ 

All  are  not  moralists  like  Sottthey,  when 
He  prated  to  the  world  of  **  PantisocraQr  ;** 

Or  Wordsworth  nnezcised,  unliired,  who  ^ea 
Seasoned  his  pedlar  poems  with  democracy ; 

Or  Coleridge,  long  before  his  flighty  pen 
Let  to  the  Morning  Post  its  aristocracy  ; 

When  he  and  Southey,  following  the  same  patb> 

Espoused  two  partners  (milliners  of  Bath). 

XCIV. 

Sach  names  at  present  cnt  a  conVict  figore. 
The  very  Botany  Bay  in  moral  geography; 

Their  loyal  treason,  renegade  rigour. 
Are  good  manure  for  their  more  bare  biographyt 

Wordsworth's  last  quarto,  by  the  way,  is  bigger 
Than  any  since  Uie  birthday  of  typography ; 

A  drowsy  frouzy  poem,  callM  the  '^  Excursion," 

Writ  in  a  manner  which  is  nay  aversion. 

xcy. 

He  there  builds  up  a  formidable  dike 
Between  his  own  and  others'  intellect ; 

But  Wordsworth's  poem,  and  his  followers,  like 
Joanna  Southcote's  Shiloh  and  her  sect. 

Are  thmgs  which  in  thistentury  don't  strike 
The  public  mind,  so  few  are  the  elect ; 

And  the  new  births  of  both  their  stale  virginities 

Have  proved  but  dropsies,  taken  for  divinities. 

XCVI. 

But  let  me  to  my  story :  I  must  own. 
If  I  have  any  fault,  it  is  digression ; 

Leaving  my  people  to  proceed  alone, 
While  I  soliloquize  beyond  expression  $ 

But  these  are  my  addresses  from  the  throne, 
Which  put  off  business  to  the  ensuing  session  : 

Forgetting  each  omisaon  is  a  loss  to 

The  world,  not  quite  so  great  as  Ariosto. 

XCVIL 

I  know  that  what  our  neighbours  call  "  longuatra" 
(We  've  not  so  good  a  wordy  but  have  the  thing 

In  that  complete  perfection  which  ensures 
An  epic  from  Bob  Southey  every  spring)*^ 

Form  not  the  true  temptation  which  allures 
The  reader;  but 't  would  not  be  hard  to  bring 

Some  fine  examples  of  the  epopee^ 

To  prove  its  grand  ingredient  is  enmiu 
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XCVIII. 

We  learn  from  Horace,  Homer  sometimes  sleeps ; 

We  feel  without  bim,  Wordsworth  sometimes  wakes. 
To  show  with  what  complacency  he  creeps, 

With  his  dear  Woffgcnen^  around  his  lakes ; 
He  wishes  for  '*  a  hoat"  to  sail  the  deeps — 

Of  ocean  ? — ^no,  of  air ;  and  then  he  makes 
Another  oatcry  for  *^a  little  hoat," 
And  drivels  seas  to  set  it  weU  afloat. 

XCIX. 

If  he  miast  fun  sweep  o'er  the  etherial  plain, 

And  Pegasas  runs  restive  in  his  *^  waggon,'' 
Could  he  not  beg  the  loan  of  Charles's  Wain  ? 

Or  pray  Medea  for  a  single  dragon  ? 
Or  if,  too  classic  for  his  vulgar  brain, 

He  fear'd  his  neck  to  venture  such  a  nag  on, 
And  he  must  needs  mount  nearer  to  the  moon, 
Could  not  the  blockhead  ask  for  a  balloon  ? 

C. 

"  Pedlars,"  and  "  boats,"  and  "  waggons !"  Oh  !  ye  shades 

Of  Pope  and  Dryden,  are  we  come  to  this  ? 
That  trash  of  such  sort  not  alone  evades 

Contempt,  but  from  the  bathos*  vast  abyss 
Floats  scum-Uke  uppermost,  and  these  Jack  Cades 

Of  sense  and  song  above  your  graves  may  hiss — 
The  '*  little  boatman"  and  his  <'  Peter  Bell" 
Can  sneer  at  him  who  drew  *^  Achitophel !" 

CL 

T*  our  tale. — ^The  feast  was  over,  the  slaves  gone, 

The  dwarfs  and  dancing  girls  had  aU  retired ; 
The  Arab  lore  and  poet's  song  were  done. 

And  every  sound  of  revelry  expired ; 
The  lady  and  her  lover,  left  alone, 

The  rosy  flood  of  twilight  sky  admired ;— ^ 
Ave  Maria !  o'er  the  earth  and  sea. 

That  heavenliest  hour  of  heaven  is  worthiest  thee ! 

CII. 

Ave  Maria !  blessed  be  the  hour  ! 

The  time,  the  clime,  the  spot,  where  I  so  oft 
Have  felt  that  moment  in  its  fullest  power 

Sink  o*er  the  earth  so  beautiful  and  soft. 
While  swung  the  deep  bell  in  the  distant  tower. 

Or  the  faint  dying  day-hymn  stole  aloft, 
And  not  a  breath  crept  tiirough  the  rosy  air. 
And  yet  the  forest  leaves  seem  stirr'd  with  prayer* 
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cia 

Ave  Maria  .'  *t  is  the  hoar  of  prayer ! 

Ave  Maria !  *t  is  the  hour  of  love ! 
Ave  Maria  !  may  oar  spirits  dare 

Look  ap  to  thine  and  to  thy  Son's  above ! 
Ave  Maria !  oh  that  face  so  fair  ! 

Those  downcast  eyes  beneath  the  aknighty  dove — 
What  thoagh  *t  is  but  a  pictured  image  strike— 
That  painting  is  no  idol,  *t  is  tOo  like. 

CIV. 

Some  kinder  casuii^ts  are  pleased  to  say, 
In  nameless  print,  that  I  have  no  devotion  ; 

But  set  those  persons  down  with  me  to  pray, 
And  you  shall  see  who  has  the  properest  notion 

Of  getting  into  heaven  the  shortest  way  ; 
My  altars  are  the  mountains  and  the  ocean, 

Earth,  air,  stars, — all  that  springs  from  the  great  Whole 

Who  hath  produced,  and  will  receive  the  soul. 

CV. 

Sweet  hour  of  twilight !  in  the  solitude 

Of  the  pine  forest  and  the  silent  shore 
Which  bounds  Ravenna's  immemorial  wood, 

Rooted  where  once  the  Adrian  wave  flowM  o'er, 
To  where  the  last  Caesarian  fortress  stood, 

Ever-green  forest !  which  Boccaccio's  lore 
And  Dryden's  lay  made  haunted  ground  to  me, 
How  have  I  loved  the  twilight  hour  and  thee ! 

CVI. 

The  shrill  cicalas,  people  of  the  pine. 

Making  their  Aummer  lives  one  ceaseless  song, 

Were  the  sole  echoes,  save  my  steed's  and  mine, 
And  vesper-bell's  that  rose  the  boughs  along : 

The  spectre  huntsman  of  Onesti's  line, 

His  hell-dogs,  and  their  chase,  and  the  fair  throng. 

Which  learn'd  from  this  example  not  to  fly 

From  a  true  lover,  shadow'd  my  mind's  eye. 

CVII. 

Oh  Hesperus !  '  thou  bringest  all  good  things — 
Home  to  the  weary,  to  the  hungry  cheer. 

To  the  young  bird  the  parent's  brooding  wings. 
The  welcome  stall  to  the  o'erlabour'd  steer ; 

Whate'er  of  peace  about  our  hearthstone  cEngs, 
Whate'er  our  household  gods  protect  of  dear, 

Are  gather'd  round  us  by  thy  look  of  rest ; 

Thou  bring'st  the  child,  too,  to  the  mother's  breast. 
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cvni. 

Soft  hour !  '  which  wakes  the  wish  and  melts  the  heart 

Of  those  who  sail  the  seas,  on  the  first  day 
When  they  from  their  sweet  friends  are  torn  apart ; 

Or  fills  with  We  the  pilgrim  on  his  way, 
As  the  far  hell  of  vesper  makes  him  start, 

Seeming  to  weep  the  dying  day*s  decay ; 
Is  this  a  fancy  which  our  reason  scorns  ? 
Ah !  surely  nothing  dies  hut  something  mourns ! 

CIX. 

When  Nero  perish'd  by  the  justest  doom 

Which  ever  the  destroyer  yet  destroyed, 
Amidst  the  roar  of  liberated  Rome, 

Of  nations  freed,  and  the  world  overjoyM, 
Some  hands  unseen  strew'd  flowers  upon  his  tomb :  ^ 

Perhaps  the  weakness  of  a  heart  not  void 
Of  feeling  for  some  kindness  done,  when  power 
Had  left  the  wretch  an  uncorrupted  hour. 

ex. 

But  I  *m  digressing ;  what  on  earth  has  Nero, 

Or  any  such  like  sovereign  buffoons, 
To  do  with  the  transactions  of  my  hero, 

More  than  such  madmen^s  fellow-man — the  moon's  ? 
Sure  invention  must  be  down  at  zero, 

And  I  grown  one  of  many  *' wooden  spoons'* 
Of  verse  (the  name  with  which  we  Cantabs  please 
To  dub  the  last  of  honours  in  degrees). 

CXI 

I  feel  this  tediousness  wiU  never  do — 

'T  is  being  too  epic,  and  I  must  cut  down 
(In  copying)  this  long  canto  into  two : 

They  '11  never  find  it  out,  unless  I  own 
The  fact,  excepting  some  experienced  few ; 

And  then  as  an  improvement 't  i^  be  shown  *. 
1  'U  prove  that  such  the  opinion  of  the  critic  is 
From  Aristotle  pauinu — See  neiiprixM'. 
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NOTES  TO  CANTO  III. 


NoCel.  Slannzl?. 
For  BOM  likM  more  to  hear  himielf  conrerfe. 

RJipoM  allor  Hargntte :  a  dirtel  toato, 

lo  Bon  credo  i»Ui  al  nero,  di'  a  1*  azzarro ; 
Ma  nel  cappone,  o  letao,  o  tuokU  arroato ; 

E  credo  alcana  rolta  aDco  Del  tnurro, 
Ne  la  cenrofia,  e  qoand*  io  n*  ho  ael  moato  j  * 

E  molto  piit  do  1'  aapro  che  U  maogurro ; 
Ma  fopra  ttttto  nel  haon  vino  ho  ftde ; 
E  credo  che  ila  lalvo  chi  gU  crede. 

Pvi^i,  MorgtmU  Maggiort,  Canto  18,  Stanu  115. 

Note  1  Stanza  IzzL 

lliat  e'er  by  prectoofl  metal  wai  held  in. 

Tfak  dress  is  Moorish,  and  the  bracelets  and  bar  are  worn  in  the  manner  described. 
The  reader  will  percei?e  hereafter,  that,  as  the  mother  of  Haidee  was  of  Fes,  hei 
daughter  wore  the  garb  of  the  coontry. 

Note  3.  Stanza  Ixxii. 

A  liloe  gold  b^Ti  above  her  inatep  ronU'  . 

Hie  bar  of  gold  above  the  instep  is  a  mark  of  sorereign  rank  in' the  women  of  the 
families  of  the  Deys,  and  is  worn  as  such  by  their  female  relatives. 

V 

I 

Note  4.  Stanza  Izxiii. 
Her  perMm  if  allow'd  at  large  to  ran. 

This  is  no  exaggeration ;  there  were  four  women  whom  I  remember  to  have  seen, 
who  possessed  their  hair  in  this  profusion;  of  these,  three  were  Enghsh,  the  other 
was  a  Lerantine.  Their  hair  was  of  that  length  and  quantity  that,  when  let  down, 
it  almost  entirely  shaded  the  person,  so  as  nearly  to  render  dress  a  superfluity.  Of 
these,  only  one  had  dark  hair;  the  Oriental's  had,  perhaps,  the  lightest  colour  of 
the  four. 

Note  5.  Stanza  cvii. 
Oh  Hespenu !  thou  bringest  aU  good  thingi. 

•4^MC  elfWi  ^if**t  •Tt*> 
^ttp**t  /***^P*  w%6»» 

t^agmettt  ^  Sappko, 
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Note  6.  Stanza  cviii. 
Soft  hour  1  wUoli  wakea  the  widi  and  melti  tbebeart. 

£n  gii  1'  on  che  Tolge  1  diilo» 

A'  naTiganti,  e  ^nteneriice  il  cuore ; 
Lo  <U  ch'  ban  detto  a*  dolei  anici  addio, . 

E  cbe  lo  naoYO  peregrin  d'  amore 
Ponge,  le  ode  Sqoilla  di  lontano, 

Che  pqa  '1  giomo  pianger  che  si  nraore. 

Dantb*s  PurgeUory,  Canto  viii. 

This  last  line  ia  the  flrat  of  Gray's  Elegy,  taken  by  liim  without  acknowledgment. 

Note  7.  Stanza  cix. 
Some  hands  anieen  stre\r*d  flowers  upon  his  tomb. 
Se<i  Suetonius  for  this  fact. 


a»9* 
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CANTO    IV. 


I. 

NoTHiNo  SO  difficult  as  a  begiimiiig 

In  poesy,  onless  perhaps  the  end ; 
For  oftentimes,  when  Peg^asus  seems  winning 

The  race,  he  sprains  a  wing,  and  down  we  tend, 
Like  Lucifer  when  hurFd  from  hearen  for  sinning ; 

Our  sin  the  same,  and  hard  as  his  to  mend. 
Being  pride,  which  leads  the  mind  to  soar  too  Oar, 
Till  our  own  weakness  shows  us  what  we  .are. 

II. 

But  time,  which  brings  all  beings  to  their  level, 
And  sharp  adversity,  will  teach  at  last 

Man, — ^and,  as  we  would  hope, — perhaps  the  devils 
That  neither  of  their  inteUects  are  vast : 

While  youth's  hot  wishes  in  our  red  veins  revel, 
We  know  not  this — the  blood  flows  on  too  fast; 

But  as  the  torrent  widens  towards  the  ocean, 

We  ponder  deeply  on  each  past  emotion. 

m. 

As  boy,  I  thought  myself  a  clever  fellow. 
And  wishM  that  others  held  the  same  opinion ; 

They  took  it  up  when  my  days  grew  more  mellow, 
And  other  minds  acknowledged  my  dominion : 

Now  my  sere  fancy  "  falls  into  the  yellow 
Leaf,"  and  imagination  droops  her  pinion, 

And  the  sad  truth  which  hovers  o'er  my  desk 

Turns  what  was  once  romantic  to  burlesque. 

IV, 

And  if  I  laugh  at  any  mortal  thing, 

T  is  that  I  may  not  weep ;  and  if  I  weep, 

'T  18  that  our  nature  cannot  always  bring 
Itself  to  apathy,  which  we  must  steep 

First  in  the  icy  depths  of  Lethe's  spring, 
Ere  what  we  least  wish  to  behold  will  sleep. 

Thetis  baptized  her  mortal  son  in  Styx ; 

A  mortal  mother  would  on  Lethe  fix. 
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V. 


Some  have  accused  me  of  a  strange  design 

Against  the  creed  and  mords  of  the  land, 
And  trace  it  in  this  poem' every  line : 

I  don't  pretend  ^at  I  quite  tinderstiknd 
My  own  meaning  when  1  would  be  ve?y  fine ; 

Bat  the  fact  is  that  I  have  nothing  plann'd^ 
Unless  it  was  to  be  a  moment  merry — 
A  novel  word  in  my  vocabulary. 

VI. 

To  die  kind  reader  of  our  sober  cMme 

This  way  of  wrhing  wi&  appear  exotic : 
Pulci  was  sire  of  the  half-serious  rhyme, 

Who  sung  when  ohivahy  was  more  Quixotic, 
And  revellM  in  the  fancies  of  the  time, 

True  knights,  chaste  dames^  huge  giants,  kings  despoUc ; 
But  an  these,  save  the  last,  being  obsolete, 
I  chose  a  modem  subject  *as  more  meet. 

vn. 

How  I  have  treated  it,  I  do  not  know — 
Perhaps  no  better  than  they  've  ti^eated  me 

Who  have  imputed  inch  designs  as  show, 

Not  what  they  saw^  bdt  what  they  wish'd  to  see  : 

But  if  it  gives  them  pleasure,  be  it  so,— 
This  is  a  liberal  age,  and  thoughts  are  free ; 

Meantime  Apollo  plucks  me  by  the  ear, 

And  tells  me  to  resume  my  story  here. 

Vttl. 

Young  Juan  and  his  ladylove  were  left 

To  their  own  hearts'  most  sweet  society ; 
Even  Time,  the  pitiless,  in  sorrow  cleft 

With  his  rude  scythe  such  gentle  bosoms ;  he 
Sigh'd  to  behold  them  of  their  hours  bereft. 

Though  foe  to  love ;  and  yet  they  could  not  be 
Meant  to  grow  old,  but  (tie  in  happy  springs 
Before  one  charm  or  hop6  had  taken  wing. 

IX. 

Their  faces  were  not  made  for  wrinkles,  their 
Pure  blood  to  Stagnate,  their  great  hearts  to  fo3 ; 

The  blank  gray  was  not  made  to  blast  their  hair. 
But,  like  the  clim^  that  know  nor  snow  nor  hall, 

They  were  all  summer :  Dghtnmg  might  assadl 
And  shiver  them  to  ashes,  but  to  trail 

A  long  and  snake-^like  tife  of  dull  decay 

Was  not  for  them--they  had  too  fitlle  day. 
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X. 

They  were  alone  once  more  ;  for  them  to.be 
Thus  was  another  £den ;  thej  were  never 

Weary,  unless  when  separate  *.  thetreie 
Cut  from  its  forest  root  of  years — ^the  river 

Danmi*d  from  its  fountain — the  child  from  the  knee 
And  breast  maternal  weaned  at  once  for  ever, 

Would  wither  less  than  these  two  torn  apart ; 

Alas !  there  is  no  instinct  like  the  heart — 

XI: 

The  heart — ^which  may  be  broken.    Hj^py  they  I 
Thrice  fbrtnnate !  who,  of  that  fragile  mould. 

The  precious  porcelain  of  human  clay, 
Break  with  the  first  fall :  they  can  ne*er  behold 

The  long  year  link'd  with  heavy  day  on  day. 
And  all  which  must  be  borne,  and  never  told ; 

While  life's  strange  principle  will  often  lie 

Deepest  in  those  who  long  the  most  tb  die. 

xn. 

*^  Whom  the  gods  love  die  young,"  was  said  of  yore, ' 
And  many  deaths  do  they  escape  by  this  : 

The  death  of  friends,  and  that  which  slays  even  more — 
The  death  of  friendship,  love^  youth,  sjl  that  is, 

Except  mere  breath :  and  since  the  silent  shove 
Awaits  at  least  even  those  whom  longest  miss 

The  old  archer's  shafts,  perhaps  the  early  grave 

Which  men  weep  over  may  be  meant  to  save. 

XIII. 

Haidee  and  Juan  thought  not  of  the  dead ; 

The  heavens,  and  earth,  and  air,  seem'd  made  for  them ; 
They  found  no  fault  with  Time,  save  that  he  fled ; 

They  saw  not  in  themselves  aught  to  condemn. 
Each  was  the  other's  mirror,  and  but  read 

Joy  sparkling  in  their  dark  eyes  Uke  a  gem, 
And  knew  such  brightness  was  bat  the  reflection 
Of  their  exchanging  glances  of  affection. 

XIV. 

The  gentle  pressure  and  the  thrilling  touch, 
The  least  glance  better  understood  than  words, 

Which  still  said  all,  and  ne'er  could  say  too  much ; 
A  language,  too,  but  like  to  that  of  birds, 

Known  but  to  them,  at  least  appearing  such 
As  but  to  lovers  a  true  sense  affords ; 

Sweet  playful  phrases,  which  would  seem  absurd 

To  those  who  've  ceased  to  hear  such,  or  ne'er  heard ; 
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XV. 

All  these  were  theirs,  for  they  were  children  sfUl, 

And  children  still  they  should  have  erer  been ; 
They  were  not  made  in  the  r^il  world  to  fill 

A  busy  character  in  the  dnll  scene  ; 
But  like  two  beings  bom  from  out  a  rill, 

A  nymph  and  her  beloved,  all  unseen 
To  pass  their  lives  in  fountains  and  on  flowers, 
And  never  know  the  weight  of  human  hours. 

XVI.  • 

Moons  changing  had  rollM  on,  and  changeless  found 

Those  their  bright  rise  had  lighted  to  such  joys 
As  rarely  they  beheld  throughout  their  round : 

And  these  were  not  of  the  vain  kind  which  cloys ; 
For  theirs  were  buoyant  spirits,  never  bound  ^ 

By  the  mere  senses ;  and  that  which  destroys 
Most  l9ve,  possession,  unto  them  appeared  ^ 
A  thing  which  each  endearment  more  endeared. 

xvn. 

Oh  beautiful !  and  rare  as  beautiful ! 

But  theirs  was  love  in  which  the  mind  delights 
To  lose  itself,  when  the  old  world  grows  dull. 

And  we  are  sick  of  its  hack  sounds  and  sights, 
Intrigues,  adventares  of  the  common  school. 

Its  petty  passions,  marriages,  and  flights, 
Where  Hymen's  torch  but  brands  one  strumpet  more, 
Whose  husband  only  knows  h^r  not  a  wh — ^re. 

xvin 

Hard  words ;  harsh  truth ;  a  truth  which  many  know. 

Enough. — ^The  faithful  and  the  fairy  pair,  ^ 
Who  never  found  a  single  hour  too  slow, . 

What  Was  it  made  them  thus  exempt  from  care  ? 
Young  innate  feelings  all  have  felt  below,^ 

Which  perish  in  tiie  rest,  but  in  them  were 
Inherent;  what  we  mortals  call  romantic. 
And  always  envy,  though  we  deem  it  fran^. 

•  XIX. 

This  is  in  others  a  factitious  state. 

An  opium  dream  of  too4nuch  youth  and  reading; 
But  was  in  them  their  nature  or  tiieir  fate : 

No  noveb  e*er  had  set  their  young  hearts  bleeding, 
For  Haidee's  knowledge  was  by  no  means  great, 

And  Juan  was  a  boy  of  sainUy  breeding ; 
So  that  there  was  no  reason  for  their  loves 
More  than  for  those  of  nightingales  or  doves. ' 
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XX. 


They  gazed  upon  the  siuuset ;  *t  is  aa  hour 

Dear  unto  aU,  but  dearest  to  fAeir  eyes. 
For  it  bad  made  them  what  they«were :  the  power 

Of  love  had  first, o*erwhebn'd  them  from  such  skies, 
When  ba[^ines#  iiad  been  their  only  dower, 

And  twiUgbt  saw  them  link'd  in  passion's  ties ; 
Charm'd  with  each  other,  all  things  charm'd,  that  brought 
The  past  still  welcome  as  the  present  thought. 

XXI. 

I  know  not  why^  but  in  that  hour  to-night, 
Even  as  they  gaaed,  a  sudden  tremor  came, 

And  swept,  as  *t  were,  across  their  hearts'  delight, 
Like  the  wind  o'er  a  harp-string,  or  a  tame, 

When  one  is  shook  in  sound,  and  one  in  sight ; 
And  thus  some  boding  flash'd  through  either  fnune, 

And  call'd  from  Juan's  breast  a  faint  low  sigh, 

While  one  new  tear  arose  in  Haidee'sneye. 

XXII. 

That  large  black  prophet  eye  seem'd  to  dilate 

And  follow  far  the  disappearing  sun, 
As  if  their  last  day  of  a  lu^ppy  date 

With  his  broad,  bright^  and  dropping  orb  were  gone; 
Juan  gazed  on  her  as  to  ask  his  fate— 

He  felt  a  grief,  but  knowing  cause  for  none, 
His  glance  inquired  of  hers  for  some  excuse 
For  feelings  causeless,  or  at  least  abstruse. 

XXIII. 

She  turn  d  to  him,  and  smiled,  but  in  that  sort 
Which  makes  n(^t  others  smile ;  then  turn'd  aside  : 

Whatever  feeling  shook  her,  it  seem'd  short, 
And  master'd  by  her  wisdom  or  her  pride. 

When  Juan  spoke,  too — it  might  be  in  ^rt — 
Of  this  their  mutual  feeling,  i^e  replied — 

*^  If  it  should  be  so, — ^but — it  cannot  be— 

Or  I  at  least  shall  not  survive  to  see." 

XXIV. 

Juan  would  question  further,  but  she  press'd 
His  lips  to  hers,  and  silenced  him  with  this, 

And  then  dismiss'd  the  omen  from  her  breast. 
Defying  augury  with  that  fond  kiss  ; 

And  no  doubt  of  all  methods  't  is  the  best : 
Some  people  prefer  wine— -'t  is  ^t  amiss  : 

I  have  tried  both  ;  so  those  who  would  a  part  take 

May  chuse  between  the  head-ache  and  the  heartnuihe. 
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XXV. 

One  of  the  two,  according  to  your  choice. 

Women  or  wine,  you  'U  have  to  undergo  ; 
Both  maladies  are  taxes  on  our  joys : 

But  which  to  chu&e,  I  really  hardly  know  ; 
And  if  I  had  to  give  a  casting  voice, 

For  hoth  sides  I  could  many  reasons  show. 
And  then  decide,  without  great  wrong  to  either, 
It  were  much  better  to  have  hoth  than  neither. 

XXVI. 

Juan  and  Haidee  gaxed  upon  each  other 

With  swimming  looks  of  speechless  tenderness, 
Which  mix'd  all  feelings,  friend,  child,  lover,  hrother, 

All  that  the  best  can  mingle  and  express. 
When  two  pure  hearts  are  pour'd  in  one  another. 

And  love  too  much,  and  yet  can  not  love  less ; 
But  almost  sanctify  the  sweet  excess 
By  the  immortal  wish  and  power  to  bless. 

xxvn. 

Mix'd  in  each  other*s  arms,  and  heart  in  heart. 
Why  did  they  not  then  die  ? — ^they  had  lived  too  long, 

Should  an  hour  come  to  bid  them  breathe  apart ; 
Years  could  but  bring  them  cruel  things  or  wrong. 

The  world  was  not  for  them,  nor  the  world's  art 
For  beings  passionate  as  Sappho's  song ; 

Love  was  born  mth  them,  m  them,  sp  intense, 

It  was  their  very  spirit-^not  a  sense. 

xxvin. 

They  should  have  Uved  together  deep  in  woods, 

Unseen  as  sings  the  nightingale ;  they  were 
Unfit  to  mix  in  these  thick  solitudes 

Called  social,  haunts  of  hate,  vice  and  care  : 
How  lonely  every  freebom  creature  broods ! 

The  sweetest  song-birds  nestle  in  a  pair ; 
The  eagle  soars  alone ;  the  gull  and  crow 
Flock  o'er  their  carrion,  just  as  mortals  do. 

XXIX. 

Now  pillow'd,  cheek  to  cheek,  in  loving  isleep, 

Haidee  and  Juan  their  siesta  took ; 
A  gentle  slumber,  but  it  was  not  deep, 

For  ever  and  anon  a  something  shook 
Juan,  and  shuddering  o'er  his  frame  would  creep  ; 

And  Haidee's  sweet  lips  munnur'd  like  a  brook, 
A  wordless  music ;  and  her  £ice  so  fair 
Stirr'd  with  her  dream,  as  rose-leaves  with  the  air ; 
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XXX 

Or  as  the  stirring  of  a  deep  clear  stream 

Within  an  Alpbe  hollow,  when  the  wind 
Walks  oyer  it,  was  she  shaken  by  the  dream, 

The  mystical  usurper  of  the  mind — 
Overpowering  us  to  be  whatever  may  seem 

Good  to  the  soul  which  we  no  more  can  bind ; 
Strange  state  of  being !  (for  *t  is  still  to  be) 
Senseless  to  feel,  and  with  seal'd  eyes  to  see. 

xxxr. 

She  dreamed  of  being  alone  on  the  seanshore. 
Chained  to  a  rock  ;  she  knew  not  how,  but  stir 

She  could  not  firom  the  spot,  and  the  loud  roar 

Grew,  and  each  wave  rose  roughly,  threatening  her; 

And  o'er  her  upper  Up  they  seem*d  to  pour. 
Until  she  sobb'd  for  breath,  and  soon  they  were 

Foaming  o'er  her  lone  head,  so  fierce  and  high 

Each  broke  to  drown  her,  yet  she  could  not  die. 

XXXII. 

Anon — she  was  released,  and  then  she  stray'd 
O'er  the  sharp  shingles  with  her  bleeding  feet. 

And  stumbled  almost  every  step  she  made  ; 
And  something  roll'd  before  her  in  a  sheet. 

Which  she  must  still  pursue,  howe'er  afradd  ; 
'T  was  white  and  indistbct,  nor  stopp'd  to  meet 

Her  glance  nor  grasp,  for  still  she  gazed  and  grasp'd. 

And  ran,  but  it  escaped  her  as  she  clasp'd. 

xxxiir. 

The  dream  changed :  in  a  cave  she  stood ;  its  walls 

Were  hung  with  marble  icicles ;  the  work 
Of  ages  on  its  water-fretted  halls. 

Where  waves  might  wash,  and  seals  might  breed  and  lurk  ; 
Her  hair  was  dripping,  and  the  very  balls 

Of  her  black  eyes  seem'd  turn'd  to  tears,  and  murk 
The  sharp  rocks  look'd  below  each  drop  they  caught. 
Which  froze  to  marble  as  it  fell,  she  thought. 

XXXIV. 

And  wet,  and  cold,  and  lifeless  at  her  feet^ 
Pale  as  the  foam  that  froth'd  on  his  dead  brow. 

Which  she  essay'd  in  vain  to  clear,  (how  sweet 
Were  once  her  cares,  how  idle  seem'd  they  now  !) 

Lay  Juan,  nor  could  aught  renew  the  beat 
Of  his  quench'd  heart ;  and  the  sea  dirges  low 

Rang  in  her  sad  ears  like  a  mermaid's  song, 

And  that  brief  dream  appear'd  a  life  too  long. 
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XXXV. 

And  gazing  on  the  dead,  she  thoaght  his  face 

Faded,  or  altered  into  something  new — 
Like  to  her  father's  features,  till  each  trace 

More  like  and  like  to  Lambro's  aspect  grew— 
With  all  his  keen  worn  look  and  Grecian  grace  ; 

And  starting,  she  awoke»  and  what  to  view  ? 
Oh  i  Powers  of  Heaven  !  what  dark  eye  meets  she  there  ? 
*T  is — *t  is  her  father's — &x'd  npon  the  pair  ! 

XXXVI. 

» 

Then  shrieking,  she  arose,  and  shrieking  fell. 

With  joy  and  sorrow,  hope  and  fear  to  see 
Him  whom  she  deem'd  a  habitant  where  dwell 

The  ocean-bwied,  risen  from  death,  to  be 
Perchance  the  death  of  one  she  loved  too  well : 

Dear  as  her  father  had  been  to  Haidee, 
It  was  a  moment  of  that  awful  kind — 
I  have  seen  such — ^but  must  not  call  to  mind. 

XXXVII. 

Up  Joan  sprung  to  Haidee's  bitter  shriek, 

'And  caught  her  falling,  and  from  off  the  wall 
Snatch'd  down  his  sabre,  in  hot  haste  to  wreak 

Vengeance  on  him  who  was  the  cause  of  all : 
Then  Lambro,  who  till  now  forbore  to  speak, 

Smil'd  scornfully,  and  said,  '^  Within  my  call 
A  thousand  scimitars  await  the  word  ; 
Put  up,  young  man,  put  up  your  silly  sword.'' 

XXXVIII. 

And  Haidee  clung  around  him  :  ^' Juan,  't  is — 
'T  is  Lambro — 't  is  my  father  !    Kneel  with  me — 

He  will  forgive  us — ^yes — ^it  must  be — yes. 
Oh !  dearest  father,  in  this  agony 

Of  pleasure  and  of  pain--even  while  I  kiss 
Thy  garment's  hem  with  transport,  can  it  be 

That  doubt  should  mingle  with  my  filial  joy  ? 

Deal  with  me  as  thou  wilt,  but  spare  this,  boy.'* 

XXXIX. 

High  and  inscrutable  the  old  roan  stood. 

Calm  in  his  voice,  and  calm  within  his  ey&— * 
Not  always  signs  with  him  of  calmest  mood : 

He  look'd  upon  her,  but  gave  no  reply ; 
Then  tum'd  to  Juan,  in  whose  cheek  the  blood 

Oft  came  and  went,  as  there  resolved  to  die  ; 
In  arms,  at  least,  he  stood,  in  act  to  spring 
On  the  first  foe  whom  Lambro's  call  might  bring. 
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XL.J 

*' Young  man^  your  sw'ord ;"  so  Lambro  once  more  said: 
Joan  replied,  '^Not  while  this  arm  is  free." 

The  old  man's  cheek  grew  pale,  bat  not  with  dread ; 
And,  drawing  from  his  belt  a  pistol,  he 

Replied,  ^^  Your  blood  be  then  on  your  own  head  V* 
Then  look'd  close  at  the  flint,  as  if  to  see 

T  was  fresh — for  he  had  lately  used  the  lock-^ 

And  next  proceeded  quietly  to  cock. 

XU. 

It  has  a  strange  quick  jar  upon  the  ear. 
That  cocking  of  a  pislol,  when  you  know 

A  moment  more  will  bring  the  sight  to  bear 
Upon  your  person,  twelve  yards  oS^  or  so  ; 

A  gentlemanly  distance,  not  too  near, 
If  yon  have  got  a  former  friend  for  foe ; 

But  after  having  been  ^red  at  once  or  twice, 

The  ear  becomes  more  Irish  and  less.  nice. 

XLn. 

Lambro  presented,  and  one  instant  more 
Had  stopped  thi$  cautp,  and  Don  Juan's  breath, 

When  Haidee  thr^w  herself  her  boy  before ; 

Stem  as  her  sire  :  ^*  On  me,"  she  cried,  ^Met  death 

Descend — ^the  fault  is  mine ;  tins  fatal  shore 

He  found — ^but  sought  not.    1  have  pledged  my  faith-*- 

I  love  him — I  will  die  with  him  :  I  knew 

Your  nature's  firmness**^HnQW  your  daughter's  too." 

xuii. 

A  minute  past,  and  she  had  been  all  tears. 

And  tenderness,  and  infancy  :  bijit  now 
She  stood  as  one  who  championed  human  fears-^ 

Pale,  statue-like,  and  stern,  she  woo'd  the  blow  ; 
And  tall  beyond  her  sex  and  their  compeers, 

She  drew  up  to  her  height,  as  if  to  show 
A  fsdrer  mark  ;  and  with  a  fix'd  eye  scann'd 
Her  father's  face — ^but  never  stopp'd  his  hand. 

XLIV. 

He  gazed  on  her,  and  she  on  him  ;  't  wa?  strange 
How  like  they  look'd  !  the  expression  was  the  sam^*-* 

Serenely  savage,  with  a  little  change 

In  the  large  dark  eyes*  mutual  darted  flame  ; 

For  she  too  was  as  one  who  could  avenge. 
If  cause  should  b^^a  lioness,  though  tame  : 

Her  faither's  blood  before  her  father's  face 

Boil'd  up,  and  proved  her  tmly  of  his  race. 
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I  said  they  were  alike,  their  feataea  an^i 
Their  stature  dilBerini^  fast  m  «eK  an^  yM^rs ; 

Even  to  the  delicacy  Af  their  hmin 
There  was  naenblance,  well  as  Ime  U^^  mfumi 

And  now  to  see  them,  1km  dinAci4«  «tod 
In  fix*d  ferocity,  when  joyoM  UUff^ 

And  sweet  sensatioaa,  Aovii  km9  wieleamsd  kotki 

Show  what  tfaepawioM  Bm  in  tiiair  M  growth. 


XLVI. 

The  father  paused  a  moiaeiit,  llien  withdixiw 
His  weapon,  and  repkociii  it  i  imt  «tami  still, 

And  looking  on  her,  as  to  l«ok  her  ihfteugh^ 
''  Not  /,**  he  Mid,  '» fme  90^  iAm  itmngiw  s  i 

Not  /  have  made  this  deselatioMc  few 
Would  hear  such  outrage,  aud  forbear  te  kill ; 

But  I  must  do  my  dut]^«4iew  ikom  faaet 

Done  thine,  the  present  ▼ouches  for  ihtt  patf  • 

XJ^VIL 

^'  Let  him  disarm ;  er,  by  niy  lall)er's  liead. 
His  own  shall  roll  before  yon  Kke  a  baH  T* 

He  raised  his  wMsde,  m  tifi  ^vroi>d  Im  said. 
And  blew ;  another  answered  to  Ibe  «a]l, 

And  rushing  in  disorder^,  diough  led. 
And  arm*d  from  boot  to  t«fbiui,  one  and  aM,  * 

Some  twenty  of  Us  train  eame,  rank  on  rauk ; 

He  gave  the  wond,  ''  Arrest  or  skiy  the  Fnuik." 

xLvm. 

Then,  with  a  sudden  movement,  he  witlKlrew 
His  daughter  ;  while  compressed  within  his  clasps 

Twixt  her  and  Juan  interposed  liie  «rew  ; 
In  yain  she  struggled  in  b^r  faittier^fs  clasp«^ 

His  arms  were  like  a  serpent's  coi} :  then  Aew 
Upon  their  prey,  as  darts  an  aagry  asp. 

The  file  of  pirates ;  save  the  foremoet,  <jnho 

Had  fallen,  with  his  right  lAioglder  balf  fpt  diraugii. 

XLIK. 

The  second  had  his  cheek  laid  open ;  but 
The  third,  a  wary  cool  old  sworder,  toidc 

The  blows  upon  his  cutlass,  and  then  pfit 
His  own  welt  In,  so  well,  ere  you  eeuld  look, 

His  man  was  floored,  and  helpless  at  h«i  foot, 
With  the  blood  running  like  a  little  bropk 

From  two  smart  sabre  gashes,  deep  and 

One  on  the  arm,  the  other  on  the  head. 
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I.. 

And  ihen  thej'Bound^him  where  he  fell,  and  here 
Joan  from  the  apartment :  with  a  sign 

Old  Lambro  bade  them  take  him  to  the  shore, 
Where  laj  some  ships  which  were  to  sail  at  nine. 

They  laid  bun  in  a  boat,  and  plied  the  oar 
Until  they  reached  some  galliots,  placed  in  line ; 

On  board  of  one  of  these,  and  under  hatches. 

They  stow'd  him,  with  strict  orders  to  the  watches. 

LL 

juae  world  is  fall  of  strange  yicissitdabo. 
And  here  was  one  exceedingly  nnpleasanr ; 

A  gentleman  so  rich  in  the  world*s  goods, 
Handsome  and  yoong,  enjoying  all  the  present, 

Jast  at  the  very  time  when  he  least  broods 
On  such  a  thing,  is  suddenly  to  sea  sent. 

Wounded  and  chained,  so  that  he  cannot  movt. 

And  all  because  a  Udy  fell  in  lore. 

UI. 

Here  I  must  leave  him,  for  I  grow  patneCic, 
Moved  by  the  Chinese  nymph  of  tears,  green  tea  i 

Than  whom  Cassandra  was  not  more  prophetic ; 
For  if  my  pure  Ubalions  exceed  three,  ' 

I  feel  my  heart  become  so  ffjrmpathetic. 
That  I  must  have  recourse  to  black  bohea ; 

*T  is  pity  wine  should  be  so  deleterious, 

For  tea  and  coffee  leave  us  much  more  serious, 

LUL 

Unless  when  qualified  with  thee.  Cognac? 

Sweet  Naiad  of  the  Phlegethontic  riU ! 
Ah  I  why  the  liver  wilt  thou  thus  attack. 

And  make,  like  other  nymphs,  thy  lovers  lii  i 
I  would  take  refuge  in  weak  punch,  but  rack 

(In  each  sense  of  the  word),  whenever  I  fill 
My  mind  and  midnight  beakers  to  the  brim, 
Wakes  me  next  morning  with  its  synonym. 

UV. 

i  leave  Don  Juan  for  the  present  safe — 
Not  sound,  poor  fellow,  but  severely  woundea ; 

Yet  could  his  corporal  pangs  amount  to  half 

Of  those  with  which  his  Haidee's  bosom  bounded? 

She  was  not  one  to  weep,  and  rave,  and  chafe, 
And  then  give  way,  subdued  because  surrounded ; 

Her' mother  was  a  Moorish  maid,  from  Fes, 

Where  all  is  Eden,  or  a  wilderness. 
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LV. 

There  the  large  olive  rains  its  amber  store 
In  marble  fonts ;  there  grain,  and  flower,  and  fruit, 

Ghisb  from  the  earth  until  the  land  runs  o'er  $ 
But  there  too  many  a  poison-tree  has  root, 

And  midnight  listens  to  &e  lion*s  roar, 

And  long,  long  deserts  scorch  the  camels  foot, 

Or  heaving  whelm  the  helpless  caravan,^— 

And  as  the  soil  is,  so  the  heart  of  man* 

LVL 

Afric  is  all  liie  sun*s,  and  as  her  earth 

Her  human  clay  is  kindled ;  full  of  power 
For  good  or  evil,  burning  from  its  birth, 

The  Moorish  blood  partakes  the  planet's  hour. 
And  like  the  soil  beneath  it  will  bring  foith : 

Beauty  and  love  were  Haidee's  mother's  dower  ; 
But  her  large  dark  eye  show'd  deep  passion's  force, 
Though  sleeping  like  a  lion  near  a  source* 

Lvn. 

Her  daughter,  temper'd  with  a  milder  ray, 
Like  summer  clouds  all  silvery,  smooth,  and  fair. 

Till  slowly  charged  with  thunder  they  display 
Terror  to  eartii,  and  tempest  to  the  air, 

Had  held  till  now  her  soft  and  milky  way ; 
But,  overwrought  with  passion  and  despair, 

The  fire  burst  forth  from  her.  Numidian  veins, 

Even  as  the  simoom  sweeps  the» blasted  plains. 

Lvm.    • 

The  last  sight  which  she  saw  was  Juan's  gore,  • 

And  he  himself  o'ermaster'd  and  cut  down ; 
His  blood  was  running  on  the  very  floor 

Where  late  he  trod*  her  beautifril,  her  own  i 
Thus  much  she  view'd  an  instant,  and  no  more, — 

Her  struggles  ceased  with  one  convulsive  groan ; 
On  her  sire's  arm,  which  until  now  scarce  held 
Her  writhing,  fell  she  lik6  a  cedar  fell'd. 

UK. 

A  vein  had  burst,  *  and  her  sweet  lips'  pure  dyes 
Were  dabbled  with  the  deep  blood  which  ran  o'er ; 

And  her  head  droop'd  as  when  the  lily  lies 

O'ercharged  with  rain :  her  sunmion'd  handmaids  bore 

Their  lady  to  her  couch  with  gushing  eyes ; 

Of  herbs  and  cordials  they  produced  their  store, 

But  she  defied  all  means  they  could  employ,  * 

lake  one  life  could  not  hold,  nor  death  destroy. 

9* 
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Days  lay  she  in  that  state  onchaDgedf  though  chill, 
With  nodiing  livid,  stiQ  her  lips  were  red ; 

She  had  do  pdse,  hut  death  seem'd  ahsent  stitt; 
No  hideous  sign  proclaim^  her  sorely  dead ; 

Cormption  came  not,  in  each  mind  to  kiD 
All  hope ;  to  look  upon  her  sweet  faoe  hved 

New  thoughts  of  life,  for  it  seem'd  ftdl  of  aoul. 

She  had  so  much,  earth  could  not  claim  the  wliol^* 

LU 

The  ruling  passion,  such  as  marUe  shows 
When  exquisitely  chisell*d,  still  lay  tfaere^ 

But  fix'd  as  marble^s  unchanged  aspect  throws 
0*er  the  (ak  Vmius,  bat  for  e?er  fair ; 

0*er  the  Laocoon's  alljetemal  throes, 
And  ever-dying  Gladiator^s  air, 

Their  energy  like  life  forms  all  their  fiime, 

Yet  looks  not  life,  for  they  are  atill  the  sasie* 

She  woke  at  length,  but  noit  aa  sleepers  wake. 
Rather  the  dead,  for  life  seemed  something  new^ 

A  strange  sensation  which  she  must  partake 
Perforce,  since  whatM)ever  met  her  view 

Struck  not  on  memory,  though  a  heavy  ache 
Lay  at  her  heart,  whose  earliest  beat  still  truj 

Brought  back  the  sepBe  of  pain  without  the  cause. 

For,  for  a  while,  the  fyoM  made  a  pause. 

•    uuu. 

She  look'd  on  m^ny  4  face  with  vacant  eye, 
On  many  a  token  without  knowing  what ; 

She  saw  them  watch  her  without  asking  why, 
And  rcck'd  not  who  around  her  pillow  $9X ; 

Not  speechless,  though  she  spoke  not :  not  a  sigh 
Relieved  her  thoughts ;  dull  silence  and  quick  chat 

Were  tried  in  vain  hy  those  who  sewed ;  she  gave 

No  sign,  save  breath,  of  having  left  the  grave* 

LXIV. 

Her  handmaids  tended,  but  she  heeded  not ; 

Her  father  watch'd,  she  tornM  her  eyes  away; 
She  recognised  no  bebg,  and  ho  spot. 

However  dear  or  cherished  in  their  day : 
They  changed  from  room  to  room,  hut  all  forgot. 

Gentle,  but  without  memory,  she  lay ; 
And  yet  those  eyes,  which  they  woukl  fein  be  weaning 
Back  to  old  thoughts,  seem'd  full  of  fearfiil  meaning. 


v^ 
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LXV. 

At  last  a  slave  iMthoaght  ker  of  a  harp ; 

The  harper  came,  and  taned  hk  instrwneiit ; 
At  the  first  notes,  irre^btr  ^d  sharp, 

On  him  her  flashing  eje6  a  tnoment  belit, 
Then  to  the  wall  she  tiini'd,  aa  if  to  waip 

Her  thoughts  from  sorrovr  throngh  her  heart  re-sent, 
And  he  hegan  a  long  low  island  song 
Of  ancient  days,  ere  tyranny  grew  strong. 

LXTL 

Anon  her  thin  wan  fingers  beat  the  waH 

In  time  to  his  old  tone ;  he  changed  the  theme^ 
And  song  of  love,  the  fierce  name  strttck  through  all 

Hep  recollection ;  on  her  flashed  the  dreim 
Of  what  she  was,  and  is,  if  ye  conld  caH 

To  be  so  bemg ;  in  a  gibing  stream 
The  tears  msh'd  forth  from  her  o*erelouded  brain, 

like  mountain  mists  at  length  dissolved  in  rain. 

* 

LKVU 

Short  solace,  vain  relief!  thought  came  too  quick, 

And  whirrd  her  brain  to  madness ;  she  arose 
As  one  who  neV  had  dwdt  among  die  sick, 

And  flew  at  all  she  met,  as  oh  her  foes  \ 
But  no  one  ever  heard  her  speak  or  shriek, 

Although  her  paroxysm  dreir  toy^ards  its  close  : 
Hers  waa  a  frenzy  which  disdained  to  rave, 
Even  when  they  smote  her,  in  the  hope  X§  save. 

Yet  she  betray*d  at  times,  a  gleam  of  sense ; 

Nothing  could  make  her  oMet  her  father*s  face, 
Though  on  all  other  tlnngs  with  Look  intense 

She  gazed,  but  none  she  eVer  could  retrace ; 
Food  she  refused,  and  raiment :  no  pretence 

AvaiFd  for  either ;  neither  change  of  place, 
Nor  time,  nor  skill,  nor  remedy,  could  give  her 
Senses  to  sleep — the  power  seemM  gone  for  ever. 

LXIX. 

Twelve  days  and  nights  she  withered  thus ;  at  last, 

Without  a  groan,  or  ingh,  or  glance,  to  show 
A  parting  pang,  the  spirit  from  her  passM  : 

And  they  who  watch'd  her  nearest  could  not  know 
The  very  instant,  till  the  change  that  cast 

Her  sweet  face  into  shadow,  dull  and  slow, 
Glazed  o'er  her  eyes— the  beautiful,  tiie  black— 
Oh !  to  possess  such  lustre — ^and  then  lack  I 
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* 

liXX. 

She  died,  but  not  alone ;  she  held  within 
A  second  principle  o.f  life,  which  might 

Have  dawnM  a  fair  and  sinless  child  of  sin, 
But  closed  its  little  being  without  light,'* 

And  went  down  to  the  grave  unborn,  wherein 
Blossom  and  bough  lie  wither'd  with  one  blight ; 

In  vain  the  dews  of  heaven  descend  above 

The  bleeding  flower  and  blasted  fruit  of  love. 

LXXI. 

Thus  lived — ^thus  died  she ;  never  more  on  her 
Shall  sorrow  light,  or  shame.    She  was  not  made 

Through  years  or  moons  the  inner  weight  to  bear, 
Which  colder  hearts  endure,  tiU  they  are  laid 

By  age  in  earth ;  her  days  and  pleasures  were 
Brief,  but  delightful — such  as  had  not  stay'd 

Long  with  her  destiny:  but.  she  sleeps  well 

By  the  sea-shore,  whereon  she  loved  to  dwell. 

LXXII. 

That  isle  is  now  all  desolate  and  bare, 
Its  dwellings  down,  its  tenants  pass'd  away ; 

None  but  her  own  and  Other's  grave  is  there, 
And  nothing  outward  tells  of  human  clay : 

Ye  could  not  know  where  lies  a  thing  so  fair — 
No  stone  is  there  to  show,  no  tongue  to  say 

What  was;  no  dirge,  except  the  hollow  sea*8, 

Mourns  o'er  the  beauty  of  the  Cyclades. 

Lxxni. 

But  many  a  Greek  maid  in  a  loving  song 
.  Sighs  e'er  her  name,  and  many  an  islander 
With  her  sire's  story  makes  the  night  less  long ; 

Valour  was  his,  and  beauty  dwelt  with  her. 
If  she  loved  rashly,  her  life  paid  for  wrong — 

A  heavy  price  must  all  pay  who  thus  err. 
In  some  shape ;  let  none  think  to  fly  the  danger, 
For,  soon  or  late,  Love  is  his  own  avenger. 

LXXIV. 

But  let  me  change  this  theme,  which  grows  too  sad, 
And  lay  this  sheet  of  sorrows  on  the  shelf  ^ 

I  don't  much  like  describing  people  mad, 
For  fear  of  seeming  rather  touch'd  myself — 

Besides,  I  Ve  no  more  on  this  head  to  add  : 
And  as  my  Muse  is  a  capricious  elf, 

We  'U  put  ahout  and  try  another  tack 

With  Juan,  left  half-kiU'd  some  stanzas  back. 
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LXXV. 

Wounded  and  fetter'd,  '<  cabinM,  cribb'd,  confioM/' 

Some  days  and  nights  elapsed  before  that  be 
Could  altogether  call  the  past  to  mind ; 

And  wh#n  he  did,  hB  found  himself  at  sea, 
Sailing  six  knots  an  hour  before  the  wind :  . 

The  shores  of  Ilion  lay  beneath  their  lee — 
Another  time  he  might  have  liked  to  see  'em, 
v^**"  now  was  not  much  pleased  with  Cape  Sigwiim* 

There,  on  the  green  and  village-cotted  hill,  is 

(Flank'd  by  the  Hellespont  and  by  the  sea) 
EntomVd  the  brayest  of  the  brave,  Achilles  ; 

They  say  so — (Briant  says  the  contrary)  —  " 
And  further  downward,  tall  and  towering,  still  is 

The  tumulus— of  whom? — ^Heaven  knows ;  't  may  b%- 
Patroclus,  Ajax,  or  Protesilaus, — 
All>»«-nAq  who,  if  living  still,  would  shyjvi^ 

UCXVII. 

High  barrows,  without  marble  or  a  name, 

A  vast,  untiird,  and  mpuntain-skirted  plain. 
And  Ida  in  the  distance,  still  the  same, 

And  old  Scamander  (if  *t  is  he),  remain ; 
The  situation  seems  still  formed  for  fame — 

A  hundred  thousand  men  might  6ght  again 
With  ease ;  but  where  I  sought  for  Ilion*s  waUs> 
Thp  quiet  sheep  feeds,  and  the  tortoise  rrawU  . 

XOULVUI. 

Troops  of  untended  horses ;  here  and  there 

Some  littie  hamlets  with  new  names  uncouth ; 
Some  shepherds  (cmlike  Paris),  led  to  stare 

A  moment  at  the  European  youth 
Whom  to  the  spot  their  schoolrboy  feelings  bear  ; 

A  Turk,  with  beads  in  hand  and  pipe  in  mouth, . 
Extremely  taken  with  his  own  religion, 
4«A  what  I  found  there — but  the  devil  a  Phrygian  ! 

h3!JiXlX. 

Don  Juan,  here  permitted  to  emerge 

From  his  duU  cabm,  found  himself  a  slave  ; 
Forlorn,  and  gazing  on  the  deep  blue  surge, 

0*ershadow*d  there  by  many  a  hero's  grave  : 
Weak  still  with  loss  of  blood,  he  scarce  oould  urge 

A  few  biief  questions ;  and  the  ar'^"^***.  <^j 
No  very  satisfactory  information 
About  his  past  or  present  situation. 
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LXXX 

He  saw  some  l0lleiir-*eaptirri»,  wbo  appeared 
To  be  Italians-^as  thtiy  vr eve  is  imt  i 

From  them,  at  least,  tkeit  destiny  ke  keard, 
Which  was  an  odd  oAd  ;  A  tioap  going  to  aet 

In  Sicily — all  singers,  dtily  rear*d 
In  their  vocation,--^bad  not  been  attaek'd, 

In  sailing  from  Livorlfto,  by  tlie  pii'Me, 

Bat  sold  by  the  ina^f  esMo  at  no  &igh  i»ate.' 

By  one  of  these,  the  bvtffo  <^f  the  patty, 

Juan  was  ^Id  abocrt  iMr  eiiriotul  ease^-^ 
For,  although  destined  to  the  Tvrkisii  mtti,  he 
'    Still  kept  his  spirits  up-^^^  leM  hSs  fiMe ; 
The  little  fellow  really  tooke^  q«ile  fi^krtf^ 
And  berb  him  with  am*  gtA§tf  and  grdee^ 
Showing  a  much  more  reconciled  ^^mumikoti 
Than  did  the  prima  deiu»  aild  ther  Ufmr^ 

In  a  few  words  he  told  iMk  bapktii^  m^, 
Saying,  ''  Our  Mat^^^i^lini  ittl|!lt1$fi^o, 

Making  a  signal  off  some  pV6iki^to^, 
Haird  a  strange  brijg ;  Cwpe*  i6  Gate  Marl^ ! 

We  were  transferred  on  boifHd  h^f  m  A  h»yy. 
Without  a  single  Selldcy  ti(  siiSti& ; 

But,  if  the  kultan  hm  a  tum  t^  «dli^, 

We  will  revive  oa#  k^Wim  h^te  lo«^, 

'\The  prima  donna,  tlAHl^  a  NMle  old, 

And  haggard  wttk  a  ^gfS^jpsMd  ^, 
And  subject,  when  thai  kofifie  ift^  tbi#tf,  t6  Ctfld, 

Has  some  good  notes  ;  and  tk^n  tiM'  t#<ior*s  ^ife, 
With  no  great  voice^  is  (deishig'  to  bUhoM ; 

Last  carnival  i^  made  a  d«tti^  of  *lrif6 
By  carrying  off  Count  Cwsar  Ckto^tMl 
From  an  old  Roman  pYi»c«s^  At  Botegna. 

"  And  then  there  are  the  ^iStmt§ ;  there  'S  the  Nhii, 
With  more  than  one  prblt«6ion  Mi(^  by  k\\ ; 

Then  there  's  that  lav^g  sku^  ^  Pellegrfen, 
She  too  was  fortunate  Im  tsttiAf^^ 

And  made  at  leajst  fite  hiflid^ed  g6od  i^tfcWni, 
But  spends  so  filet,  ^  Imu^  nof  no\fr  a  p«nt ; 

And  then  there  's  the  Grotesca-^sti^b  *  ddne^t ! 

Where  men  have  souls  or  bodkrs  «H6  ilitfBt  aflsi^er. 


•  HON  JttAV.  m 

^*  Ai  for  the  figvranti,  they  are  Eke 

The  rest  of 'all  that  trib^ ;  with  h6te  and  there 
A  pretty  person,  which  pet^UfNs  miy  ftivflcd. 

The  rest  are  hardly  fitted  fof  ft  fjdr ; 
There  *8  one,  thoilg^b  tail  UDd  stfffet  tbftn  a  pike, 

Yet  has  a  sentinMiital  kind  of  tdf , 
Which  might  go  Cv,  but  Ait  don't  dAiid^  with  ^gdur  ; 
The  more  's  the  pity,  wi^  bef  face  and  figure. 

LXXXVl. 

''  As  for  the  men,  tttfy  ^€  t  ftiidcffii^  ilet ; 

The  musico  is  but  a  crS^kM  did  bAHin, 
Bat  being  qualified  in  oiftf  #tty  y<)t, 

May  the  seragCd  dd  t6  iiet  biri  hte  itt. 
And  as  a  servant  some  prefefftieirt,  g«t ; 

His  singing  I  no  farther  bftusi  C^a  plate  in : 
From  all  the  pope  ^  uok^ti  ye^fy,  *t  WOttld  perplet 
To  find  three  perfect  pipM  of  the  UMt  dtix. 

LXJDttiL 

'^The  tenor's  voice  k  <pdh  by  lff«tbltitHi, 

And  for  the  bas^,  thd  bedHt  «ati  bnly  b^lkm'i 
In  fact,  he  had  no  sbgiftg  ^dtfcMidn, 

An  ignorant,  noteless,  tittd^,  tbilddM  f«UbW  i 
But  being  the  primft  dotinft*^  neai^  I'datibn, 

Who  swore  ld6  voitie  im  Vefy  ritih  and  m^lkw'. 
They  hired  him,  tfa^Nlgfl  to  \mt  ioM  yoU  *d  he\i(6¥€ 
An  ass  was  practisfaig  f  dcitettil^d. 

**  T  woald  not  become  thyneU  (tt  dn^fl  tipOtt 
My  own  merits,  and,  thoti^b  yotaig — 1  isee,  dr*— yotl 

Have  got  a  trav^UM  dti".  ^S  ^^(sm  yoa  6fid 
To  whom  the  ojbeiH  is  by  n6  th^sa^  tiew  t 

Yoa  Ve  heard  of  RlttieocaAtl?— 1  'm  the  man ; 
The  time  may  come  ivh^ii  yott  tn&y  heir  me  t66  ; 

You  was  not  Ualt  y^ai*  lit  th6  (ijjt  of  Liigb, 

But  next,  when  I  'vH  dftgag'ed  to  ^g  thefe — do  go. 

*^  Our  baritone  I  almost  had  fofgoC, 

A  pretty  lad,  but  bttfStiiig  witn  conceit ; 
With  graceful  action,  science  fiot  a  jot, 

A  voice  of  n6  grelt  compass,  and  not  sweet, 
He  always  is  complaimng  of  his  lot. 

Forsooth,  scarce  fit  for  ball&ds  in  the  -street ; 
In. lovers*  parts  his  passion  more  to  breathe. 
Having  no  heart  to  show,  he  shows  his  teeth," 
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Here  Rancocantrs  eloqaent  recital 

Was  intermpted  by  die  pirat»  crew. 
Who  came  at  stated  moments  to  invite  all 

The  captives  back  to  their  sad  births :  each  Hhrew 
A  ru^iil  glance  upon  tlie  waves  (which  bright  all 

From  the  bine  skies  derived  a  doable  blue, 
Dandng  all  free  and  happy  in  the  sun), 
And  then  went  down  the  bi^tchway  one  by  one. 

XCI. 

They  heard,  next  day,  that  in  the  Dardanelles^ 

Waiting  for  his  subl\ini^y*s  firmaii — 
The  most  imperative  of  sovereign  spells. 

Which  every  body  does  without  who  can, — 
More  to  secure  tKem  in  their  naval  cells. 

Lady  to  lady,  weU  as  man  to  man. 
Were  to  be  chained  and  lotted  out  per  cpnple 
For  the  slavermarket  of  Constantinople. 

XCIL 

It  seems  when  this  allotment  was  made  out, 
There  chanced  to  be  an  odd  male  and  odd  female,^ 

Who  (after  some  discussion  and  some  doubt 
If  the  soprano  might  be  doom'd  to  be  male, 

They  placed  him  o^er  the  women  as  a  scout) 
Were  Unk*d  together,  and  it  happened  the  male 

Was  Juan,  who — an  awkward  thing  at  his  age — 

PairM  off  with  a  Bacchante's  blooming  visage. 

xcia 

With  Raucocanti  lucklessly  was  chained 
The  tenor ;  these  two  hated  with  a  hate 

Found  only  on  the  stage,  and  each  more  pain'd 
With  this  his  tuneful  neighbour  than  his  fate ; 

Sad  strife  arose,  for  they  were  so  cross-grain'd. 
Instead  of 'bearing  up  without  debate. 

That  each  pull'd  different  ways  with  many  an  oath, 

**  Arcades  arnbo^"  id  est — ^blackguards  both, 

XCIV. 

Juan's  companion  was  a  Romagnole, 

But  bred  within  the  March  of  old  Ancona, 

With  eyes  that  look'd  into  the  very  soul 

(And  other  chief  points  of  a  '^  bella  donna  "  ), 

Bright — and  as  black  and  burning  as  a  coal ; 

And  through  her  clear  brunette  complexion  shone  a 

Great  wish  to  please — a  most,  attractive  dower, 

Especially  whyi  added  to  thd  power. 
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XCV. 

< 

Bat  911  tliat  power  was  wasted  upon  him. 

For  sorrow  o*er  each  sense  held  stern  command ; 

Her  eye  might  flash  on  his,  but  found  it  dim ; . 
And  though  thus  t^ain'^d,  as  natural  her  hand 

Touched  his,  nor  ^t — ^nor  any  handsome  limb 
(And  she  had  some  not  easy  to  withstand) 

Could  stir  his  pulse,  or  nudce  his  faith  feel  brittle ;       . 

Perhaj^s  his  recent  wounds  might  help  »  little. 

XCVI. 

No  matter ;  we  should  ne'er  too  much  uHjoire, 
But  facts  are  &cts : — ^no  knight  could  be  more  true^ 

And  firmer  £uth  no  ladye^love  desnre ; 
We  will  omit  the  proofs,  save  one  or  two. 

*T  is  said  no  one  in  hand  *^  caii  hold  a  fire 
By  thought  of  frosty  Caucasus,'*  but  few  *   ^  \ 

I  really  thuok  ;  yet  Juan's  then  ordeal 

Was  more  triumphant,  and  not  much  less  real.       ' 

^CVII. 

Here  I  might  enter  on  a  chaste  description. 

Haying  withstood  temptation*  in  my  youth,    . 
But  hear  that  several  people  take  exception 

At  the  first  two  books  having'  too  much  truth  ; 
Therefbre  I  '11  make  .Bon  Juan  leave  the  ship  soon, 

Because  the  publisher  declares,  in  S9t>th, 
Through  needles'  eyes  it  easier  for  the«  camel  is 
To  pass,  than  those  two  cantos  into  families. 

XCVIII. 

T  is  all  the  same  to  me,  I  *m  fohd  of  yielding, 

And  therefore  leave  them  to  the  purer  pkge 
Of  SmoUet,  Prior,*  Aiiosto,  Fielding, 

Who  say  strange  things  for  so  correct  an  age. 
I  once  had  greaft  alaprity  in  wielding 

My  pen,  and  liked  poetic  war  to  wage, 
And  recollect  the  time  when  all  this  cant  . 
Would  have  provoked  remarks  which  now  it  shan't. 

4 

XCIX, 

As  boys  love  rows,  my  boyhood  liked  a  squabble ;'     * 

But  at  this  hour  I  wish  to  part  in  peace. 
Leaving  such  to  the  literary  rabble,  • 

Whether  my  verse's  fame  be  doomM  to  cease, 
While  the  right  hand  which  w^ote  it  still  is  able, 

'  Or  of  some  centuries  to  take*  a  lease  '^ 
The  grass  upon  my  ffrave  will  grow  as  long,  * 
And  sigh  to  midnight  winds,  bpt  n6t  to  song. 


\ 
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C. 

*  Of  poets  who  come  down  tb  us  tfateogli  dbtanoe 
Of  time  and  tong«et,  the  fotter-bftbea  of  flMBe, 

Life  seems  the  smallctot  portiott  of  esstence  ; 
Where  twenty  agto  gather  o^er  a  Mttei 

T  Is  as  a  snowball  Whieh  derires  assistance 
From  every  flake,  and  yet  roUs  on  the  sane, 

Even  till^an  iceberg  it  ntay  ehanoe  to  grow,—- 

Bnt  after  all 't  is  nothilig  hM  cold  snotr* 

'  )And  so  great  names  are  ndthing  more  thM  nelninid, 
And  bye  of  glwy  'e  bril  ml  drjr  Itist^ 

Too  often  in  its  fmry  overooiun([^  all 
Who  would,  as  't  werOi  iden^  their  dust 

From  out  the  wide  desttaetioli  Which,  Entombing  all, 
Leaves  nothmg  till  the  vdifiing  of  the  just-*- 

Save  change  :  I  Ve  stood  upon  AduUel^^  tolnb^ 

And  heard  TVoy  doiribted )  time  will  doubt  of  Rome. 

0114 

The  very  generations  of  the  dftad 
'     Are  swept  away,  Ind  tomb  kiheHts  teaibi 
Until  the  memory  of  ah  age  is  ied^ 

And,  buried,  nnks  b<ineath  its  •flbpring^s  doom : 
Where  are  ^  epitaphs  our  Heitbers  i-eadP 

Save  a  few  gleaned  fr^m  the  sepukhral  gloom, 
Which  once-named  myriadti  udn^Oss  lie  beneath, 
And  lose  their  own  in  teiyefsal  deaiA^ 

OUii 

I  canter  by  the  spot  Hth,  afternoon 
Where  perish'd  in  his  fame  the  hero4>oyi 

Who  lived  too  long  for  men,  but  died  too  soon 
For  human  vanity,  the  young  De  Feix ! 

A  broken  pillar,  not  uncoutbljf  hewui 

Bnt  which  i\eglect  is  hastening  to  destroy, 

Records  Ravenna's  carnage  dn  its  faee^ 

While  weeds  aad  ordure  rankle  robnd  the  base,' 

OIV. 

I  pass  each  day  where  Dante*s  bonoi  are  laid ; 

A  little  cupola,  more  neat  than  sokma^ 
Protects  his  dust,  but  reverence  here  is  paid 

To  the  bard's  tomb  and  not  the  warrior's  column. 
The  time  must  odme  When  boHh,  alike  decayed, 

The  chieftsdn's  tropby  and  the  poet's  volume, 
Will  sink  where  lie  tlie  songs  and  wars  of  ear^, 
Before  Pelides*  death  or  Hotner's  birth. 
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OV. 

With  human  hlood  that  ooliiiBii  wu  C6m^nt^d« 

With  hmnan  (ilth  that  colimui  i«  d«filfl4» 
As  if  die  peasant's  coarse  contffmpl  wer9  V^q^di 

To  show  his  hMtUng  of  tbft  i^iot  he  soil'4- 
Thus  is  the  trophj  used*  and  thus  lame^t^ 

Should  ever  be  those  blood-houndSy  from  w)hni«  wM 
Instinct  of  gore  and  glaiy  Mvtb  )m  Vnown 
Those  sufferings  Dante  saw  ia  hell  ^lifl» 

Yet  there  wiQ  atiU  he  barda;  Owigb  kM  '»  mutiny 

Its  fumes  are  fi^ankiaoense  to  bnaum  AengM  i 
And  the  unquiM  feehngiy  which  fif  st  woke 

Song  in  the  world,  wUl  seek  wha(  the^  tb(^  iPilgbt ; 
As  on  the  beach  the  waves  at  last  are  broke, 

Thus  to  their  extreme  verge  the  pasRiQiis  brought, 
Dash  into  poetry,  which  ia  ha|  papsion. 
Or  at  least  was  se  ere  it  grew  a  {uAuoq* 

CYII. 

If  in  the  course  of  such  a  life  aa  was 

At  once  adventurous  and  contemplative, 
Men  who  partake  all  pasiions  as  thej  pass, 

Acquire  the  deep  and  hitter  power  to  give 
Their  images  again  as  in  a  glatt^ 

And  in  such  colours  that  tibey  seem  to  live ; 
You  maj  do  right  forbidding  theni  to  riiow  *em. 
But  spoil  (I  think)  a  very  pretty  peem. 

CVIII. 

Oh!  ye,  who  make  the  fortiwea  of  aH  boekfl 

Benign  cendeans  of  the  iMcond  sex  I 
Who  advertise  new  poems  by  yepf  look^. 

Your  '*  imprimatur"  will  ye  net  annex? 
What,  must  1  go  to  the  obUviottl  oftQk«»-" 

Those  Cornish  plunderers  of  Par«awi«ii  wr^ekfl  ? 
Ah!  must  I  then  tiie  only  minstrel  be 
Proscribed  from  tasting  your  fastalijin  toa? 

CIX. 
What,  can  I  prove  *<  a  lion''  then  no  tnpr^  ? 

A  ball-room  bard,  «  fooliefip,  hplhpre««  diMrUng  ? 
To  bear  the  compliments  of  vf»»^j  a  We, 

And  sigh  *<  I  canH  get  out,"  like  Y^riiij's  «;t^Ung} 
Why  then  I  'U  swear,  aa  poet  Werdy  swore 

(Because  the  wvld  weu't  read  biw,  aJiwuys  sDarKAg)s 
That  taste  is  gonot  that  lame  ia  bul  a  lottery, 
Drawn  by  the  bluihcoat  mi«aes  of  a  coterie* 
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ex. 

Oh !  '^  darkly,  deeply,  beautifoUy  Dine," 

i    As  some  one  somewhere  sings  about  the  sky. 

And  I^  ye  learned  ladies,  say  of  you ; 

They  say  your  stockings  are  so  (Heaven  knows  why, 
I  hare  examined  few  pairs  of  that  hue)  ; 
•    Blue  as  the  garters  which  sorenely  lie 
Round  the  patrician  left-legS)  which  adorn 
The  festal  midnight  and  the  levee  morn. 

CXL 

iet  some  oi  yon  are  most  seraphic  creatures  i 

Bui  times  are  alter'd  since^  a  rhyming  lover. 
You  read  my  stanzas,  and  I  read  your  features : 

And — ^but  no  matter^  all  those  Uiings  are  over. . 
Still  I  have  no  dislike  to  learned  natures. 

For  sometimes  such  a  world  of  virtues  cover  : 
I  know  one  woman  of  that  purple  school, 
The  loveliest,  chastest,  best,  but— quite  a  feol. 

CXII 

fiumooiai,  -*  uie  first  of  travellers,'*  but  not 

The  last,  if  late  accounts  be  accurate. 
Invented,  by  some  name  I  have  forgot. 

As  well  as  the  sublime  discovery's  da)«. 
An  airy  instrument,  with  which  he  sought 

To  ascertain  the  atmospheric  state. 
By  measuring '<  the  mf«7u%  ^62tie;" 
Oh,  Lady  Daphne !  let  me  measure  you  I 

cxni. 

But  to  the  narrative* — The  vessel  bound 

With  slaves  to  sell  off  in  the  ci^ital, 
After  the  usual  process,  might  be  found  . 

At  anchor  under  the  seraglio  wall  t 
Her  cargo,  f^om  the  plague  being  safe  and  sound. 

Were  landed  in  the  market,  one  and  all. 
And  there,  with  Georgians,  Rusoans,  and  Circassians, 
Bought  up  for  different  purposes  and  passions. 

CXIV. 

borne  went  on  deany ;  fifteen  hundred  dollars 

For  one  Circassian,  a  sweet  girl,  w^re  given,  / 

Warranted  virgin ;  beauty's  brightest  colours  \ 

Had  deck'd  her  out  in  all  the  hues  of  heaven  : 
Her  sale  sent  home  some  disappointed  bawlers, 

Who  hade  on  till  the  hundreds  reach'd  eleven ; 
But  when  the  offer  went  beyond,  Ihey  knew 
'T  was  for  the  sultan,  and  at  once  withdrew* 
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CXV. 

Twelre  negresses  from  Nubia  brought  a  price 
Which  the  West-Indian  market  scarce  would  bring  j 

Though  Wilberforce^  at  last,  has  made  it  twice 
What  't  was  ere  abolition;  and  the  thing 

Need  not  seem  rery  wonderfill,  for  rice 
Is  always  much  more  splendid  than  a  king : 

The  yirtuesy  even  the  most  exalted,  charity, 

Aro  saying — ^vice  spares  nothing  for  a  rarity. 

CXVL 

But  for  the  destiny  of  this  young  troop, 
How  some  were  bought  by  pachas,  some  by  Jews, 

How  some  to  burdens  were  obliged  to  stoop, 
And  others  rose  to  the  command  of  crews, 

As  renegadoes ;  while  in  hapless  group. 
Hoping  no  yery  old  yizier  might  chuse, 

The  females  stood,  as  one  by  one  they  pick'd  'em, 

To  make  a  mistress,  or  fourth  wife,  or  yictim. 

CXVIL 

All  tnis  uiu^k  o«j  reseryed  for  further  song; 

Also  our  hero's  lot,  howe'er  unpleasant 
(Because  thb  canto  has  become  too  long), 

Must  be  postponed  discreetly  for  the  present ; 
I  'm  sensible  redundancy  is  wrong. 

But  could  not  for  the  muse  of  me  put  less  in  't : 
And  now  delay  the  progress  of  Don  Juan, 
Till  what  is  call'd  in  Ossian  the  fifth  Duan. 


• 
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NOTES  TO  GAMTO  I?. 


Note  1.  fltaflBftxii. 
«  Wbom  Vbe  godi  lor^  die  ypvoff**  wm  nid  of  yore. 
See  Herodotus. 

Noted.  Stanailix. 

A  v^in  bad  bfxvt 

This  it  DO  Tefy  uncomioop  4^01^  of  th»  TJotepj^  of  copflictiog  and  difibre^t  pas- 
sioDB.  The  Doge  Francis  Fosca^  pn  his  depositjpn,  in  1497,  hefuiog  thje  bell  of 
St.  Mark  announce  the  election  of  his  successor,  ^mourut  subitement  d'lne  h^mor- 
mgie  causae  par  une  Teine  qui  «'4da4||  daoi  fa  poitiine.^  (Hse  Skmvfidi  aod  Dam, 
vols.  i.andii.)>  at  the  age  of  pighlr  reai!«  wh^tl  ^  tphfi  ^oM^^tPfi  tkfi^i^ht  the  old 
man  had  fo  mtfph  hl^  im  4%/"  JSefiwe  I  |?m  sixteen  y«»W  of  fi^%  I  was 
witness  to  a  melancholy  i^istftncje  of  thi?  same  ^eo|  of  mixed  passions  ypon  a  ^oung 
person ;  who,  howeyer,  did  not  die  in  consequence,  at  that  time,  but  feil  a  yictim 
some  years  afterwards  to  a  seizure  of  ||us  jafugae  kind,  arising  from  causes  intimately 
connected  with  agitation  of  mind. 

Bat  a^ld  by  ffie  IffpBffVUf^  4^  n9  ;t^]|jiy^ 

Tlus  is  a  fact«  A  few  y^M*  «g»  a  man  engaged  «  .eo«|Mpy  ft»r  «mm  foreign 
theatre ;  embarked  them  at  an  Itali9«  ji^rt.  a^i,  4)f|ii7uuf'(h^|n  |p  Algi^>  mH  them 
an.  One  of  the  iffomexi^  returned  from  ^t  s»V^fAy»  I  ^«iyd  t^  j^y  §^  strange 
coincidence,  in  Rossini's  opej^  of  ^  L'^idifuia  in  Algeri,"  i^  Veqic^,  in  the  jl>eginntng 
of  1817.  ' 

Note  4.  Stanza  Ixxxvi. 

From  all  the  pope  makef  yearly,  *t  woDld  perplex 
To  find  three  perfect  pipes  of  the  third  woi^ 

It  is  strange  that  it  should  be  the  pope  and  the  sultan  who  are  the  chief  en- 
oouragers  of  this  branch  of  trade — ^women  being  prohibited  as  singers  at  St.  Peter's, 
and  not  deemed  trust-worthy  as  guardians  of  the  haram. 

Note  6.  Stanza  ciii. 

While  weeds  and  evtane  iwkle  vaond  the  base. 

The  pillar  which  records  the  battle  of  Ravenna  is  about  two  miles  from  the  city, 
on  the  opposite  side  of  the  river  to  the  road  towards  Forii.  Oaston  de  Foix,  who 
gained  die  battle,  was  killed  in  it;  there  fell  on  both  sides  twenty  thousand  men. 
The  present  state  of  the  pillar  and  its  site  is  described  in  the  text. 
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CANTO   V. 


I. 

When  amatory  poets  sing  their  loyes 

In  liquid  lines  melUfluonsly  bland, 
And  pair  their  rhymes  as  Venus  yokes  her  doves, 

They  little  think  wllat  mischief  is  in  hand ; 
The  greater  their  success  the  worse  it  proves. 

As  Grid's  yerse  may  make  you  understand ; 
Eyen  Petrarch's  self^  if  judged  with  due  severity, 
k  the  Platonic  pimp  of  all  posterity. 

U. 

I  therefore  do  denoui^e  all  amorous  writing, 
Except  in  such  a  way  as  not  to  attract ; 

Plain — simple — shorty  aiid  by  no  means  inviting,' 
But  with  a  moral  to  each  error  tack'd, 

Forra*d  rather  for  instructing  than  delighting,* 
And  with  all  passions  in  thdr  turn  attacked. 

Now,  if  my  Pegasus  should  not  be  shod  ill, 

This  poem  will  become  a  moral  modeU 

in. 

The  European  with  the  Asian  shore 
Sprinkled  with  palaces )  the  ocean  stream  ^ 

Here  and  there  studded  with  a  seventy-four  ; 
Sophia's  cupola  with  golden  gleam  ; 

The  cypress  groves ;  Olympus  high  and  hoar ; 
The  twelv.e  isles,  and  the  more  than  I  could  dream, 

Far  less  describe,  present  the  very  view 

Which  chafm'd  the  charming  Mary  Montagu. 

IV. 

I  have  a  passion  for  the  name  of  **  Mary,** 

For  once  it  was  a  magic  sound  to  me. 
And  still  it  half  calls  up  the  realms  of  fairy. 

Where  I  beheld  what  never  was  to  be ; 
All  feelings  changed,  but  this  was  last  to  vary, 

A  spell  from  which  even  yet  I  *m  not  quite  free  t 
But  I  grow  sad — and  let  a  tale  grow  cold, 
Which  must  not  be  pathetically  told. 

IV.  10 
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V. 

The  wind  swept  down  the  Euxine^  and  the  wave 
Broke  foaming  o'er  the  blue  Symplegades  : 

*T  is  a  grand  sight  from  off  '^  the  Giant's  Grave,"* 
To  witch  the  progresstof  those  rolling  seas 

Between  the  Bosphoras,  as  they  lash  and  lave 
Europe  and  Asia,  you  being  quite  at  ease ; 

There  's  not  a  sea  the  passenger  e'er  pukes  in, 

Turns  up  more  dangerous  breakers  than  the  Euxine. 

VI. 

'T  was  a  raw  day  of  Autumn's  bleak  beginning, 
When  nights  are  equal,  but  not  so  the  days ; 

The  Parcse  then  cut  short  the  further  spinning 
Of  seamen's  fates,  and  the  loud  tempests  raise 

The  waters,  and  repentance  for  past  sinning 
In  all  who  o'er  the  great  deep  take  their  ways  : 

They  tow  to  amend  their  tiyes,  and  yet  they  don't ; 

Because  if  drown'd,  they  can't — ^if  spared,  they  won't. 

'  VII. 

A  crowd  of  shivering  slaves  of  every  nation, 
And  age,  and  sex,  were  in  the  market  ranged ; 

Each  bevy  with  the  merchant  in  his  station  : 

Poor  creatures !  their  good  looks  were  sadly  changed* 

All  save  the  blacks  seem'd  jaded  with  vexation. 
From  friends,  and  home,  and  freedom  far  estranged ; 

The  negroes  more  philosophy  display'd,-* 

Used  to  it,  no  doubt,  as  eels  are  to  be  flay'd. 

vin. 

Juan  was  juvenile,  and  thus  was  full. 
As  most  at  his  age  are,  of  hope  and  health; 

Yet,  I  must  own,  he  look'd  a  Uttle  duU, 
And  now  and  then  a  tear  stole  down  by  stealth  % 

Perhaps  his  recent  loss  of  blood  might  pull 
His  spirits  down ;  and  then  the  loss  of  wealth, 

A  mistress,  and  such  comfortable  quarters. 

To  be  put  up  for  auction  amongst  Tartars, 

IX, 

Were  things  to  shake  a  stoic ;  nevertheless. 
Upon  the  whole  his  carriage  waiS  serene : 

His  figure,  and  the  splendour  of  his  dress, 
Of  which  some  gilded  remnants  still  were  seen^ 

Drew  all  eyes  on  him,  giving  them  to  guess 
He  was  above  th^  vulgar  by  his  mien ; 

And  then,  though  pale,  he  was  so  very  handsome  ; 

And  then — they  calculated  on  his  ransom^ 
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Like  a  backgammon-board  the  place  was  dotted 
With  whites  and  blacks,  in  groups  on  show  for  sale. 

Though  rather  more  irregularly  spotted  : 
Some  bought  the  jet,  while  others  chose  the  pale.  . 

It  chanced,  amongst  the  other  people  lotted, 
A  man  of  thirty,  rather  stout  and  hale. 

With  resolution  in  his  dark  gray  eye. 

Next  Juan  stood,  till  some  might  chuse  to  buy* 

XI. 

He  had  an  English  look;  that  is,  was  square 
In  make,  of  a  complenon  white  and  ruddy. 

Good  teeth,  with  curling  rather  dark  brown  hair. 
And,  it  might  be  from  thought,  or  toil,  or  study, 

An  open  brow  a  little  mark'd  with  care  : 
One  arm  had  on  a  bandage  rather  bloody ; 

And  there  he  stood  with  such  sang^Jroidy  that  greater 

Could  scarce  be  shown  ewn  by  a  mere  spectator. 

XIL 

But  seeing  at  his  elbow  a  mere  lad, 

Of  a  high  spirit  evidently,  though 
At  present  weighed  down  by  a  doom  which  had 

O'erthrown  even  men,  he  soon  began  to  show 
A  kind  of  blunt  compassion  for  the  sad 

Lot  of  so  young  a  partner  in  the  woe. 
Which  for  himself  he  seem'd  to  deem  no  worse 
Than  any  other  scrape — a  thing  of  cours% 

<'  My  boy !"  said  he,  <'  amidst  diis  motley  crew 
Of  (Georgians,  Russians,  Nubians,  and  what  not. 

All  nigamu£Bjis  di£Eering  but  in  hue, 
Witib  whom  it  is  our  luck  to  cast  our  lot,* 

The  only  gentlemen  seem  I  and  you ; 
So  let  us  be  acquainted,  as  we  ought : 

If  I  could  yield  you  any  G<Misolation, 

'T  would  giye  me  pleasure  : — ^Pray,  what  is  your  nation  F* 

XIV. 

When  Juan  answer'd  ^^  Spanish  I  **  he  replied, 
*'  I  thought,  in  fact,  you  could  not  be  a  Greek  : 

Those  servile  dogs  are  not  so  proudly  eyed : 
Fortune  has  played  yon  here  a  pretty  freak, 

But  that 's  her  way  with  all  men  till  they  *re  tried  : 
But  nerer  mind, — ^she  '11  turn,  perhaps,  next  week ; 

She  has  served  me  also  much  the  same  as  you, 

Except  that  I  have  found  it  nothing  new. 


i» 
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XV. 

'^  Pray,  sir,"  said  Joan,  <'  if  I  may  presume, 

What  brought  you  here  ?  " —  "  Oh !  nothing  rery  rare — 

Six  Tartars  and  a  drag-chain " — *'  To  this  doom 

But  what  conducted,  if  the  question  *s  fair. 

Is  that  which  I  would  learn/' — '^  I  served  for  some 
Months  with  the  Russian  army  here  and  there, 

And  taking  lately,  by  Si^arow's  bidding, 

A  town,  was  ta'en  myself  instead  of  Widin." 

XVI. 

**  Have  you  no  friends?"—**  I  had— but,  by  God's  blessing, 
Have  not  been  troubled  with  them  lately.     Now 

I  have  answered  all  your  questions  without  pressing. 
And  you  an  equal  courtesy  should  show."— 

**  Alas  !  "  said  Juan,  *^  *t  were  a  tale  distressing, 
And  long  besides." — **  Oh !  if 't  is  really  so. 

You  Ve  right  on  both  accounts  to  hold  your  tongue ; 

A  sad  tale  saddens  doubly  when  't  is*  long. 

xvn. 

*'  But  droop  not :  Fortune  at  your  time  of  life, 

Although  a  female  moderately  fickle. 
Will  hardly  leave  you  (as  she  *s  not  your  wife) 

For  any  length  o^ays  in  such  a  pickle. 
To  strive  too  with  our  fate  were  such  a  strife 

A&  if  the  cornHsheaf  should  oppose  the  sickle 
Men  are  the  sport  of  circumstances,  when 
The  circumstances  seem  the  sport  of  men« 


1* 


xvin. 

'*  T  is  not,"  said  Juan,  **  for  my  present  doom 
I  mourn,  but  for  the  past ; — I  loved  a  maid  : " 

He  paused,  and  his  dark  eye  grew  full  of  gloom; 
A  single  tear  upon  his  eyelash  staid 

A  moment,  and  then  dropped ;  **  but  to  resume, 
'T  is  not  my  present  lot,  as  I  have  said, . 

Which  I^  deplore  so  much  ;  for  I  have  borne 

Hardships  which  have  the  hardiest  overworn, 

XIX. 

<*  On  the  rough  deep.    But  this  last  blow — "  and  here 
He  stopped  again,  and  turned  away  his  face. 

*<  Ay,"  quoth  his  friend,  **  I  thought  it  would  appear 
That  there  had  been  a  lady  in  the  case ; 

And  these  are  things  which  ask  a  tender  tear, 

Such  as  I  too  would  shed  if  in  your  pl&oe :  • 

I  cried  upon  my  first  wife's  dying  day, 

And  also  when  my  second  ran  away  : 
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XX. 

** My  tliird" — *'Yoiir  third!  "  quoth  Juan,  turning  round; 

*'  You  scarcely  can  he  thirty  ,  hare  you  three? "       • 
ii  ^Q. — only  two  at  present  above  ground  : 

Surely  *t  is  nothing  wonderful  to  see 
One  person  thrice  in  holy  wedlock  bound !  ** 

.  '*  Well,  then,  your  third,"  said  Juan;  *'  what  did  she ? 
She  did  not  run  away,  too,  did  she,  sir  ?  ** 
<*  No,  faith."— *'  What  then  ?  "— ' *  1  ran  away  from  her." 

xxr. 

"  You  take  things  coolly,  sir,"  said  Juan.     "  Why," 

Replied  the  o^er,  '<  what  can  a  man  do  ? 
There  still  are  many  rainbows  in  your  sky, 

But  mine  have  yanish'd.     All,  when  life  is  new, 
Commence  with  feelings  warm  and  prospects  high ; 

But  time  strips  our  illusions  of  their  hue, 
And  one  by  one  in  turn,  some  grand  mistake 
Casts  off  its  bright  skin  yearly,  like  the  snake.  - 

xxn.        • 

*"T  is  true,  it  gets  another  bright  and  fresh. 
Or  fresher,  brighter,  but,  the  year  gone  through. 

This*  skin  must  go  the  way  too  of  all  flesh,  , 

Or  sometimes  only  wear  a  week  or  two. 

Love  's  the  first  net  which  spreads  its  deadly  mesh ; 
Ambition,  avarice,  vengeance,  glory,  glue 

The  glittering  lime-twigs  of  our  latter  days, 

Where  still  we  flutter  on  for  pence  or  praise." 

xxm. 

**  All  this  is  very  fine,  and  may  be  true," 

Said  Juan;  *< but  I  really  don't  see  how 
It  abetters  present  times  with  me  or  you." 

**  No !  **  quoth  the  other ;  "  yet  you  will  allow 
By  setting  things  in  their  right  point  of  view, 

Knowledge,  at  least,  is  gain'd;  for  instance,  now, 
We  know  what  slavery  is,  and  our  disasters 
May  teach  us  better  to  behav«  wheu  masters." 


'    XXIV. 

*'  Would  we  were  masters  now,  if  but  to  try 
Their  present  lessons  on  our  pagan  friends  here," 

Sjud  Juan — swallowing  a  heart-burning  sigh  : 

*^  Heav'n  help  the  scholar  whom  his  fortune  sends  here  \ " 

'*  Perhaps  we  shall  be  one  day,  by  and  by," 
Rejoin'd  the  other,  *'  when  our  bad  luck  mends  here ; 

Meantime  (yon  oid  black  eunuch  seems  to  eye  us) 

I  wish  to  God  that  somebody  would  buy  us  ! 
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XXV. 

<^  But  after  all,  what  t«  our  present  state? 

'T  is  ^ad,  and  may  be  better— all  men's  lot. 
Most  men  are  silaves,  none  more  so  than  the  great,  , 

To  their  own  whims  and  passions,  and  what  not ; 
Society  itself,  which  should  create 

.Kindness,  destroys  what  little  we  had  got : 
To  feel  for  none  is  the  true  social  art 
Of  the  world's  stoics — men  without  a  heart." 

XXVL 

Just  now  a  black  old  neutral  personage 
Of  the  third  sex  stepp'd  up,  and  peering  orer 

The  captives,  seem'd  to  mark  their  looks,  and  age, 
And  capabilities,  as  to  discover 

If  they  were  fitted  for  the  purposed  cage  : 
No  lady  e'er  is  ogled  by  a  lover. 

Horse  by  a  blackleg,  broadcloth  by  a  tailor, 

Fee  by  a  counsel,  febn  by  a  jailor, 

•      xxvn. 

As  is  a  slave  by  his  intended  bidder. 

'Tis  pleasant,  purchasing  our  feUow*creatures ; 
And  all  are  to  be  sold,  if  yon  consider 

Their  passions,  and  are  dext'rous ;  some  by  features 
Are  bought  up,  others  by  a  warlike  leader, 

Some  by  a  place — as  tend  their  years  or  natures ; 
The  most  by  ready  cash — but  all  have  prices. 
From  crowns  to  kicks,  according  to  their  vices. 

xxvm. 

The  eunuch  having  eyed  them  o'er  with  care, 
Turn'd  to  (he  merchant,  and  began  to  bid 

First  but  for  one,  and  after  for  the  pair ; 
They  haggled,  wrangled,  swore,  too-— so  they  did ! 

As  though  they  were  in  a  mere  christian  fair, 
Cheapening  an  ox,  an  ass,  a  lamb,  or  kid ; 

So  that  their  bargain  sounded  like  a  battle 

For  this  superior  yoke  of  human  cattle. 

xxix. 

At  last  they  settled  into  simple  grumbling. 

And  pulling  out  reluctant  purses,  and 
Turning  each  piece  of  silver  o'er,  and  tumbling 

Some  down,  and  weighing  others  in  their  hand. 
And  by  mistake  sequins  with  paras  jumbling. 

Until  the  sum  was  accurately  scann'd, 
And  then  the  merchant  giving  change,  and  signing 
Receipts  in  full,  began  to  thmk  of  dining. 
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XXX. 

I  wonder  if  his  appetite  was  good ; 

Or  if  it  were,  if  also  his  digestion. 
Methinks  at  meals  some  odd  thoughts  might  intrude, 

And  conscience  ask  a  curious  sort  of  question, 
About  the  right  divine  bow  far  we  should 

Sell  flesh  and  blood*    When  dinner  has  oppressed  one^ 
I  think  it  is  perhaps  the  gloomiest  hour 
Which  turns  up  out  of  the  sad  twenty 4bur. 

XXXI. 

Voltaire  says,  <'  No : "  he  tells  you  that  Candide 

Found  life  most  tolerable  after  meals : 
He  's  wrong — unless  man  were  a  pig,  indeed. 

Repletion  rather  adds  to  what  he  feels  ; 
Unless  he  's  drunk,  and  then  no  doubt  he  *s  freed 

From  his  own  brain's  oppression  while  it  reels. « 
Of  food  I  think  with  Philip*s  son,  or  rather 
Ammon's  (Ul  pleased  with  one  world  and  one  father) ; 

■ 

XXXII. 

I  think  with  Alexander,  that  the  act 

Of  eating,  with  another  act  or  two. 
Makes  us  feel  our  mortality  in  fact 

Redoubled ;  when  a  roast  and  a  ragout, 
And  fish,  and  soup,  by  some  side  dishes  back'd, 

Can  give  us  either  pain  or  pleasure,  who 
Would  pique  himself  on  intellects,  whose  use 
Depends  so  much  upon  the  gastric  juice  ? 

XXXIII. 

The  other  eyening  ft  was  on  Friday  last) — 

This  is  a  faict,  and  no  poetic  fable — 
Just  as  my  great  coat  was  about  me  cast, 

My  hat  and  gloves  still  lying  on  the  table, 
I  heart  a  shot — ^'t  was  eight  o'clock  scarce  past— - 

And  running  out  as  fast  as  I  was  able,' 
t  found  the  military  commandant 
Stretch'd  in  the  street,  and  able  scarce  to  pant. 

XXXIV. 

Poor  feUow !  for  some  reason,  surely  bad, 
They  'd  slain  him  with  five  slugs ;  and  left  him  there 

To  perish  on  the  pavement :  so  I  had 

Him  borne  into  the  house  and  up  the  stair, 

And  stripped,  and  look'd  to ^But  why  should  I  add 

More  circumstances  ?  vain  was  every  care  ; 

The  man  was  gone  :  in  some  Italian  quarrel 

Kill'd  by  five  bullets  from  an  old  gun-barrel.^ 
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,/**■•      .      XXXV. 

I  g4M<l  upoD  Mtai,  fot  I  knew  him  well ;     * 
And^  though  1  have  seeo  many  corpse3,  never 

Saw  one,  wh^m  such  an  accident  befell,, 
So  calm ;  though  pierced  through  stomach,  heart,  and  Uvefi 

He  seem'd  tQ  sleep,  for  you  could  scarcely  tell 
(As  he  bled  inwardly,  no  hideous  river 

Of  gore  divulged  the  cause)  that  he  was  dead  :— - 

So  as  I  gazed  on  him,  I  ihought  or  said — 

XXXVI. 

''  Can  this  be  d^ath?  then  what  is  life  or  death? 

*•  Speak ! '  but  he  spoke  not :  '  wake! '  but  still  he  slept : 
But  yesterday  and  who  had  mightier  breath? 

A  thousand  warriors  by  his  word  were  kept 
In  awe  :  he  said,  as  the  centurion  saith, 

'  Go,*  and  he  goeth ;  '  come,'  and  forth  he  steppM. 
The  trump  and  bugle  till  he  spake  were  dumb-p— 
And  now  nought  left  him  but  the  muffled  drum." 

XXXVil. 

And  they  who  waited  once  %n4  wqrshipp'd — th^y 
With  their  rough  faces  thrqng'd  about  the  h^d, 

To  gaze  once  more  on  the  commanding  clay 
Which  for  the  last  though  not  the  first  time  bled  s 

And  such  an  end !  that  he  who  many  a  day 
Had  fiQM:ed  Napoleon's  foes  until  they  fled. 

The  foremost  in  the  charge  or  in  the  sally, 

Should  now  be  butcher'd  in  a  dvip  alley ! 

:  xxvui. 

The  scars  of  his  old  wounds  were  n^ar  his  new, 
Those  honourable  scars  which  brought  him  .fame ; 

And  horrid  was  the  contrast  to  the  view — 
But  let  me  quit  the  theme,  as  such  things  claim 

Perhaps  even  more  attention  than  is  due 
From  me :  I  gazed  (as  oft  I  have  gazed  the  sam^} 

To  try  if  I  could  wrench  aught  out  of  deatlji, 

Which  should  confirm,  or  shake,  or  make  a  fiiith; 

:^xx!X. 

But  it  was  all  a  mystery*    Here  we  are, 
And  there  we  go  : — ^but  where?  five  bits  of  lead,, 

Or  three,  or  two,  or  one,  send  very  far ! 

And  is  this  blood,  then,  form'd  but  to  be  shed? 

Can  every  element  our  elements  mar  ? 

And  air — earth — water — fire  live — and  we  dead  ? 

ITe,  whose  minds  comprehend  all  things  ?     No  moi:e ; 

9\(t  let  us  to  the  story  as  before. 
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XL.      *      ' 

The  purchaser  of  Juan  and  acquaintance  ^ 

Bore  off  his  barg^ains  to  a  g;ilded  boat,  * 

E!mbark*d  himself  and  them,  and  off  they  went  thence 
As  fast  as  oars  could  pull  and  water  float. 

They  look'd  like  persons  being;  led  to  sentence, 
Wondering  what  next,  till  tpe  caique  was  brought 

Up  in  a  little  creek  below  a  wall 

0'ertopp*d  with  cypresses  dark-greed  and  tall. 

XU. 

Here  their  conductor  tapping  at  the  wicket 

Of  a  small  iron  door,  't  was  open'd,  and 
He  led  them  onward,  first  through  a  low  thicket 

Flank'd  by  large  groves  which  towered  on  either  hand : 
They  almost  lost  their  way,  and  had  to  pick  it^ — 

For  night  was  closing  ere  they  came  to  land. 
The  eunuch  made  a  sign  to  those  on  board. 
Who  row*d  off,  leaving  them  without  a  word. 

XUI. 

As  they  were  plodding  on  their  winding  way, 

Through  orange  bowers,  and  jasmine,  and  so  forth 

(Of  which  I  might  have  a  good  deal  to  say. 
There  being  no  such  profusion  in  the  North 

Of  oriental  plants,  <<et  csetera,'* 
But  that  of  late  your  scribblers  think  it  worth 

Their  while  to  rear  whole  hotbeds  in  their  works. 

Because  one  poet  travelled  'mougst  the  Turks)  : 

XLUI. 

As  they  were  threading  on  their  way,  there  came 

Into  Don  Juan^s  head  a  thought,  which  he 
Whispered  to  his  companion  ;— 't  was  the  same 

Which  might  have  then  occurred  to  you  or  me. 
'<  Methinks,"  said  he — *'  it  would  be  no  great  shame 

If  we  should  strike  a  stroke  to  set  us  free ; 
Let  *s  knock  that  old  black  fellow  on  the  head. 
And  march  away — 't  were  easier  done  than  said." 

XUV. 

*<  Yes,'*  said  the  other,  '<  and  when  done,  what  then? 

How  get  out  ?  how  the  devil  got  we  in  ? 
And  when  we  once  were  fsurly  out,  and  when 

From  Saint  Bartholomew  we  have  saved  our  skin, 
To-morrow  'd  see  us  in  some  other  den,  ^ 

And  worse  off  than  we  hitherto  have  been  ; 
Besides,  I  *m  hungry,  and  just  now  would  take, 
Like  Esau,  for  my  birthright  a  beef-steak. 
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XLV. 

*'  We  must  be  near  some  place  of  man^s  abode; 

For  tbe  old  negro's  copfidence  in  creeping, 
With  his  two  captives,  by  so  queer  a  road, 

Shows  that  he  thinks  his  friends  have  not  been  sleeping  ; 
A  single  cry  would  bring  them  aU  abroad : 

*T  is  therefore  better  looking  l^fore  leaping — 
And  there,  you  see,  this  turn  has  brought  us  through. 
By  Jove,  a  noble  palace  ! — ^lighted  too." 

XLVI. 

It  was  indeed  a  wide  extensive  building 

Which  opened  on  their  view,  and  o'er  the  front 

There  seemM  to  be  besprent  a  deal  of  gilding 
And  various  hues,  as  is  the  Turkish  wont, — 

A  gaudy  taste ;  for  they  are  little  skilled  in 

The  arts  of  which  these  lands  were  once  the  font : 

Each  villa  on  the  Bosphorus  looks  a  screen 

New  painted,  or  a  pretty  opera-scene. 

XLVII. 

And  nearer  as  they  came,  a  genial  savour 
Of  certain  stews,  and  roast-meats,  and  pilaus. 

Things  which  in  hungry  mortals'  eyes  find  favour, 
Made  Juan  in  his  harsh  intentions  pause, 

And  put  himself  upon  his  good  behaviour : 
His  friend,  too,  adding  a  new  saving  clause. 

Said,  ^'  In  Heaven's  name  let 's  get  some  supper  now,  - 

And  then  I  'm  with  you,  if  you  're  for  a  row." 

XLVIII. 

Some  talk  of  an  appeal  unto  some  passion, 

Some  to  men's  feelings,  others  to  their  reason  :   " 

The  last  of  these  was  never  much  the  fashion, 
For  reason  thinks  all  reasoning  out  oi  season. 

Some  speakers  whine,  and  others  lay  the  lash  on, 
But  more  or  less  continue  still  to  tease  on. 

With  arguments  according  to  their  <* forte;" 

But  no  one  ever  dreams  of  being  short. 

xLrx. 

But  I  digress  :  of  all  appeals, — although 
I  grant  the  power  of  pathos,  and  of  gold. 

Of  beauty,  flattery,  threats,  a  shilling, — no 
Method  's  more  sure  at  moments  to  take  hold 

Of  the  best  feelings  of  mankind,  which  grow 
More  tender,  as  we  every  day  behold. 

Than  that  all-softening,  over-powering  knell, 

The  tocsin  of  the  soul — the  dinner >  bell. 
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Turkey  contadius  no  bells,  and  yet  men  dine ;    i 

And  Juan  and  his  friend,  albeit  they  heard 
No  christian  knoll  to  table,  saw  no  line 

Of  lacqueys  usher  to  the  feast  prepared, 
Yet  smelt  roast-meat,  beheld  a  huge  fire  shine, 

And  cooks  in  motion  with  their  clean  arms  bared) 
And  gazed  around  them  to  the  left  and  right 
With  the  prophetic  eye  of  ^petite. 

LI. 

And  giving  up  aU  notions  of  resistance. 

They  fdUow'd  close  behind  their  sable  guide, 
Who  little  thought  that  his  own  crack'd  existence 

Was  on  the  point  of  being  set  aside  : 
He  motion'd  them  to  stop  at  some  small  distance, 

And  knocking  at  the  gate,  't  was  open'd  wide, 
And  a  magnificent  large  hall  displayed 
The  Asian  pomp  of  Ottoman  parade. 

Lll. 

I  won't  describe  ;  description  is  my  ''forte," 

But  every  fool  describes  in  these  bright  dSlys 
His  wond'rous  journey  to  some  foreign  court, 

And  spawns  his  quarto,  and  demands  your  praise — 
Death  to  his  publisher,  to  him  't  is  sport ; 

While  nature,  tortured  twenty  thousand  ways. 
Resigns  herself  with  exemplary  patience 
To  guide-books,  rhymes,  tours,  sketches,  illustrations* 

LIU. 

Along  this  hall,  and«ip  and  down,  some  squatted 

Upon  their  hams,  were  occupied  at  chess  ; 
Others  in  monosyllable  talk  chatted. 

And  some  seem'd  much  in  love  with  their  own  dress ; 
And  divers  smoked  superb  pipes  decorated 

With  amber  mouths  of  greater  price  or  less ;  . 
And  several  strutted,  others  slept,  and  some 
Prepared  for  supper  with  a  glass  of  rum/ 

LIV. 

As  the  black  eunuch  enter'd  with  his  brace 

Of  purchased  infidels,  some  raised  their  eyes 
A  moment  without  slackening  from  their  pace  ; 

But  those  who  sate  ne'er  stirr'd  in  any  wise : 
One  or  two  stared  the  captives  in  the  face. 

Just  as  one  views  a  horse  to  g^ess  his  price ; 
Some  nodded  to  the  negro  from  their  station, 
But  no  one  troubled  him  with  conversation. 
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LV. 

He  leads  them  through  the  hall,  and  without  stopping. 
On  through  a  farther  range  of  goodly  rooms, 

Splendid  but  silent,  save  in  one,  where,  dropping,' 
A  marble  fountain  echoes  through  the  glooms 

Of  night,  which  robe  the  chamber,  or  where,  popping. 
Some  female  head  most  curiously  presumes 

To  thrust  its  black  eyes  through  the  door  or  lattice, 

As  wondering  what  the  devil  noise  that  is, 

LVL 

Some  faint  lamps  gleaming  from  the  lofty  walls 
Gave  light  enough  to  hint  their  farther  way, 

But  not  enough  to  show  the  imperial  halls 
In  all  the  flashing  of  their  full  array. 

Perhaps  there  's  nothing^— I  '11  not  say  appals, 
But  saddens  more  by  night  as  well  as  day. 

Than  an  enormous  room  without  a  soul 

To  break  the  lifeless  splendor  of  the  whole. 

Lvn. 

Two  or  three  seem  so  little,  one  seems  nothing  : 
In  deserts,  forests,  crowds,  or  by  the  shore. 

There  solitude,  we  know,  has  her  full  growth  in 
The  spots  which  were  her  realms  for  evermore ; 

But  in  a  mighty  hall  or  gallery,  both  in 

More  modern  buildings  and  those  built  of  yore, ' 

A  kind  of  death  comes  o*er  us  all  alone. 

Seeing  what 's  meant  for  many  with  but  one. 

LVIIL 

A  neat  snug  study  on  a  winter's  night,      • 

A  book,  friend,  smgle  lady,  or  a  glass 
Of  claret,  sandwich,  and  an  appetite. 

Are  things  which  make  an  English  evening  pass  : 
Though  certes  by  no  means  so  grand  a  sight 

As  is  a  theatre  lit  up  by  gas. 
I  pass  my  evenings  in  long  galleries  solely, 
Andjthat  's  the  reason  I  'm  so  melancholy. 

LIX. 

Alas  !  man  makes  that  great  which  makes  him  little  : 

I  grant  you  in  a  church  't  is  very  well : 
What  speaks  of  Heaven  should  by  no  means  be  brittle, 

But  strong  and  lasting,  till  no  tongue  can  teR 
Their  names  who  rear'd  it ;  but  huge  houses  fi.t  ill — 

And  huge  tombs  worse— mankind,  since  Adam  fell : 
Methinks  the  story  of  the  tower  of  Babel 
Might  teach  tliem  this  much  better  than  I  'm  able. 
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LX 

Babel  was  Nimrod's  hunting-seat,  and  then 

A  town  of  gardens,  Walls,  and  wealth  amazing. 
Where  Nabachadonosor,  king  of  men, 

Reign'd,  till  one  summer's  day  he  took  to  grazing, 
And  Daniel  tamed  the  lions  in  their  den^ 

The  people's  awe  and  admiration  raising  ; 
'T  was  famous,  too,  for  Thisbe  and  for  Pyramus, 
And  the  calumniated  Queen  Semiramis. 

LXI. 

¥  *  ♦  *  » 

»  *  *  *  » 


hXU. 

But  to  resume, — should  there  be  (what  may  not 
Be  in  these  days  ?)  some  infidels,  who  don't. 

Because  they  can't  find  out  the  very  spot 
Of  that  same  Babel,  or  because  they  won't 

(Though  Claudius  Rich,  esquire,  some  bricks  hks  got. 
And  written  lately  two  memoirs  upon  't). 

Believe  the  Jews,  those  unbelievers,  who 

Must  be  believed,  though  they  believe  not  yon; 

LXIII. 

Yet  let  them  think  that  Horace  has  exprest 

Shortly  and  sweetly  the  masonic  folly 
Of  those,  forgetting  the  great  place  of  rest. 

Who  give  themselves  to  architecture  wholly. 
We  know  where  things  and  men  must  end  at  last ; 

A  moral  (like  all  morals)  melancholy, 
And  *'  £t  sepulchri  immemor  istruis  domes" 
Shows  that  we  build  when  we  should  but  entomb  us. 

LXIV. 

At  last  they  reached  a  quarter  most  retired,' 
Where  echo  woke  as  if  from  a  long  slumber  : 

Though  ftill  of  all  things  which  could  be  desired. 
One  wonder'd  what  to  do  with*such  a  number 

Of  articles  which  nobody  required. 
Here  wealth  had  done  its  utmost  to  encumber 

With  furaiture  an  exquisite  apartment. 

Which  puzzled  nature  much  to  know  what  art  meant. 
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LXV. 

It  seem'd,  however,  bat  to  open  on 
A  range  or  suite  of  further  chambers,  whiclr 

Might  lead  to  Heaven  knows  where  ;  bnt  in  this  one 
The  moveables  were  prodigally  rich  : 

Sofas  't  was  half  a  sin  to  sit  upon. 
So  costly  were  they  ';  carpets,  every  stitch 

Of  workmanship  so  rare,  that  made  you  wish 

You  could  glide  o'er  them  like  a  golden  fish. 

LXVI.  1 

The  black,  however,  without  hardly  ^deigning 
A  glance  at  that  which  rapt  the  slaves  in  wonder, 

Trampled  what  they  scarce  trod  for  fear  of  staining, 
As  if  the  milky  way  their  feet  was  under 

With  all  its  stars  ;  and  with  a  stretch  attaining 
A  certain  press  or  cupboard,  niched  in  yonder 

In  that  remote  recess  which  you  may  isee — 

Or  if  you  don't  the  fault  is  not  in  me  : 

LXVII. 

I  wish  to  be  perspicuous ;  and  the  black, 
I  say,  unlocking  the  recess,  pull'd  forth 

A  quantity  of  clothes  fit  for  the  back 
Of  any  Mussulman,  whatever  his  worth; 

And  of  variety  there  was  no  lack — 
And  yet,  though  I  have  said  there  was  no  dearth. 

He  chose  himself  to  point  out  what  he  thought 

Most  proper  for  the  Christians  he  had  bought. 

LXVIII. 

The  suit  he  thought  most  suitable  to  each 
Was,  for  the  elder  and  the  stouter,  first 

A  Candiote  cloak,  which  to  the  knee  might  reach, 
And  trowsers  not  so  tight  that  they  would  burst, 

But  such  as  fit  an  Asiatic  breech  ; 

A  shawl,  whose  folds  in  Cashmire  had  been  nurst. 

Slippers  of  saffron,  dagger  rich  and  handy ; 

In  short,  all  tlungs  which  form  a  Turkish  dandy. 

LXK. 

While  he  was  dressing,  Baba,  their  l^k  friend, 
Hinted  the  vast  advantages  wluch  they 

Might  probably  attain  both  in  the  end. 
If  they  wouM  but  pursue  Ae  proper  way' 

Which  fortune  plainly  seem'd  to  recommeiid ; 
And  then  he  added,  that  he  needs  must  say, 

'^  T  would  greatly  tend  to  better  their  conditum* 

If  they  would  condescend  to  circumcision* 


DON  JUAN.  159 

LXX. 

*'  For  his  own  part,  he  really  should  rejoice 

To  see  them  true  helievers,  but  no  less 
Would  leave  his  proposition  to  their  choice/* 

The  other,  thanking  him  for  this  excess 
Of  goodness  in  thus  leaving  them  a  voice 

In  such  a  trifle,  scarcely  could  express 
'^  Sufficiently  (he  said)  his  approbation 
Of  all  the  customs  of  this  polished  nation. 

LXXI. 

"  For  his  own  share — ^he  saw  but  small  objection 

To  so  respectable  an  ancient  rite. 
And  after  swallowing  down  a  slight  refection, 

For  which  he  own'd  a  present  appetite, 
He  doubted  not  a  few  hours  of  reflection 

Would  reconcile  him  to  the  business  quite/* — 
"  Will  it  ?"  said  Juan,  sharply ;  **  Strike  me  dead, 
But  they  as  soon  shall  circumcise  my  head — 

LXXII. 

**  Cut  off  a  thousand  l^eads,  before — ^" — **  Now  pray,'* 

Replied  the  other, '^ do  not  interrupt; 
You  put  me  out  in  what  I  had  to  say. 

Sir !«— as  I  said,  as  soon  ai  I  have  suppM, 
I  shall  perpettd  if  your  proposal  may 

Be  such  as  1  can  properly  accept ; 
Provided  always  your  great  goodness  still 
Remits  the  matter  to  our  own  free  wilL  ** 


LXXIII. 

Baba  eyed  Juan,  and  said,  '^  Be  so  good 
As  dress  yourself — '*  and  pointed  out  a  suit 

In  which  a  princess  with  great  pleasure  would 
Array  her  limbs ;  but  Juan  standing  mute. 

As  not  being  in  a  masquerading  mood. 
Gave  it  a  slight  kick  with  his  christian  foot ; 

And  when  the  old  negro  told  him  to  ^'  Get  ready, 

Replied,  *'  Old  gentleman,  I  *m  not  a  lady 


Lxxrv. 

9» 


'*  What  you  may  be,  I  neither  know  nor  care,' 
Said  Baba,  ^'  but  pray  do  as  I  desire ; 

I  've  no  more  time  nor  many  words  to  spare." 
"At  least,*'  said  Juan, "  sure  I  may  inquire 

The  cause  of  this  odd  travesty  ?'* — "  Forbear,** 
Said  Baba,  "  to  be  curious :  *t  mil  transpire. 

No  doubt,  in  proper  place,  and  time,  and  season  : 

I  *ve  no  authority  to  tell  the  reason." 


»» 
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LXXV. 

•'  Then  if  I  do,"  said  Joan,  "  I  'U  be—"—"  Hold  i" 
Rejoin'd  the  negro,  "pray  be  not  provoking; 

This  spirit 's  well,  but  it  may  wax  too  bold, 
And  yoa  will  find  us  not  too  fond  of  joking/' 

"  What,  sir  !"  said  Joan,  "  sliall  it  e'er  be  told 
That  I  unsex'd  my  dress?"    But  Baba,  stroking 

The  things  down,  said — "  Incense  me,  and  I  call 

Those  who  will  leave  you  of  no  sex  at  all. 

'       LXXVI. 

"  I  offer  yon  a  handsome  suit  of  clothes : 

A  woman's,  true,  but  then  there  is  a  cause 
Why  you  should  wear  them." — "  What,  though  my  soul  loatheft 

Ilie  effeminate  garb?  "—Thus,  after  a  short  pause, 
Sigh'd  Juan,  muttering  also  some  slight  oaths, 

"  What  the  devil  shall  I  do  with  all  this  gauze?" 
Thus  he  profanely  termM  the  finest  lace 
Which  e'er  set  off  a  marriage-morning  face. 

LXXVIL 

And  then  he  swore ;  and,  sighing,  on  he  sUpp'd 

A  pair  of  trowsers  of  flesh-colour'd  silk*; 
Next  with  a  virgin  zone  he  was  equipped. 

Which  girt  a  slight  chemise  as  white  as  milk ; 
But,  tugging  on  his  petticoat,  he  trippM, 

Which — as  we  say— or  as  the  Scotch  say,  whilk, 
(The  rhyme  obliges  me  to  this  ; — sometimes 
Kings  are  not  more  imperative  than  rhymes)*— 

Lxxvm. 

Whilk,  which  (or  what  you  please)  was  owing  to 
His  garment's  novelty,  and  his  being  awkward ; 

And  yet  at  last  he  managed  to  get  through 
His  toilet,  though  no  doubt  a  little  backward  *. 

The  negro  Baba  help'd  a  little  too^ 

When  some  untoward  part  of  raiment  stuck  hard ; 

And,  wrestmg  both  his  arms  into  a  gown. 

He  paused,  and  took  a  survey  up  and  down. 

LXXiX. 

One  difficulty  still  remain'd, — ^his  hsdr 

Was  hardly  long  enough ;  but  Baba  found 
So  many  false  long  tresses  all  to  spare. 

That  soon  his  head  was  most  completely  crown'd. 
After  the  manner  then  in  fashion  tliere ; 

And  this  addition  with  such  gems  was  bound 
As  suited  the  ensemble  of  his  toilet, 
While  Baba  made  him  comb  his  head  and  oil  it. 


N 
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LXXX. 

And  DOW  being  femininely  all  array'd, 

With  some  small  sdd  from  scissars,  paint,  and  tweezers, 
He  look'd  in  almost  all  respects  a  maidy 

And  Baba  smiUngly  exclaim'd,  '^  You  see,- sirs, 
A  perfect  transformation  here  dispUy'd ; 

And  now,  then,  you  must  come  along  with  me,  sirs, 
That  is — ^the  lady :" — clapping  his  hands  twice. 
Four  blacks  were  at  his  elbow  in  a  trice. 

LXXXI. 

^^  You,  sir,"  said  Baba,  nodding  to  the  one. 

Will  please  to  accompany  those  gentlemen 
To  supper ;  but  you,  worthy  christian  nun, 

Will  follow  me  :  no  trifling,  sir,  for  when 
I  say  a  thing,  it  must  at  once  be  done. 

What  fear  you  ?  think  you  this  a  lion's  den  ? 
Why,  't  is  a  palace,  where  the  truly  wise 
Anticipate  the  Prophet's  paradise. 

LXXXII. 

^^  You  fool !  i  tell  you  no  one  means  you  harm." 

<*  So  much  the  better,"  Juan  said,  ^'  for  them  : 
Else  they  shall  feel  the  weight  of  this  my  arm, 

Which  is  not  quite  so  light  as  you  may  deem. 
1  yield  thus  far ;  but  soon  will  break  the  charm, 

If  any  take  me  for  that  wfai£h  I  seem ; 
So  that  I  trust, *^for  every  body's  sake, 
That  this  disguise  may  lead  to  no  mistake." 

Lxxxm. 

''  Blockhead  !  come  on  and  see,"  quoth  Baba ;  while 

Don  Juan,  turning  to  his  comrade,  who. 
Though  somewhat  grieyed,  could  scarce  forbear  a  smile 

Upon  the  metamorphoas  in  view, 
**  Farewell ! "  they  mutually  exclaim'd :  *^  this  soil 

Seems  fertile  in  adventures  strange  and  new  ; 
One  Is  tum'd  half  Mussulman,  and  one  a  maid, 
By  this  old  black  enchanter's  unsought  aid." 

LXXXIV. 

''  Farewell ! "  said  Joan ;  '^  should  we  meet  no  more^ 

I  wish  you  a  good  appetite."^ — '*  Farewell ! " 
Replied  the  other;  *^  though  it  grieves  me  sore ; 

When  we  nei^t  meet,  we  *11  have  a  tale  to  tell : 
We  needs  must  follow  when  fate  puts  firom  shore. 

Keep  your  good  name ;  though  Eve  herself  once  fell. " 
**  Nay,"  quoth  the  maid,  *'  the  Sultan's  self  shan't  carry  me. 
Unless  his  higfhness  promises  to  marry  me."^ 

IV.  II 
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LXXXV. 

And  thus  they  parted,  each  by  separate  doors  ; 

Baba  led  Juan  onward,  room  by  room, 
Through  glittering  gallmes  and  o'er  marble  floors, 

Till  a  gigantic  portal  through  the  gloom. 
Haughty  and  huge,  along  the  distance  towers  ; 
.  And  wafted  far  arose  a  rich  perfume  : 
It  seem'd  as  though  they  came  upon  a  shnne, 
For  aU  was  yast,  still,  fragrant,  and  divine. 

LXXXVI. 

The  giant  door  was  broad,  and  bright,  and  high. 
Of  gilded  bronze,  and  carved  in  curious  guise ; 

Warriors  thereon  were  battUng  furiously; 

Here  stalks  the  victor,  there  the  vanquish'd  lies ; 

There  captives  led  in  triumph  droop  the  eye, 
<And  in  perspective  many  a  s^adron  flies : 

It  seems  the  work  of  times  before  the  line 

Of iR^me  transplanted  fell  with  Constantine. 

LXXXVU. 

This  massy  portal  stood  at  the  wide  close 
Of  a  huge  hall,  and  on  its  either  side 

Two  little  dwarfs,  the  least  you  could  suppose. 
Were  sate,  Hke  ugly  imps,  as  if  allied 

In  mockery  to  the  enormous  gate  which  rose 
0*er  them  in  almost  pyramidic  pride : 

The  gate  so  splendid  was  in  all  \Xsfiaiwre^,  ' 

You  never  thought  about  those  little  creatures, 

utxxviu. 

Until  you  nearly  trod  on  them,  and  then, 
You  started  back  in  horror  to  survey 

The  wondrous  hideousness  of  those  small  men. 
Whose  colour  was  not  black,  nor  white,  nor  gr^y. 

But  an  extraneous  mixture,  which  no  pen 
Can  trace,  although  perhaps  the  pencil  may  ; 

They  were  mis-idiapen  pigmies,  deaf  and  dumb-— 

Monsters,  who  cost  a  no  less  monstrous  sum. 

LXXXIX. 

Their  duty  was; — for  they  were  strong,  and  though 
They  looked  so  little,  did  strong  things  at  times-— 

To  ope  this  door,^  which  they  could  reaUy  do. 
The  hmges  oemg  as  smooth  as  Rogers'  rhymes ; 

And  now  and  then^  with  tough  strings  of  the  bow. 
As  is  the  custom  of  those  eastern  climes, 

To  give  some  rebel  Pacha  a  cravat ; 

For  mutes  are  generally  used  for  that. 
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XC. 

They  spoke  by  signs— that  is,  not  spoke  at  ail ; 

And,  looking  like  two  incubi,  they  glared 
As  Baba  with  his  fingers  made  them  fall 

To  heaving  back  the  portal  folds  :  it  scffred 
Juan  a  moment,  as  this  pair  so  small 

With  shrinking  serpent  optics  on  him  st«^d; 
It  was  as  if  their  little  looks  could  poison 
Or  fascinate  whomever  they  fix'd  their  eyes  on* 

XOI. 

Before  they  entered,  Baba  paused  to  hint 

To  Juan  some  slight  lessons  as  his  guide : 
"  If  you  could  just  contrive,''  he  said,  "  to  stint 

That  somewhat  manly  majesty  of  stride, 
T  would  be  as  well,  and  (though  there  's  not  much  in  't), 

To  swing  a  little  less  from  side  t6  side, 
Which  has  at  times  an  aspect  of  the  oddest ; 
And  also,  could  you  look  a  Iktle  modest, 

xcn. 

'^  'T  would  be  convenient;  for  these  mmtes  hawe  eyes 
Like  needles,  which  might  pierce  thoee  petticoats; 

And  if  they  should  discover  your  disguise, 
You  know  how  near  us  the  deep  Boi^horus  floats  ; 

And  you  and  I  may  chance,  ere  morning  rise. 
To  find  our  way  to  Marmora  without  boats, 

Stitch'd  up  in  sacks — ^a  mode  of  navigation 

A  good  deal  practised  here  upon  oeeasion/* 

xom. 

With  this  encouragement,  he  led  l^e  way 

Into  a  room  still  nobler  than  the  last  ;i 
A  rich  confusion  form'd  a  disarray 

In  such  sort,  that  the  e^  along  it  cast 
Could  hardly  carry  any  thing  away, 

Object  pn  object  flashed  so  bright  and  fast ; 
A  dazzling  mass  of  gems,  and  gold,  and  glitter, 
Magnificently  mmgled  in  a  litter. 

xcnr. 

Wealth  had  done  wonders«-^taste  not  much ;  s«Kh  things 

Occur  in  orient  palaces,  and  even 
In  the  more  chastened  domes*  of  western  kings 

(Of  which  I  Ve  aho  seen  some  six  or  seven), 
Where  I  can't  say  or  gold  or  diamond  flings 

Much  lustre,  there  is  much  to  be  forgiven; 
Groups  of  bad  statues,  tables,  chairs,  and  picturesy 
On  which  I  cannot  pause  to  make  my  strictures. 

11» 
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XCV. 

In  this  imperial  hall  at  distance  lay 

Under  a  canopy,  and  there  reclined 
Quite  in  a  confidential  queenly  way, 

A  lady.     Baba  stoppM^  and  kneeling,  sign'd 
To  Juan,  who,  though  not  much  used  to  pray, 

Knelt  down  by  instinct,  wondering  in  lus  mind 
What  all  this  meant :  while  Baba  bow'd  and  bended 
His  head,  until  the  ceremony  ended. 

XCVI. 

The  lady  rising  up  with  such  an  air 

As  Venus  rose  with  from  the  wave,  on  them 
Bent  like  an  antelope  a  Paphian  pair 

Of  eyes,  which  put  out  each  surrounding  gem ; 
And  raising  up  an,  arm  as  moonlight  fair, 

She  sign'd  to  Baba,  who  first  kiss'd  the  hem 
Of  her  deep  purple  robe,  and  speaking  low, 
Pointed  to  Juan,  who  remained  below. 

XCVII. 

tier  presence  was  as  lofty  as  her  state  ; 

Her  beauty  of  that  •verpowering  kind. 
Whose  force  description  only  would  abate  : 

I  M  rather  leave  it  much  to  your  own  mind. 
Than  lessen  it  by  what  I  could  relate , 

Of  forms  and  features  ;  it  would  strike  you  blind 
Could  I  do  justice  to  the  full  detail ; 
So,  luckily  for  both,  my  phrases  fisdl. 

xcvm. 

This  much,  however,  I  may  add — ^her  years 

Were  ripe,  they  might  make  six-and-twenty  springs, 

But  there  are  forms  which  Time  to  touch  forbears, 
And  tarns  aside  his  scythe  to  vulgar  things, 

Such  as  was  Mary^s  Queen  of  Scots :  true — tears 
Aod  love  destroy,  and  sapping  sorrow  wrings 

Charms  from  the  charmer,  yet  some  never  grow 

Ugly ;  for  instance — ^Ninon  de  TEnclos. 

XCIX.  ^ 

She  spake  some  words  to  her'  attendants,  who 

Composed  a  choir  of  girls,  ten  or  a  dozen, 
And  were  all  clad  alike  ;  like  Juan,  too. 

Who  wore  their  uniform,  by  Baba  chosen  : 
They  form'd  a  very  nymph-like  looking  crew. 

Which  might  have  calFd  Diana's  chorus  <'  cousin," 
As  far  as  outward  show  may  correspond ; 
1  won't  be  bail  for  any  thing  beyond. 
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C. 

They  bovr'd  obeisance  and  withdrew,  retiring, 
Bat  not  by  the  same  door  throtig^h  which  came  in 

Baba  and  Joan,  which  last  stood  admiring, 
At  some  small  distance,  all  he  saw  within 

This  strange  saloon,  much  fitted  for  inspiring 
Marvel  and  praise ;  for  both  or  none  things  win ; 

And  I  mast  say  I  ne^er  conld  see  the  yery 

Gh'eat  happiness  of  the  *'  Nil  admirari." 

CI. 

'^  Not  to  admire  is  aU  the  art  I  know 

(Plain  tnith,  dear  Marray,  needs  few  flowers  of  speech) 
To  make  men,  happy,  or  to  keep  them  so  ;^' 

(So  take  it  in  the  yery  words  of  Creech.) 
Thus  Horace  wrote,  we  ail  know,  long  ago ; 

And  thus  Pope  quotes  the  precept  to  re-teach 
From  his  translation;  but  had  none  admired. 
Would  Pope  hare  sung,  or  Horace  been  inspired  ? 

CII. 

« 

Baba,  when  all  the  damsels  were  withdrawn, 

Motion'd  to  Juan  to  approach,  and  then 
A  second  time  desired  him  to  kneel  down 

And  kiss  the  lady*s  foot ;  which  maxim  when 
He  heard  repeated,  Juan  with  a  frown 

Drew  himself  up  to  his  fiiU  height  again. 
And  said,  *'  It  grieved  him,  but  he  could  not  stoop 
To  any  shoe,  unless  it  shod  the  Pope." 

cm. 

Baba,  indignant  at  this  ill-4imed  pride,* 

Made  fierce  remonstrances,  and  then  a  threat 
He  mutter'd  (but  the  last  was  given  aside) 

About  a  bowstringr — quite  in  vain ;  not  yet 
Would  Juan  stoop,  thou^  't  were  to  Mahomet's  bride : 

There  's  nothing  in  the  world  like  ^iiquttte. 
In  kingly  chambers  or  imperial  halls, 
As  also  at  the  race  and  county  balls. 

CIV. 

He  stood  like  Atlas,  with  a  world  of  words 

About  his  ears,  and  nathless  would  not  bend ; 
The  blood  of  aU  his  line's  Castiltan  lords 

Boird  in  his  veins,  and  rather  than  descend 
To  stain  his  pedigree,  a  thousand  swords  "" 

A  thousand  times  of  him  had  made  an  end. 
At  length,  perceiving  the  foot  could  not  stand, 
Baba  proposed  that  he  should  kiss  the  hand. 
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CV. 

Here  was  an  honourable  compromise,  • 

A  half-way  house  of  diplomatic  rest, 
Where  they  might  meet  in  much  more  peaceful  guise  : 

And  Juan  now  his  willingness  expressed 
To  use  all  fit  and  proper  courtesies, 

Adding,  that  this  was  -commonest  and  best, 
For  through  the  South  the  custom  s^  commands 
The  gentleman  to  kiss  the  lady's  hands* 

CVI. 

And  he  advanced,  though  with  but  a  bad  grace. 
Though  on  more  Uu>rough-itred*  or  fairer  fingers] 

No  lips  e'er  left  their  truisitory  trace : 

On  such  as  these  the  jip  too  fondly  lingers. 

And  for  one  kiss  would  fain  imprint  a  brace, 
.  As  you  will  see,  if  she  you  lore  will  bring  hers 

In  contact ;  and  sometimes  even  a  fair  stranger's 

An  almost  twelvemonth's  com^tancy  endangers* 

cvn. 

»  * 

The  lady  eyed  him  o'er  and  o'er,  and  bade 

Baba  retire,  which  he  obey'd  In  style, 
As  if  well  used  to  the  retreating  trade ; 

And  taking  hints  in  good  part  all  the  while. 
He  whisper'd  Juau  not  to  be  afraid. 

And,  looking  on  him  with  a  sort  of  smile. 
Took  leave  with  such  a  face  of  satisfaction. 
As  good  men  wear  who  have  done  a  virtuous  action. 

CVIII. 

When  he  was  gone,  there  was  a  sudden  change  : 
I  know  not  what  might  be  the  lady's  thought, 

But  o'er  her  bright  brow  flash'd  a  tumult  strange, 
And  into  her  clear  cheek  the  blood  was  brought. 

Blood-red  as  sunset  summer  clouds  which  range 
The  verge  of  heaven ;  and  in  her  large  eyes  wrou^t, 

A  mixture  of  sensations  might  be  scann'd 

Of  half  voluptuousness  and  half  command. 

CIX. 

Her  form  had  all  the  sofitness  of  her  sex» 
Her  features  all  the  sweetness  of  the  devil, 

WKbn  he  put  on  the  cherub  to*  perplex 
Eve,  and  paved  (God  knows  how)  the  road  to  evil : 

The  sun  himself  was  scarce  more  fi^ee  from  specks 
Than  she  from  auffht  at  which  the  eye  could  cavil ; 

Yet  somehow  there^as  something  somewhere  wanting. 

As  if  she  rather  order'd  than  was  srantm^ 
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« 

ex. 

Something  imperial,  or  impenons,  tfar^w 

A  chsdn  o'er  all  she  did ;  that  is,  a  chain       ^ 
Was  thrown  as  H  were  about  the  neck  of  you, — 

And  raptare's  self  wiU  seem  alm<JBt  a  pain 
With  aught  which  looks  like  despotism  io  view : 

Om*  souls  at  least  are  free,  and  "t  is  in  Taiti 
We  would  against  them  make  the  iesh  obey*^  * 

The  spirit  in  the  end  will  have  its  way. 

CXI. 

Her  very  smile  was  haughty,  though  so  sweet, 

Her  very  nod  was  not  an  inctination ; 
There  was  a  self-wili  even  in  her  small  feet, 

As  though  they  were  quite  conscious  of  her  stfttiot)'-^ 
They  trod  as  upon  necks ;  and  to  complete 

Her. state  (it  is  the  custom  of  her  nation), 
A  poniard  deck'd  her  girdle,  as  the  sign 
She  was  a  sultanas  bride  (tiiank  Heaven,  B0t4miie). 

CXIL 

^'  To  hear  and  to  obey"  bad  been  from  birth 

The  law  of  all  around  her ;  to  fulfil 
All  phantasies  which  yielded  joy  or  mirth, 

Had  been  her  slaves*  chief  pleasure,  as  her  wiU. 
Her  blood  was  high,  her  beauty  scarce  of  eartli : 

Judge,  then,  if  her  caprices  e'er  stood  stilL 
Had  she  but  been  a  Christian,  I  Ve  a  notion 
We  should  have  found  out  the  *'  perpetual  motion.* 

Gxni. 

Whatever  she  saw  and  coveted  was  brought ;    • 

Whatever  she  did  not  see,  if  she  supposed  ^ 
It  might  be  seen,  with  diligence  was  sought, 

And  when  't  was  found  straightway  the  bargain  closed : 
There  was  no  end  iinto  the  things  she  bought. 

Nor  to  the  trouble  which  her  fancies  caused  ; 
Yet  even  her  tyranny  had  such  a  grace. 
The  women  pardon'd  all  except  her  face. 

CXIV. 

Juan,  the  latest  of  her  whims,  had  caught/ 

Her  eye  in  passing  on  his  way  to  sale  ; 
She  ordered  him  directly  to  be  bought, 

And  Baba,  who  had  ne*er  been  known  to  fail 
In  any  kind  of  mischief  to  be  wrought, 

Had  his  instructions  where  and  how  to  deal : 
She  had  no  prudence,  but  he  had ;  and  this 
Explains  the  garb  which  Juan  took  amiss. 
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CXV. 

• 

His  youth  and  features  fiiyourM  the  disg^e, 
And  should  ^n.ask  how  she,  a  sultan's  bride, 

Could  risk  or  compass  such  strange  phantasies. 
This  I  must  leave  sultanate  to  decide : 

Emperors  are  only  husbands  in  wires'  eyes. 
And  kings  and  consorts  oft  are  mystified. 

As  we 'may  ascertain  with  due  precision. 

Some  by  ejqperience,  others  by  tradition. 

CXVI. 

But  to  the  main  point,  where  we  have  been  tending  :-* 

She  now  conceived  all  difficulties  past, 
And  .deemed  herself  extremely  condescending 

When,  being  made  her  property  at  last, 
Without  more  preface,  in  her  blue  eyes  blending 

Passion  and  power,  a  glance  on  hun  she  cast. 
And  merely  saying,  ^'  Christian,  canst  thou  love?  *^ 
Conceived  that  phrase  was  quite  enough  to  move. 

'CXVIL 

And  so  it  was,  in  proper  time  and  pbce ; 

But  Juan,  who  had  still  his  mind  overflowing 
With  Haidee's  isle  and  soft  Ionian  face. 

Felt  the  warm  blood,  which  in  his  face  was  glowing. 
Rush  back  upon  his  heart,  which  fiU'd  apace. 

And  left  his  cheeks  as  pale  as  snow-drops  blowing : 
These  words  went  through  his  soul  like  Arab  spears. 
So  that  he  spoke  not,  but  burst  into  tears. 

cxvin. 

She  was  a  good,  deal  shockM ;  not  shockM  at  tears, 
For  women  shed  and  use  them  at  their  liking  -, 

But  there  is  something  when  man's  eye  appears 
Wet,  still  more  disagreeable  and  striking : 

A  woman's  tear-drop  melts,  a  man's  half  sears, 
like  molten  lead,  as  if  you  thrust  a  pike  in 

His  heart  to  force  it  out,  for  (to  be  shorter) 

To  them  't  is  a  relief,  to  us  a  torture. 

CXIX. 

And  she  would  have  consoled,  but  knew  not  how ; 

Having  no  equals,  nothing  which  had  e'er 
Infected  her  with  sympathy  till  now, 

And  never  having  dreamt  what  't  was  to  bear 
Aught  of  a  serious  sorrowing  kind,  although 

There  might  arise  some  pouting  petty  care 
To  cross  her  brow,  she  wonder'd  how  so  near 
Her  eyes  another's  eye  could  shed  a  tear. 
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cxx. 

But  nature  teaches  more  than  power  can  spoil,    ' 
And  when  a  tirong  although  a  strange  sensadon 

Moves — ^female  hearts  are  such  a  genial  soil 
For  kinder  feelings,  whatsoe'er  their  nation, 

They  naturally  pour  the  ''  wine  and  oil^'' 
Samaritans  in  every  situation ; 

And  thus  Chilheyaz,  though  she  knew  not  why. 

Felt  an  odd  glistening  moisture  in  her  eye. 

CXXI. 

But  tears  must  stop  like  all  things  else ;  and  soon 
Juan,*who  for  an  instant  had  been  moved 

To  such  a  sorrow  by  the  intrusive  tone 
Of  one  who  dared  to  ask  if  ''  he  Aodloved,^' 

Call'd  back  the  stoic  to  his  eyes,  which  shone 
Bright  with  the  very  weakness  he  reproved ; 

And  although  sensitive  to  beauty,  he 

Felt  most  indignant  still  at  not  being  free. 

CXXII. 

Oulbeyaz,  for  the  first  time  in  her  days. 
Was  much  embarrassed,  never  having  met 

In  all  her  life  with  aught  save  prayers  and  praise  ; 
And  as  she  also  risk'd  her  life  to  get 

Him  whom  she  meant  to  tutor  in  lovers  ways 
Into  a  comfortable  t^te-ia-t^te. 

To  lose  the  hour  would  make  her  qmte  a  martyr, 

And  they  had  wasted  now  almost  a  quarter. 

cxxin. 

I  also  would  suggest  the  fitting  time 
To  gentlemen  in  any  sucH  like  case, 

That  is  to  say — ^in  a  meridian  clime ; 
With  us  there  is  more  law  given  to  the  chase, 

But  here  a  small  delay  forms  a  great  crime  : 
So  recollect  that  the  extremest  grace 

Is  just  two  minutes  for  your  declaration — 

A  moment  more  would  hurt  your  reputation. 

CXXIV. 

Juan*s  was  good ;  and  might  have  been  still  better, 
But  he  had  got  Haidee  into  his  head  : 

However  strange,  he  could  not  yet  forget  her. 
Which  made  him  seem  exceedingly  ill-bred. 

Ghilberyaz,  who  look'd  on  him  as  her  debtor 
For  having  had  him  to  the  palace  led. 

Began  to  blush  up  to  the  eyes,  and  then 

Grow  deadly  pale,  and  then  blush  back  again. 
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cxxv. 

At  length,  in  an  imperial  way,  she  laid 
Her  hand  on  his,  and  bending  on  his  eyes, 

Which  needed  not  an  empire  to  persuade, 
Look'd  into  his  for  love,  where  none  replies : 

Her  brow  grew  black,  but  she  would  not  upbraid, 
That  being  the  last  thing  a  proud  woman  tries ; 

She  rose,  and  pausing  one  chaste  moment,  threw 

Herself  upon  lus  breast,  and  there  she  grew. 

CXXVI. 

This  was  an  awkward  test,  as  Juan  found, 
But  he  was  steel'd  by  sorrow,  wrath,  and  pride ; 

With  gentle  force  her  white  arms  he  unwound, 
And  seated  her  all  drooping  by  his  side : 

Then  rising  haughtily  he  glanced  around, 
And  looking  coldly  in  her  £ace,  he  cried, 

'^  The  prison'd  eagle  will  not  pair,  nor  I 

Serve  a  sultana's  sensual  phantasy. 

cxxvu. 

''  Thou  ask'st  if  I  can  love  ?  be  this  the  proof 
How  much  I  have  loved — ^that  I  love  not  thee  ! 

In  this  vile  garb,  the  distaff,  web,  and  woof, 
Were  fitter  for  me  :  love  is  for  the  free ;  * 

I  am  not  dazzled  by  this  splendid  roof. 
Whatever  thy  power,  and  great  it  seems  to  be, 

Heads  bow,  knees  bend,  eyes  watch  around  a  throne, 

And  hands  obey*— our  hearts  are  still  our  own.'* 

CXXVIII.. 

This  was  a  truth  to  us  e3ctremely  trite. 
Not  so  to  her  who  ne'er  hadiie^d  such  things ; 

She  deem'd  her  least  command  must  yield  delight, 
Earth  being  only  made  for  queens  and  kings* 

If  hearts  lay  on  the  left  side  or  the  right 
She  hardly  knew,  to  such  perfection  brings 

Legitimacy  its  born  votaries,  when 

Aware  of  their  due  royal  rights  o'er  men. 

CXXIX. 

Besides,  as  has  been  said,  she  was  so  fair 
As  even  in  a  much  humbler  lot  had  made 

A  kingdom  or  confusion  any  where ; 
And  also,  as  may  be  presumed,  she  laid 

Some  stress  upon  those  charms  which  seldom  are 
By  the  possessors  thrown  into  the  shade  ;— 

She  thought  hers  gave  a  double  **  right  divine  >" 

And  half  of  that  opinion  's  also  mine. 
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cxxx. 


Remember,  or  (if  yoa  camiotj  imagine. 

Ye !  who  have  kept  jour  chastity  when  young, 

While  some  more  desperate  dowager  has  been  waging 
Loye  with  yoa,  and  been  in  the  dog-days  stong 

By  your  refusal,  recollect  her  raging ! 
Or  recollect  all  that  was  said  or  sung 

On  such  a  subject ;  then  suppose  the  hce 

Of  a  young  downright  beauty  in  diis  case. 

GXXXI. 

Suppose,  but  you  already  have  supposed^ 

The  spouse  of  Potiphsr,  the  Lady  Booby, 
Phedra,  and  all  which  story  has  discbsed 

Of  good  examples ;  pity  that  so  few  by 
Poets  and  private  tutors  are  exposed. 

To  educate — ^ye  youth  of  Europe — ^you  by ! 
But  when  you  hare  supposed  the  few  we  know. 
You  can't  suppose  Gnlbeyaz'  angry  brow. 

cxxxn. 

A  tigress  robb'd  of  young,  a  lioness, 

Or  any  interesting  beast  of  prey, 
Are  similes  at  hand  for  the  distress 

Of  ladies  who  cannot  have  their  own  way ; 
But  though  my  turn  will  not  he  served  with  less. 

These  don't  express  one  half  what  I  should  say : 
For  what  is  stealing  young  ones,  few  or  many, 
To  cutting  short  their  hopes  of  having  any  ? 

CXXXIII. 

The  love  of  ofifeprihg  's  nstture*s  general  law. 
From  tigresses  and  cubs  to  ducks  and  ducklings  ; 

.There  's  nothing  whets  the  beak  or  arms  the  claw. 
Like  an  invasion  of  their  babes  and  sucklings ; 

And  all  who  have  seen  a  human  nursery,  saw 

How  mothers  love  their  children's  squalls  and  cbuckiings ; 

And  this  strong  extreme  effect  (to  lire  no  longer 

Your  patience)  diows  the  cause  must  still  be  stronger. 

CXXXIV. 

If  I  said  fire  flash'd  from  Gulbeyaz'  eyes,    ~ 

T  were  nothing — for  her  eyes  flash'd  always  fire  ;- 

Or  said  her  cheeks  assumed  the  deepest  dyes, 
I  should  but  bring  disgrace  upon  the  dyer. 

So  supernatural  was  her  passion's  rise ; 

For  ne'er  till  now  she  knew  k  check'd  desire  : 

Even  you  who  know  what  a  check'd  woman  is 

(Enough,  God  knows !)  would  much  fall  short  of  this. 
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cxxxv. 

Her  rage  was  but  a  minute's,  and  *t  was  well — 
A  moment's  more  had  slain  her ;  but  the  while 

It  lasted  *t  was  like  a  short  glimpse  of  hell : 
Nought 's  more  sublime  than  energetic  bile, 

Though  horrible  to  see  yet  grand  to  tell, 
Like  ocean  warring  'gainst  a  rocky  Lde; 

And  the  deep  passions  flashing  through  her  form 

Made  her  a  beautiful  embodied  storm. 

CXXXVI. 

A  vulgar  tempest  't  were  to  a  typhoon 

To  matth  a  common  fory  with  her  rage, 
And  yet  she  did  not  want  to  reach  the  moon, 

Like  moderate  Hotspur  on  the  immortal  page ; 
Her  anger  pitched  into  a  lower  tune, 
'  Perhaps  the  fault  of  her  soft  sex  and  age — 
Her  wish  was  but  to  ''  kill,  kill,  kill,**  like  Learns, 
And  then  her  thirst  of  blood  was  quenched  in  tears. 

CXXXVII. 

A  storm  it  raged,  and  like  the  storm  it  pasi^d, 
Passed  without  words — in  fact  she  coidd  not  speak ; 

And  then  her  sex*s  shame  broke  in  at  last, 
A  sentiment  till  then  in  her  but  weak. 

But  now  it  flowed  in  natural  and  fast. 

As  water  through  an  unexpected  leak,      . 

For  she  felt  humbled — and  humiliation 

Is  sometimes  good  for  people  in  her  station. 

CXXXVIfl. 
It  teaches  them  that  they  are  flesh  and  blood. 

It  also  gently  hints  to  them  that  others. 
Although  of  clay,  are  not  yet  qmte  of  mud ; 

That  urns  and  pipkins  are  but  fragile  brothers, 
And  works  of  the  same  pottery,  bad  or  good, 

Though  not  all  born  of  the  same  sires  and  mothers : 
It  teaches — Heaven  knows  only  what  it  teaches, 
But  sometimes  it  may  mend,  and  often  reaches. 

CXXXIX. 

Her  first  thought  was  to  cut  off  Juan's  head ; 

Her  second,  to  cut  only  his — ^acquaintance ; 
Her  thirds  to  ask  him  where  he  had  been  bred ; 

Her  fourth,  to  rally  him  into  repentance ; 
Her  fifth,  to  call  her  maids  and  go  to  bed ; 

Her  sixth,  to  sub  herself;  her  seventh,  to  sentence 
The  lash  to  Baba  ; — but  her  grand  resource 
Was  to  sit  down  again,  and  cry  of  course. 
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CXJL 

She  thought  to  stab  herself^  bat  then  she  had 
The  dagger  close  at  hand,  which  made  it  awkward; 

For  eastern  stays  are  little  made  to  pad, 
So  that  a  poniard  pierces  if  *t  is  stack  hard. 

She  thoaght  of  kHlin^  Jaan^— but,  poor  lad  I 
Though  he  deserved  it  well  for  being  so  backward. 

The  cutting  off  his  head  was  not  the  art 

Most  likely  to  attun  her  aim — his  heart. 

CXLI. 

Juan  was  moved :  he  had  made  up  his  mind 
.   To  be  impaled,  or  quartered  as  a  dish 
For  dogs,  or  to  be  slain  with  pangs  refined, 

Or  thrown  to  lions,  or  made  baits  for  fish. 
And  thus  heroically  stood  resigned, 

Rather  than  sin — except  to  his  own  wish  ; 
But  all  his  great  preparatives  for  dying 
Dissolved  like  snow  before  a  woman  crying. 

CXLII. 

As  through  his  pahns  Bob  Acres*  valour  oozed, 

So  Jaan^s  virtue  ebb'd,  I  know  not  how ; 
And  first  he  wonder'd  why  he  had  refused ; 

And  then,  if  matters  could  be  made  up  now  ; 
And  next  his  savage  virtue  he  accused, 

Just  as  a  friar  may  accuse  his  vow. 
Or  as  a  dame  repents  her  of  her  oath,^ 
Which  mostly  ends  in  some  small  breach  of  both. 

CXUII. 

So  he  began  to  stammer  some  excuses ; 

But  words  are  not  enough  in  such  a  matter, 
Although  you  borrow'd  all  that  e'er  the  Muses 

Have  sung,  or  even  a  dandy*s  dandiest  chatter, 
Or  all  the  figures  Castlereagh  abuses  ; 

Just  as  a  languid  smile  began  to  flatter, 
His  peace  was  making,  but  before  he  ventured 
Farther,  old  Baba  rather  briskly  enter'd. 

•  CXLIV. 

'<  Bride  of  the  Sun- 1  and  Sister  of  the  Moon ! " 
(*T  was  thus  he  spake)  *'  and  Empress  of  the  Earth ! 

Whose  frown  would  put.  the  spheres  all  out  of  tune, 
Whose  smile  makes  all  the  planets  dance  with  mirth. 

Your  slave  brings  tidings — ^he  hopes  not  too  soon — 
Which  your  sublime  attention  may  be  worth ; 

The  Sun  himself  has  sent  me  like  a  ray, 

To  hint  that  he  is  coming  up  this  way." 
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CXLV. 

"  Is  it,"  exclaim'd  Gvlbeyaz,  '^,as  you  say? 

I  wish  to  Heaven  he  would  not  shine  till  morning ! 
But  bid  my  women  fonn  the  milky  way. 

Hence,  my  old  comet !  give  the  stars  due  warning — 
And,  Christian !  mingle  with  them  as  yon  may ; 

And,  as  you  'd  have  mtf  pardon  your  pa&  scorning^ ^^ 

Here  they  were  interrupted  by  a  ftumming 

Sound,  and  then  by  a  cry,  '^  tiie  Sultan  's  conung  I " 

CXLVI. 

First  came  her  damsels,  a  decorous  file. 

And  then  his  highness'  eunuchs,  black  and  white  f 

The  train  might  reach  a  quarter  of  a  mile : 
His  majesty  was  always  so  polite 

As  to  announce  his  visits  a  long  while     I 
Before  he  came,  especially  at  night ; 

For  being  the  last  wife  of  the  emperor^ 

She  was  of  course  the  favourite  of  the  four. 

CXLVII. 

His  highness  was  a  man  of  solemn  port, 
ShawPd  to  the  nose,  and  bearded  to  the  eyes, 

Snatch'd  from  a  prison  to  preside  at  court, 
His  lately  bowstrung  brother  caused  his  rise. 

He  was  as  good  a  sovereign  of  the  sort 
As  any  mentioned  in  the  histories 

Of  Cantemir,  or  KnoUes^  where  few  shine 

Save  Solyman,  the  glory  of  their  line.^ 

CXLVIII. 

He  went  to  mosque  in  state,  and  said  his  prayers 
With  more  than  <'  oriental  scrupulosity ; '" 

He  left  to  his  vizier  all  state  afi^s, 
And  show'd  but  little  royal  curiosity : 

I  know  not  if  he  had  domestic  cares — 
No  process  proved  connubial  animosity ', 

Four  wives  and  twice  five  hundred  maids,  unseen, 

Were  ruled  as  calmly  as  a  christian  queen. 

GXLIX^ 

If  now  and  then  there  happen^  a  slight  slip, 

Little  was  heard  of  criminal  or  crime ; 
The  story  scarcely  pass'd  a  single  lip — 

The  sack  and  sea  had  settled  all  in  time. 
From  which  the  secret  nobody  could  rip  : 

The  public  knew  no  more  than  does  this  rhyme* 
No  scandals  made  the  daily  press  a  curse — 
Morals  were  better,  and  the  fish  no  worse. 
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CL. 

He  saw  with  his  own  eyes  the  moon  was  roimd. 

Was  also  certain  that  the  earth  was  square, 
Because  he  had  journey'd  fifty  ndles  and  found 

No  si^  that  it  waa  circular*  any  where. 
His  empire  also  was  without  a  bound  : 

*T  is  true,  a  little  troubled  here  and  diere, 
By  rebel  pachas,  and  encroaching  giaours,     * 
But  then  they  nerer  came  to  the  *'  Seren  Towers ; " 

CU. 

Except  in  shape  of  enfoys,  who  were  sent 
To  lodge  there  when  a  war  broke  out,  according 

To  the  true  law  of  nations,  which  ne*er  meant 
Those  scoundrels  who  have  never  had  a  sword  in 

Their  dirty  diplomatic  hands,  to  vent 
Their  spleen  in  making  strife,  and  safely  wording 

Their  lies,  yclept  despatches,  witftout  nak  or 

The  singeing  of  a  single  inky  whisker. 

CUL 

He  had  fifty  daaghten  and  four  doien  sons, 

Of  whom  ail  such  as  eame  of  age  were  stow'd, 
The  former  in  a  palace,  where  like  mms 

They  lived  till  some  bashaw  was  sent  abroad. 
When  she,  whose  turn  it  was,  wedded  at  once. 

Sometimes  at  six  years  old — though  thb  seems  odd, 
T  is  true ;  the  reas^  is,  that  the  bashaw 
Must  make  a  present  to  his  sire-in-law. 

CLm. 

His  sons  were  kept  in  prison  tiU  they  grew 

Of  years  to  fill  a  bowstring'  or  the  throne. 
One  or  the  other,  but  which  of  the  two 

Could  yet  be  known  unto  the  fatea  alone  ; 
Meantime  the  education  they  went  through 

Was  princely,  as  tiie  proofs  have  always  shown : 
So  that  the  heir  apparent  still  was  found 
No  less  deserving  to  be  hang*d  than  crowned. 

CLIV. 

His  majesty  saluted  his  fourth  i^nse 

With  all  the  ceremonies  of  his  rank, 
Who  clear'd  her  sparkling  eyes  and  smoothed  ber  brows^ 

As  suits  a  matron  who  has  played  a  prank  : 
These  must  seem  doubly  mindftd  of  their  vows, 

To  save  the  credit  of  their  breaking  bank ; 
To  no  men  are  such  cordial  greetings  given 
As  those  whose  wives  Kave  made  them  fit  for  hearren. 
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CLV. 

His  highness  cast  aroand  his  great  black  eyes, 

And  looking,  as  he  always  look'd,  perceived 
Juan  amongst  the  damsels  in  disguise, 

At  which  he  seem'd  no  whit  surprised,  nor  grieved, 
But  just  remarked  with  air  sedate  and  wise, 

While  still  a  fluttering  sigh  Gulbeyaz  heaved^ 
''  I  see  you  've  bought  another  girl ;  't  is  pity, 
That  a  mere  christian  should  be  half  so  pretty/' 

CLVI. 

T}us  compliment,  which  drew  all  eyes  upon 

The  new-bought  virgin,  made  her  bhish  and  shake.   * 
Her  comrades,  also,  thought  themselves  undone  : 

Oh,  Mahomet!  that  his  majesty  should  take. 
Such  notice  of  a  giaour,  while  scarce  to  one 

Of  them  his  lips  imperial  ever  spake  ! 
There  was  a  general  whisper?  toss,  and  wriggle, 
But  etiquette  forbade  them  all  to  giggle. 

CLVII. 

The  Turks  do  well  to  shut — at  least,  sometimes-— • 

The  women  up — ^because,  in  sad  reality. 
Their  chfu^ity  in  these  unlu^py  climes 
.  Is  not  a  thing  of  that  astringent  quality, 
Which  in  the  north  prevents  precarious  crimes, 

And  makes  our  snow  less  pure  than  our  morality : 
The  sun,  which  yearly  melts  the  polar  ice. 
Has  quite  the  contrary  effect  on  vice.    ^ 

cLvia 

Thus  in  the  east  they  are  extremely  strict, 

And  wedlock  and  a  padlock  mean  (he  same ; 
Excepting  only  when  the  former  ^s  picked 

It  ne'er  can  be  replaced  in  proper  frame  ; 
Spoilt,  as  a  pipe  of  claret  is  when  prick'd  : 

But  then  their  own  polygamy  's  to  blame ; 
Why  don't  they  knead  two  virtuous  souls  for  life 
Into  that  moral  centaur,  man  and  wife  ? 

CLIX. 

Thus  far  our  chronicle ;  and  now  we  pause, 

Though  not  for  want  of  matter ;  but 't  is  time, 
According  to  the  ancient  epic  laws,  { 

To  slacken  sail,  and  anchor  with  our  rhyme.  .  •  j 

Let  this  fifth  canto  meet  with  due  applause, 

The  sixth  shall  have  a  touch  of  the  sublime ;  j 

Meanwhile,  as  Homer  sometimes  sleeps,  perhaps 
You  'II  pardon  to  my  Muse  a  few  short  naps. 
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NOTES  TO  CANTO  V. 


Note  1.  Stanza  iii. 
The  ocean  stream. 

This  expression  of  Homer  has  been  much  criticised.  It  hardly  answers  to  oor 
Atlantic  ideas  of  the  ocean,  but  is  sufficiently  applicable  to  the  Hellespont,  and  the 
Bosphorus,  with  the  iBgean  intersected  with  islands. 

Note  2.  Stanza  r.     r 

*The  Oiani's  Oraye.* 

*'The  Giant's  Grare'*  is  a  height  on  the  Asiatic  shore  of  the  Bosphorus,  much 
frequented  by  holiday  parties ;  like  Harrow  and  Highgate. 

Note  3.  Stanza  xxxiii. 
And  mimiog  out  as  fiut  as  I  was  aUe. 

The  assassination  alluded  to  took  place  on  the  eighth  of  December,  1820>  in  the 
streets  of  RaTenna,  not  a  hundred  paces  from  the  residence  of  the  writer.  The  cir- 
cumstaDoes  were  as  described. 

Note  4.  Stanza  xxxiT. 

Kill'd  by  fiye  ballets  from  an  old  gun-barrel. 

There  was  found  cbse  by  him  an  old  gun-barrel,  sawn  half  off:  it  had  just  been 
dischaiged,  and  was  still  warm. 

Note  5.  Stanza  liii. 
Prepared  for  sapper  with  a  glass  of  nun. 

In  Turkey  nothing  is  more  common  than  for  the  Mussulmans  to  take  several  glasses 
of  strong  spirits  by  way  of  appetizer.  I  have  seen  them  take  as  many  as  six  of  raki 
before  dinner,  and  swear  that  the/  dined  the  better  for  it ;  I  tried  the  experiment, 
but  fared  like  the  Scotchman,  who  having  heard  that  the  birds  called  kittiewiaks  were 
admirable  whets^  ate  six  of  them,  and  complained  that  **  he  was  no  hungrier  than 
when  he  began/* 

Note  6.  Stanza  Iv. 

Splendid  bat  silent,  sare  in  one,  where,  dropping* 
A  marble  fountain  echoes. 

A  common  furniture. — I  recollect  being  received  by  Ali  Pacha  in  a  room  con- 
taining a  marble  basin  and  fountain,  &c.,  &c.  &c. 

Note?.  Stanza Ixxxvii. 

The  gate  so  splendid  was  in  all  iiBfeaiuret. 

Features  of  a  gaie — a  ministerial  metaphor ;  **  the  feature  upon  which  this 
question  hingesP — See  the  *' Fudge  Family,"  or  hear  Castlereagh. 

IV.  12 
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Note  8,  Stanza  CTi. 

Thot^fh  on  more  thorough-bred  or  fidrer  flngen. 

There  is  perhaps  nothing  more  distinctive  of  birth  than  the  hand :  it  is  almost  the 
only  sign  of  blood  which  aristocracy  can  generate. 

Note  9.  Stanza  cxifii. 
Save  Solynum,  tlte  glory  of  their  liae. 

It  may  not  be  unworthy  of  remark,  that  Bacon,  in  his  essay  on  ''Empire,"  hints 
that  Solynum  was  the  last  of  his  line ;  on  what  authority,  I  know  not  These  are 
his  words :  ^  The  destruction  of  Mustapha  was  so  fatal  to  Solyman's  line^  aa  the 
succession  of  the  Turks  ftom  Solyman,  until  this  day,  is  suspected  to  be  untrue,  and 
of  strange  blood  ;  for  that  Selymus  the  Second  was  thought  to  be  supposititious." 
But  Bacon,  in  his  historical  authorities,  is  often  inaccurate.  I  could  give  half  a 
dozen  instances  from  his  apophthegms  only. 

From  Bacon's  Apophthegms. 

91. 

Michael  Angelo,  the  famous  painter.       This  was  net  the  portrait  of  a  cardinal, 
painting  in  the  pope's  chapel  the  por-    but  of  the  p<^'s  master  of  the  cere- 
traiture  of  hell  and  damned  souls,  made    monies, 
one  of  the  damned  souls  so  like  a  cardinal 
that  was  his  enemy,  as  every  body  at  first 
sight  knew  it;  whereupon  the  cardinal 
complained  to  Pope  Clement,  humbly 
praying  it  might  be  defaced.    The  pope 
said  to  him,  Why  you  know  very  well  I 
have  power  to  deliver  a  soul  out  of  pur- 
gatory, but  not  out  of  hell. 

165. 
Alexander,  after  the  battle  of  Grani-       It  was  after  the  battle  of  Issus,  and 
cum,  had  veiy  great  offers  made  him  by    during  the  siege  of  Tyre,  and  not  imme- 
Darius.    Consulting  with   his  captains    diately  after  the  passage  of  th^  Granicus, 
ooncerning  them,  Parmenio  said.  Sure,  I    that  this  is  said  to  have  occurred, 
would  accept  of  these  offers,  if  I  were  as 
Alexander.     Alexander  answered.    So 
would  1,  if  I  were  as  Parmenio. 

158. 

Antigonus,  when  it  was  told  him  that       This  was  not  said  by  Antigonus,  but 
the  enemy  had  suofi  volleys  of  tirrows,    by  a  Spartan,  previously  to  the  battle 
that  they  did  hide  the  sun,  said.  That    of  Thermopyls. 
falls  out  well,  for  it  is  hot  weather,  and  so 
we  shall  fight  in  the  shade. 

162. 
There  wai|  a  philosopher  that  disputed       This  happened  under  Augustus  CsBsar, 
with  Adrian  the  emperor,  and  did  it  but    and  not  during  the  reign  of  Adrian, 
weakly.    One  of  his  friends,  that  stood 
by,  afterwards  said  unto  him,    Methinks 
you  were  not  like  yourself  last  day,  in  ar* 
gument  with  the  emperor :  I  could  have 
answered  better  myself.    Why,  said  the 
philosopher,  would  you  have  me  contend 
with  him  tlutt  commands  thirty  legions  ? 

164. 
There  was  one  that  found  a  great  mass       This  happened  to  the  fiither  of  Herodes 
of  money  digged  under  grouifd  in  his    Atticus,  and  the  answer  was  made  by  the 
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grandfather's  house,  and  being  somewhat    emperor  Nervot  who  deserved  that  his 
doubtful  of  the  case,  signified  it  to  the  em-    name  should  have  been  stated  by  the 
peror  that  he  had  found  such  treasure,    ''greatest — wisest — ^meanest  of  mankind.'* 
The  emperor  made  a  rescript  thus ;  Use 
it    He  writ  back  again,  that  the  sum 
was  greater  than  his  state  or  condition 
could  use.    The  emperor  writ  a  new  re- 
script, thus;  Abuse  it. 

178. 
One  of  the  seven  was  wont  to  say,  that       This  was  said  by  Anacharsis  the  Scy- 
laws  were  like  cobwebs;  where  the  small    thian,  and  not  by  a  Greek, 
flies  were  caught,  and  the  great  brake 
through. 

209. 

An  orator  of  Athens  said  to  Demos-       This  was  iiof  said  ^Denostheoes,  but 
thenes,  The  Athenians  will  kill  you,  if   to  Demosthenes  by  Phocion. 
they  wax  mad.    Demosthenes  replied. 
And  they  will  kill  you,  if  they  be  in  good 
sense. 

221. 

There  was  a  philosopher  about  Tibe.  This  was  not  said  of  Caius  (Caligula, 

rius  that  k>oking  into  the  nature  of  Caius,  I  presume,  is  intended  by  Caius),  but  of 

said  of  him.  That  he  was  mire  mingled  Tiberitu  himself, 
with  blood. 

97. 

There  was  a  king  of  Hungary  took  a  This  reply  was  not  made  by  a  King 
bishop  in  battle,  and  kept  him  prisoner ;  of  Hungary^  but  sent  by  Richard  the 
whereupon  the  pope  writ  a  monitory  to  fint,  Coeur  de  Lion,  of  England  to  the 
him,  for  that  he  had  broken  the  privilege  Pope,  with  the  breastplate  of  the  Bishop 
of  holy  church  and  taken  his  son :  the    of  Beauvais  * 

king  sent  an  embassage  to  him,  and  sent 
withal  the  armour  wherein  the  bishop 

was  taken,  and  this  only  in  writing — vide  • 

num  hc&c  sit  vestis  filii  tui?    Know 
now  whether  this  be  thy  son's  coat  ? 

267. 

Demetrius,  king  of  M acet^on,  had  a  pe-       This  did  not  happen  to  Demetrias»  but 
tition  offered  him  divers  times  by  an  old    to  Philip  Kiae  of  Macedon. 
woman,  and  answered  he  had  no  leisure ;  . 

whereupon  the  woman  said  aloud.  Why 
then  give  over  to  be  king. 

Having  stated  that  BsTeon  was  frequently  incorrect  in  his  citations  from  histoiy,  I 
have  thought  it  necessary  in  what  regards  so  great  a  name  (however  trifling),  to  sup- 
port the  assertion  by  such  facts  as  more  immediately  occur  to  me.  They  are  but 
trifles,  and  yet  for  such  trifles  a  school-boy  would  be  whipped  (if  still  in  the  fourth 
form) ;  and  Voltaire  for  half  a  dozen  similar  errors  has  been  treated  as  a  superficial 
writer,  notwithstanding  the  testimony  of  the  learned  Warton. — ^  Voltaire,  a  writer 
of  muck  deeper  research  than  is  imagined,  and  the  first  who  has  displayed  the 
Uterature  and  customs  of  the  dark  ages  with  any  degree  of  penetration  and  com- 
prehension."— Dissertation  Ist.  Warton.  For  another  distinguished  testimony  to 
Voltaire's  merits  in  literary  research,  see  also  Lord  Holland's  excellent  Account  of 
the  Life  and  Writings  of  Lope  de  Vega,  vol.  1,  page  215,  edition  of  1817. 

Voltaire  has  even  been  termed  ^a  shallow  fellow,"  by  some  of  the  same  school  who 
called  Dryden's  Ode  *^  a  drunken  song ;" — a  school  (as  it  is  called,  I  presume,  from 
their  education  being  stiD  inoompleteflhe  whole  of  whose  filthy  trash  of  £!pics,  Ex- 
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eunioiiB,  Sec,  &C.4&C.  is  not  worth  the  two  words  in  Zaire,  ^iu  pleuresy**  or  a 
single  speech  of  Tancred; — a  school,  the  apostate  lives  of  whose  renegadoes,  with 
their  tea-drink*' j  neutrality  of  morals,  and  their  cmiTeDient  treachery  in  polities — 
in  the  recorr*  ^t  their  aocumalated  pretences  to  virtue  can  produce  no  aetioiu  (were 
all  their  good  deeds  drawn  up  in  anray)  to  equal  or  approach  the  sole  defence  of  the 
family  of  Calas,  by  that  great  and  unequalled  genius — ^the  universal  Voltaire. 

I  have  ventured  to  remark  on  these  little  inaccuracies  of  ^  the  greatest  genius  that 
England  or  perhaps  any  other  country  ever  prodneed,''  (Pope  in  Spence's  Anecdotes, 
page  158,  Malone's  Edition)  merely  to  show  our  national  injustice  in  condemning 
yonerally  the  greatest  genius  of  France  for  such  inadvertencies  as  these,  of  which 
the  highest  of  England  has  been  no  less  guilty.'  Queiy,  was  Bacon  a  greater  in- 
tellect than  Newton? 

Being  in  the  humour  of  criticism^  I  shall  proceed,  after  having  ventured  upon  die 
slips  of  Bacon,  to  touch  upon  one  or  two  as  trifling  in  the  edition  of  the  British  Poets, 
by  the  justly-celebrated  Campbell. — ^But  I  do  this  in-  good-will,  and  trust  it  will  be 
so  taken. — If  any  thing  could  add  to  my  oj^inion  of  the  talents  and  true  feeling  of  that 
gentleman,  it  would  be  his  classical,  honest,  and  triumphant  defence  of  Pope,  against 
the  vulgar  cant  of  the  day,  and  its  existing  Grub-street. 

The  inadvertencies  to  which  I  allude  are, — 

Firstly,  in  speaking  of  Anatey,  whom  he  accuses  of  having  taken  **  his  leading 
characters  from  Smollett**  Anstey's  Bath  Guide  was  published  m  1766.  Smollett's 
Humphry  Clinker  (the  on^  vrork  of  Smollett's  from  which  Tabitha,  &c.,  &c.  could 
have  been  taken)  was  written  during  Smolletfa  last  residence  at  Leghorn,  in  1770. 
'^^Argal^  if  there  has  been  any  borrowing,  Anstey  must  be  the  creditor,  and  not 
the  debtor.  I  refer  Mr.  Campbell  to  his  own  data  in  his  lives  of  Smollett  and 
Anstey.  « 

Secondly,  Mr.  Campbell  says,  in  the  life  of  Cowper  (note  to  page  368,  vol.  7), 
that  ^  he  knows  not  to  whom  Cowper  alludes  in  these  lines : 

Nor  he  who,  for  the  bane  of  thonssndB  born, 
Built  God  a  church,  and  laugh'd  his  word  to  scorn. 

The  Calvinist  meant  Voltaire,  and  the  church  of  Femey,  with  its  inscription, 
'*Deoere3LitVoltaire.*» 
Thirdly,  in  the  life  of  Burns,  Bfr.  C.  quotes  Shakspeare  thus,— 

To  gild  refined  gold,  to  paint  the  rote. 
Or  addfreth  perfiime  to  the  violet. 

This  version  by  no  means  improves  the  original,  which  is  as  follows : 

To  gild  refined  gold,  to  paint  the  hiy. 
To  throw  a  pevfume  on  the  violet,  &c. 

King  John, 

A  great  poet  quoting  another  should  be  correct;  he  should  also  be  accurate  when 
he  accuses  a  Parnassian  brother  of  that  dangerous  charge  ^  borrowing ;"  a  poet  had 
better  borrow  any  thing  (excepting  money)  than  the  thoughts  of  another — they  are 
always  sure  to  be  reckdmed ;  but  it  is  very  hard,  having  been  the  lender,  to  be  de- 
nounced as  the  debtor,  as  is  the  case  of  Anstey  versus  Smollett. 

As  there  is  **  honour  amongst  thieves,"  let  there  be  some  amongst  poets,  and  give 
each  his  due, — none  can  afibrd  to  give  it  more  than  Mr.  Campbell  himself,  who,  with 
a  high  reputation  for  originality,  and  a  fame  which  cannot  be  shaken,  is  the  only 
poet  of  the  tunes  (except  Rogers)  who  can  be  reproached  (and  m  him  it  is  indeed  a 
leproach)  with  having  vrritten  too  little. 
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PREFACE 


TO  CANTOS  VI,  VII,  VIH. 


The  details  of  the  siege  of  Ismail  in  two  of  the  folbwiiig  cantos 
(t.  e.  the  8th  and  7  th)  are  taken  from  a  French  work,  entitled  ''  His- 
toire  de  la  Nouvelle  Russie.'*  Some  of  the  incidents  attributed  to  Don 
Jaan  really  occurred,  particularly  the  circumstance  of  his  saving  the 
infant,  which  was  the  actual  case  of  the  late  Due  de  Richelieu,  then  a 
young  volunteer  in  the  Russian  service,  and  afterwards  the  founder  and 
benefactor  of  Odessa,  where  his  name  and  memory  can  never  cease  to 
be  regarded  with  reverence.  In  the  course  of  these  cantos,  a  stanza 
or  two  wiU  be  found  relative  to  the  late  Marquis  of  Londonderry,  but 
written  some  time  before  his  decease.  Had  that  person's  oligarchy 
died  with  him,  they  would  have  been  suppressed ;  as  it  is,  I  am  aware 
of  nothing  in  the  manner  of  his  death  or  of  his  life  to  prevent  the  free 
expression  of  the  opinions  of  all>  whom  his  whole  existence  was  con- 
sumed in  endeavouring  to  enslave.  That  he  was  an  amiable  man  in 
privaie  life,  may  or  may  not  be  true ;  but  with  this  the  public  have  no- 
thing to  do  ;  and  as  to  lamenting  his  death,  it  will  be  time  enough 
when  Ireland  has  ceased  to  mourn  for  his  birth.  As  a  minister,  I,  for 
one  of  millions,  looked  upon  him  as  the  most  despotic  in  intention  and 
the  weakest  in  intellect,  ^t  ever  tyrannized  over  a  country.  It  is  the 
first  dme,  indeed,  since  the  Normans,  that  England  has  been  insulted 
by  a  minister  (at  least)  who  could  not  speak  English,  and  that  Parlia- 
ment permitted  itself  to  be  dictated  to  in  the  language  of  Mrs.  Mal- 
aprop. 

Of  the  manner  of  lus  death  little  need  be  said,  except  that  if  a  poor 
radical,  such  as  Waddington,  or  Watson,  had  cut  his  throat,  he  would 
have  been  buried  in  a  cross-road,  with  the  usual  appurtenances  of  the 
stake  and  mallet.  But  the  minister  was  an  elegant  lunatic — a  senti- 
mental suicide — he  merely  cut  the  "  carotid  artery"  (blessings  on  their 
learning  !)^and  lo  !  the  pageant  and  the  abbey !  and  ''  the  syllables  of 
dolour  yelled  forth'*  by  the  newspapers— ^and  fhe  harangue  of  the 
coroner  in  an  eulogy  over  the  bleeding  body  of  the  deceased — (an 
Anthony  worthy  of  such  a  Casarj — and  the  nauseous  and  atrocious  cant 
of  a  degraded  crew  of  conspirators  against  all  that  is  sincere  or  ho- 
nourable. In  his .  death  he  was  necessarily  one  of  two  things  by  the 
law — ^a  felon  or  a  madman — and  in  either  case  no  great  subject  for 
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panegyric.  *  In  his  life  he  was — what  all  the  world  knows,  and  half  of 
it  will  feel  for  years  to  come,  unless  his  death  prove  a  ''  moral  lesson" 
to  the  surviving  Sejani  f  of  Europe.  It  may  at  least  serve  as  some 
consolation  to  the  nations,  that  their  oppressors  are  not  happy,  and 
in  some  instances  judge  so  justly  of  their  own  actions,  as  to  anticipate 
the  sentence  of  mankind. — Let  us  hear  no  more  of  this  man,  and  let 
Ireland  remove  the  ashes  of  her  Grattan  from  the  sanctuary  of  West- 
minster. Shall  ^e  patriot  of  humanity  repose  by  the  Werther  of 
politics  I ! ! 

With  regard  to  the  objections  which  have  been  made  on  another 
score  to  the  already  published  cantos  of  this  poem,  I  shall  content  my- 
self with  two  quotations  from  Voltaire : 

'^La  pudeur  s'est  enfuie  des  coenrs,  et  s*est  refngiee  sur  les 
Wvres." 

<<Plns  les  moeurs  sont  depravees,  plus  les  eiqpressions  deviennent 
mesurees ;  on  croit  regagner  en  langage  ce  qu^on  a  perdu  en  vertu.'* 

This  is  the  real  Caict,  as  applicable  to  the  degraded  and  hypocritical 
mass  which  leavens  the  present  English  generation,  and  is  the  only 
answer  they  deserve*.  The  hackneyed  and  lavished  title  of  blasphemer 
— ^which,  with  radical,  liberal,  jacobin,  reformer,  &c.,  are  the  changes 
which  the  hirelings  are  daily  ringing  in  the  ears  of  those  who  will 
listen — should  be  welcome  to  all  who  recollect  on  wham  it  was  ori- 
ginally bestowed.  Socrates  and  Jesus  Christ  were  put  to  death  pub" 
licly  as  blasphemers  ^  and  so  have  been  and  may  be  many  who  dare  to 
oppose  the  most  notorious  abuses  of  the  name  of  God  and  the  mind 
of  man.  But  persecution  is  not  refutation,  nor  even  triumph:  the 
^ '  wretched  infidel,''  as  he  is  called,  is  probably  happier  in  his  prison  than 
the  proudest  of  his  assailants.  With  his  opinions  I  have  nothing  to  do 
— they  inay  be  right  or  wrong — ^but  he  has  suffered  for  them,  and  that 
very  suffering  for  conscience'  sake  wiU  make  more  proselytes  to  deism 
than  the  example  of  heterodox  ^  prelates  to  Christianity,  suicide 
statesmen  to  oppression,  or  over-pensioned  homicides  to  the  impious 
alliance  whicli  insults  the  world  with  the  name  of  ^'Holy .'"  I  have 
BO  wish  to  trample  on  the  dishonoured  or  the  dead ;  but  it  would  be 
well  if  the  adherents  to  the  classes  from  whence  those  persons  sprung 
should  abate  a  little  of  the  cant  which  is  the  crying  sin  of  this  double- 
dealing  and  false-speaking  time  of  selfish  spoilers,  and — but  enough 
for  the  present. 

*  I  say  by  the  law  of  the  /om^the  laws  of  bumaDity  judge  more  gently ;  but 
as  the  legitimates  have  always  the  law  in  their  mouths,  let  them  here  make  the  most 
of  it. 

-}-  From  this  number  must  be  excepted  Canning.  Canning  is  a  genius,  almost  a 
universal  ooe :  an  orator,  a  wit,  a  poet,  a  statesman ;  and  no  man  of  talent  can  long 
pursue  the  path  of  his  late  predecessor.  Lord  C.  If  ever  man  saved  his  country. 
Canning  can  ;  but  will  he  ?   I,  for  one,  hope  so. 

%  When  Lord  Sandwich  said  ^  he  did  not  know  the  difference  between  orthodoxy 
and  heterodoxy,^ — Warburton,  the  bishop,  replied,  ^*  Orthodoxy,  my  lord,  is  my 
doxy,  and  heterodoxy  is  another  tnan's  doxy.'' — A  prelate  of  the  present  day  has 
discovered,  it  seems,  a  third  kind  of  doxy,  which  has  not  greatly  e;icalted,  in  the  eyes 
of  4he  elect,  that  which  Bentham  calls  ^  Church-of-finglandism.'' 
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CANTO    VI. 


I. 

<*  Theee  is  a  tide  in  tke  affairs  of  men  * 

Wliich,  taken  at  the  flood  " — yon  know  the  rejst, 

And  most  of  us  have  found  it,  now  and  then ; 
At  least  we  think  so,  though  but  few  have  guess'd 

The  moment,  till  too  late  to  come  again. 
But  no  doubt  every  ihbg  is  for  the  best- 

Of  which  the  surest  sign  is  in  the  end  : 

When  tilings  are  at  the  worst,  they  sometimes  mend. 

II. 

There  is  a  tide  in  the  affairs  of  women 

<<  Which,  taken  at  the  flood,  leads" — God  knows  where  i 
Those  navigators  must  be  able  seamen 

Whose  charts  lay  dawn  its  currents  to  a  hair ; 
Not  all  the  reveries  of  Jacob  Behmen 

With  its  strange  whirls  and  eddies  can  compare  : — 
Men,  with  their  heads,  reflect  on  this  and  that — 
But  women,  with  their  hearts,  or  Heaven  knows  what ! 

in. 

And  yet  a  headlong,  headstrong,  downright  she, 
Young,  beautiful,  and  daring — who  would  risk 

A  throne^  the  world,  the  universe,  to  be 
Beloved  in  her  own  way,  and  rather  whisk 

The  stars  from  out  the  sky,  than  not  be  free 
As  are  the  billows  when  the  breeze  is  brisk — 

Though  such  a  she  's  a  devil  (if  that  there  be  one)^  . 

Yet  she  would  make  full  many  a  Manichean. 

IV. 

Thrones,  worlds,  ei  eaiera,  are  so  oft  upset 

By  commonest  ambition,  that  when  passion 
Overthrows  the  same,  we  readily  forget,     f 

Or  at  the  least  forgive  the  loving  rash  one. 
If  Anthony  be  well  remembered  yet, 

*T  is  not  his  conquests  keep  his  name  in  fashion ; 
But  Actium,  lost  for  Cleopatra*s  eyes, 
Outbalance  all  the  Csesars'  victories. 
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V. 

He  died  at  fifty  for  a  queen  of  forty ; 

I  wish  their  j^ears  Lad  been  fifteen  and  twenty, 
For  then  wealth,  kingdoms,  worlds,  are  but  a  sport — ^I 

Remember  when,  though  I  had  no  great  plenty 
Of  worlds  to  lose,  yet  still,  to  pay  my  court,  I 

Gave  what  I  had — a  heart :  as  the  world  went,  I 
Gave  what  was  worth  a  world ;  for  worlds  could  never 
Restore  me  those  pure  feelings,  gone  for  ever. 

VI. 

'T  was  tlie  boy's  ^'  mite,"  and,  like  the  '*  widow's,*'  may 

Perliaps  be  weighed  hereafter,  if  not  now ; 
But  whether  such  things  do,  or  "do  not,  weigh. 

All  who  have  loved,  or  love,  will  still  allow 
Life  has  nought  like  it.    God  is  love,  they  say. 

And  Love  's  a  god,  or  was  before  the  brow 
Of  Earth  was  wrinkled  by  the  sbs  and  tears 
Of — ^but  chronology  best  knows  the  years. 

VII. 

We  left  our  hero  and  third  heroine  in 

A  kind  of  state  more  awkward  thstq  uncommon, 

For  gentlemen  must  sometimes  risk  their  skin 
For  that  sad  tempter,  a  forbidden  woman  : 

Sultans  too  much  abhor  this  sort  of  sin, 

And  don't  agree  at  all  with  the  wise  Roman, 

Heroic,  stoic  Cato,  the  sententious. 

Who  lent  his  lady  to  his  friend  Hortensius. 

VIIL 

I  know  Gulbeyaz  was  extremely  wrong ; 

I  own  it,  I  deplore  it,  I  condemn  it ; 
But  I  detest  all  Action,  even  in  song, 

And  so  must  tell  the  truth,  howe'er  you  blame  it. 
Her  reason  being  weak,  her  passions  strong, 

She  thought  that  her  lord's  heart  (even  could  she  claim  it) 
Was  scarce  enough ;  for  he  had  fifty-nine 
Years,  and  a  fifteen-hundredth  concubine. 

IX. 

I  am  not,  lik^  Cassio,  *'  an  arithmetician," 

But  by  *'  the  bookish  theoric"  it  appears, 
If 't  is  sunsm'd  up  with  feminine  precision, 

That,  adding  to  the  account  his  highness'  years. 
The  fair  sultana  err'd  from  inanition ; 

For,  were  the  sultan  just  to  all  his  dears, 
She  could  but  claim  the  fifteen-hundredth  part 
Of  what  should  be  monopoly — the  heart. 
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X. 

It  is  observed  that  ladies  are  litigious 

Upon  all  legal  objects  of  possession, 
And  not  the  least  so  wlien  they  are  religions, 

Which  doubles  what  they  think  of  the  transgression. 
With  suits  and  prosecutions  they  besiege  us, 

As  the  tribunab  show  tlurough  many  a  session^ 
When  they  suspect  that  any  one  goes  shares 
In  that  to  which  the  law  makes  them  sole  heir^. 

XL 

Now,  if  this  holds  good  in  a  christian  land, 
The  heathens  sdso,  though  with  lesser  latitude, 

Are  apt  to  carry  things  with  a  high  hand, 

And  take  what  kings  call  '*an  imposing  attitude  ;*' 

And  for  their  rights  connubial  make  a  stand. 

When  their  liege  husbands  treat  them  with  ingratitude ; 

And  as  four  wives  must  have  quadruple  cUdms, 

The  Tigris  hath  its  jealousies  like  Thames. 

XII. 

Gulbeyaz  was  the  fourth,  and  (as  I  said) 

The  favourite  ;  but  what 's  favour  amongst  four? 

Polygamy  may  well  be  held  in  dread. 
Not  only  as  a  sin,  but  as  a  hare  : 

Most  wise  men,  with  cne  moderate  woman  wed, 
Will  scarcely  find  philosophy  for  more ; 

And  all  (except  Mahometans)  forbear 

To  make  the  nuptial  couch  a  ^^Bed  of  Ware.** 

XIII. 

His  highness,  the  sublimest  of  mankind, — 

So  styled  according  to  the  usual  forms 
Of  every  monarch,  till  they  are  consigned 

To  those  sad  hungry  jacobins,  the  worms, 
Who  on  the  very  loftiest  kings  have  dined, — 

His  higlmess  gazed  upon  Gulbeyaz*  charms. 
Expecting  all  the  welcome  of  a  lover 
(A  <*  Highland  welcome  **  all  the  wide  world  over). 

XIV. 

I 

Now  here  we  should  distinguish ;  for  howe*e*r 

Kisses,  sweet  words,  embraces,  and  all  that 
May  look  like  what  is — neither  here  nor  there ; 

They  are  put  on  as  easily  as  a  hat. 
Or  rather  bonnet,  which  the  fair  sex  wear, 

Trimm*d  either  heads  or  hearts  to  decorate, 
Which  form  an  ornament,  but  no  more  part 
Of  heads  than  their  caresses  of  the  heart. 
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XV. 

A  slight  blash,  a  soft  tremor ,*a  calm  kiikd 
Of  gentle  feminine  delight,  and  shown 

More  in  the  eyelids  than  the  eyes,  resigned 
Rather  to  hide  what  pleases  most  unknown, 

Are  the  best  tokens  (to  a  modest  mind) 

Of  love,  when  seated  on  his  loveliest  throne, 

A  sincere  woman^s  breast, — ^for  over  warm 

Or  over  cold  annihilates  the  charm. 

XVI. 

For  over  warmth,  if  false,  is  worse  than  truth  ; 

If  true,  *t  is  no  great  lease  of  its  own  fire ; 
For  no  one,  save  in  very  early  youth. 

Would  Bee  (I  diink)  to  trust  all  to  desire. 
Which  is  but  a  precarious  bond,  in  sooth, 

And  apt  to  be  transferred  to  the  first  buyer 
At  a  sad  discount  :  while  your  over  chilly 
Women,  on  t'  other  hand,  seem  somewhat  silly. — 

XVII. 

That  is,  we  cannot  pardon  their  bad  taste ; 

For  so  it  seems  to  lovers  swift  or  slow, 
Who  fain  would  have  a  mutual  flame  confest, 

And  see  a  sentimental  passion  glow. 
Even  were  St.  Francis'  paramour  their  guest, 

In  his  monastic  concubine  of  snow ; — 
In  short,  the  maxim  for  the  amorous  tribe  is 
Horatian,  *' Medio  tu  tutlssimus  ibis." 

XVUI. 

The  '*  tu  "  's  <oo  much, — but  let  it  stand — the  verse 
Requires  it,  that  *s  to  say,  the  English  rhyme, 

And  not  the  pink  of  old  hexameters ; 
But,  after  all,  there  ^s  neither  tune  nor  time 

In  the  last  line,  which  cannot  well  be  worse. 
And  was  thrust  in  to  close  the  octave's  chime  : 

I  own  no  prosody  can  ever  rate  it 

As  a  rule.  Truth  may,  if  you  translate  it. 

XIX. 

If  fair  Gulbeyaz  overdid  her  part, 
I  know  not — ^it  succeeded,  and  success 

Is  much  in  most  things,  not  less  in  the  heart 
Than  other  articles  of  female  dress. 

Self-love  in  man  too  beats  all  female  art ; 
They  lie,  we  lie,  all  lie,  but  love  no  less : 

And  no  one  virtue  yet,  except  starvation. 

Could  stop  that  worst  of  vices — ^propagation. 
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XX. 

We  leave  this  royal  couple  to  repose , 

A  bed  is  not  a  throne,  and  they  may  sleep, 
Whatever  their  dreams  be,  if  of  jofi#^r  woes ; 

Yet  disappointed  joys  are  woes  as  deep 
As  any  man's  clay  mixture  undergoes. 

Our  least  of  sorrows  are  such  as  we  weep ; 
T  is  the  vile  daily  drop  on  drop  which  wears 
The  soul  out  (like  the  stone)  with  petty  cares. 

XXI. 

A  scolding  vnfe,  a  suUen  son,  a  biH 

To  pay,  unpaid,  protested  or  discounted 
At  a  per-centage  ;  a  child  cross,  dog  ill, 

A  favourite  horse  fallen  lame  just  as  he  's  mounted ; 
A  bad  old  woman  making  a  worse  will. 

Which  leaves  you  minus  of  the  cash  you  comted 
As  certain ; — ^these  are  paltry  things,  and  y^et 
I  \e  rarely  seen  the  man  they  did  not  he%, 

XXII. 

I  *m  a  philosopher ;  confound  them  all ! 

Bills,  beasts,  and  men,  and — ^no !  not  womankind ! 
With  one  good  hearty  curse  I  vent  my  gall, 

And  then  my  stoicism  leaves  nought  behind 
Which  it  can  either  pain  or  evil  call, 

And  I  can  give  my  whole  soul  up  to  mind ; 
Though  what  is  soul  or  mind,  their  birth  or  growth. 
Is  more  than  I  know — the  deuce  take  them  both. 

xxin. 

So  now  all  things  are  d — n'd,  one  feels  at  ease, 

As  after  reading  Athanasius'  curse, 
Which  doth  your  true  believer  so  umch  please  : 

I  doubt  if  any  now  could  make  it  worse 
O'er  his  worst  enemy  when  at  his  knees, 

'T  is  so  sententious,  positive,  and  terse. 
And  decorates  the  book  of  Common  Prayer, 
As  doth  a  rainbow  the  just  clearing  air. 

xxiv; 

Gulbeyaz  and  her  lord  were  sleeping,  or 

At  least  one  of  them^Oh  the  heavy  night  f 
When  wicked  wives  who  love  some  bachelor 

Lie  down  in  dudgeon  to  sigh  for  the  light 
Of  the  gray  morning,  a(nd  look  vainly  for 

Its  twinkle  through  the  lattice  dusky  quite. 
To  toss,  to  tumble,  doze,  revive,  and  quake 
Lest  their  too  lawful  bed-fellow  should  wake. 
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XXV. 

Thestf  are  beneath  the  canopy  of  heaven, 

Also  beneath  the  canopy  of  beds 
Fonr-posted  and  silk-cortaiif  d,  which  are  given 

For  rich,  men  and  their  brides  to  lay  their  heads 
Upon,  in  sheets  white  as  what  bards  cidl  *'  driven 

Snow."    Well !  't  is  all  hap4iazard  when  one  weds. 
Oiilbeyaz  was  an  empress,  bat  had  been 
Perhaps  as  wretched  if  a  peaaantM  quean. 

XXVL 

Don  Joan  in  his  feminine  disguise, 
With  all  the  damseb  in  their  long  array, 

Had  bow'd  themselves  before  the  imperial  eyes, 
And,  at  the  usnal  signal,  ta*en  their  way 

Back  to  their  chambers,  those  long  galleries 
In  the  seraglio,  where  the  ladies  lay 

Their  delicate  limbs ;  a  thousand  bosoms  there 

Beating  for  love,  as  the  caged  bird's  for  air.  ^ 

XXVII. 

I  love  the  sex,  and  sometimes  would  reverse  • 
The  tyrant* s  wish,  '*  that  mankind  only  had 

One  neck,  which  he  with  one  fell  stroke  might  pierce  :'* 
My  wish  is  quite  as, wide,  but  not  so  bad, 

And  much  more  tender  on  the  whole  than  fierce  : 
It  being  (not  now,  but  only  while  a  lad) 

That  womankind  had  but  one  rosy  mouth 

To  kiss  them  all  at  once  from  north  to  south. 

XXVIII. 

Oh  enviable  Briareus  I  with  thy  hapds 

And  heads,  if  thou  hadst  all  things  multiplied 

In  such  proportion ! — ^But  my  Muse  withstands 
The  giant  thought  of  being  a  Titan*s  bride. 

Or  travelling  in  Patagonian  lands ; 
So  let  us  back  to  Lilliput,  and  guide 

Our  hero  through  the  labyrinth  of  love 

In  which  we  left  him  several  lines  above. 

XXIX. 

He  went  forth  with  the  lovely  odalisques, 
At  the  given  signal  joined  to  their  array  ; 

And  though  he  certainly  ran  many  risks, 
Yet  he  could  not  at  times  keep  by  the  way, 

(Although  the  consequences  of  such  frisks 
Are  worse  than  the  worst  damages  men  pay 

In  moral  England,  where  the  thing  *s  a  tax) 

From  ogling  all  their  charms  from  breasts  to  backs. 


DON  JUAN.  189 

XXX  J 

Still  he  forgot  not  his  disguise  : — along 

The  galleries  from  room  to  room  they  walk'd, 
A  virgin-like  and  edifying  throng, 

By  eunuchs  flank'd ;  while  at  their  head  there  stalk'd 
A  dame  who  kept  up  discipline  among 

The  female  ranks,  so  that  none  stirrM  or  talk'd 
Without  her  sanction  on  their  she-parades  : 
Her  title  was  ^^the  Mother  of  the  Maids/* 

XXXI. 

IVhether  she  was  a>^  mother,"  I  know  not, 

Or  whether  they  were  *'  maids"  who  calFd  her  mother; 

But  this  is  her  seraglio  title,  got 

I  know  not  how,  hut  good  as  any  other ; 

So  Cantemir  can  tell  you,  or  De  Tott : 
Her  office  .was  to  keep  aloof  or  smother 

All  had  propensities  in  fifteen  hundred 

Young  women,  and  correct  them  when  they  blunderM. 

XXXII. 

A  goodly  sinecure,  no  doubt !  but  made 

More  easy  by  the  absence  of  all  men 
Except  his  Majesty,  who,  with.her  aid. 

And  guards,  and  bolts,  and  walls,  and  now  and  then 
A  slight  example,  just  to  cast  a  shade 

Along  the  rest,  contrived  to  keep  this  den 
Of  beauties  cool  as  an  Italian  convent, 
Where  all  the  passions  have,  alas  !  but  one  vent. 

XXXIII. 

And  what  is  that  ?   Devotion,  doubtless — ^how 

Could  you  ask  such  a  question,? — ^but  we  will 
Continue.    As  I  said,  this  goodly  row 

Of  ladies  of  all  countries  at  the  will 
Of  one  good  man,  with  stately  march  and  slow, 

Like  water-lilies  floating  down  a  rill, 
Or  rather  lake — for  rills  do  not  run  slonvly,—- 
Paced  on  most  maiden-like  and  melancholy. 

XXXIV. 

Bat  when  they  reached  their  own  apartments,  there. 
Like  birds,  or  boys,  or  bedlamites  broke  loose, 

Waves  at  sprmg-tide,  or  women  any  whei^ 
When  freed  from  bonds  (which  are  oijxo  great  use 

After  all),  or  like  Irish  at  a  fair. 
Their  guards  being  gone^  and,  as  it  were,  a  trace 

Established  between  them  and  bondage,  they 

Began  to  sing,  dance,  chatter,  smile,  and  play. 
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XXXV. 

Their  talk  of  course  ran  most  on  the  new  comer, 
Her  shape,  her  hair,  her  air,  her  every  thing : 

Some  thought  her  dress  did  not  so  much  become  her, 
Or  wonder'd  at  her  ears  without  a  ring ; 

Some  said  her  years  were  getting  nigh  their  summer. 
Other  contended  they  were  ]>ut  in  spring ; 

Some  thought  her  rather  masculine  in  height. 

While  others  wished  that  she  had  been  so  quite. 

XXXVL 

But  no  one  doubted,  on  the  whole,  that  she 
Was  what  her  dress  bespoke,  a  damsel  fair 

And  fresh,  and  '*  beautiful  exceedingly," 

Who  with  the  brightest  Georgians  might  compare : 

They  wonderM  how  Gulbeyaz  too  could  be 
So  silly  as  to  buy  slaves  who  might  share 

(If  that  his  highness  wearied  of  his  bride) 

Her  throne  and  power,  and  every  thing  beside. 

xxxvn. 

But  what  was  strangest  in  this  virgin  crew. 
Although  her  beauty  was  enough  to  vex, 

After  the  first  investigating  view, 

They  all  found  out  as  few,  or  fewer,  specks. 

In  the  fair  form  of  their  companion  new. 
Than  is  the  custom  of  the  gentle  sex. 

When  then  survey,  with  christian  eyes  or  heathen, 

In  a  new  face  '^  the  ugliest  creature  breathing.*^ 

XXXVIIL 

And  yet  they  had  their  little  jealousies. 
Like  all  the  rest ;  but  upon  Ihis  occasion^ 

Whether  there  are  such  things  as  sympathies 
Without  our  knowledge  or  our  approbation. 

Although  they  could  not  see  through  his  disguise, 
All  felt  a  soft  kind  of  concatenation. 

Like  magnetism,  or  devilism,  or  what 

You  please — ^we  will  not  quarrel  about  that : 

XXXIX. 

But  certain  't  is  they  all  felt  for  their  new 
Companion  something  newer  still,  as  't  were 

A  sentimental  friend^liip  through  and  through. 
Extremely  pure  whieh  made  them  all  concur 

In  wishing  her  their  sister,  save  a  few 

Who  wish'd  they  had  a  brother  just  like  her. 

Whom,  if  they  were  at  home  in  sweet  Cireassia, 

They  would  prefer  to  Padisha  or  Pacha. 
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XU 

Of  those  who  had  most  ^nias  for  this  sort 

Of  sentimental  friendship,  there  were  three, 
Lolah,  Katinka  and  Dudu; — in  short 

(To  save  description),  fair  as  fair  can  be 
Were  they,  according  to  the  best  report, 

Though  differing  in  stature  and  degree, 
And  clime  and  time,  and  country  and  complexion ; 
They  all  alike  admired  their  new  connexion. 

XLI. 

Lolah  was  dusk  as  India,  and  as  warm ; 

Katinka  was  a  Georgian,  white  and  red, 
With  great  blue  eyes,  a  lovely  hand  and  arm, 

And  feet  so  small  they  scarce  seem'd  made  to  tread,  ' 

But  rather  skim  the  earth ;  while  Dudu's  form 

Look'd  more  adapted  to  be  put  to  bed. 
Being  somewhat  large  and  languishing  and  lazy, 
Yet  of  a  beauty  that  would  drive  you  crazy. 

ft 

XLII. 

A  kind  of  sleepy  Venus  seem*d  Dudu, 

Yet  very  fit  to  *  *  murder  sleep"  in  those 
Who  gazed  upon  her.cheetfs  transcendent  hue, 

Her  Attic  forehead,  and  her  Phidian  nose  : 
Few  angles  were  there  in  her  form,  't  is  true, 

Thinner  she  might  have  been,  and  yet  scarce  lose ; 
Yet,  after  all,  't  would  puzzle  to  say  where 
It  would  not  spoil  some  separate  charm  to  pare. 

XLIII. 

She  was  not  violently  lively,  but 

Stole  on  your  spirit  like  a  May-day  breaking  ; 
Her  eyes  were  not  too  sparkling,  yet,  half  shut. 

They  put  beholders  in  a  tender  taking : 
She  lookM  (this  simile  's  quite  new)  just  cut 

From  marble,  like  Pygmalion's  statue  waking, 
The  mortal  and  the  marble  still  at  strife. 
And  timidly  expanding  into  life.  -* 

XLIV. 

Lolah  demanded  the  new  damseFs  name — 

'*  Juanna." — ^Well,  a  pretty  name  enough. 
Katinka  ask'd  her  also  whence  she  came — 

•'From  Spain."—"  But  where  f»  Spain?"—**  Don't  ask  such  stuff, 
Nor  show  your  Georgian  ignorance — for  shame .'" 

Said  Lolah,  with  an  accent  rather  rough 
To  poor  Katinka :  *'  Spain  's  an  island  near 
Morocco,  betwixt  Egypt  and  Tangier." 
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XLV. 

Dada  said  nothing,  but  sat  down  beside 

Joanna,  playing  with  her  reil  or  hair ;  . 
And,  looking  at  her  steadfastly,  she  sig^'d. 

As  if  she  pitied  her  for  being  there — 
A  pretty  stranger,  without  friend  or  guide ^ 

And  all  abashed  too  at  the  general  stare 
Which  welcomes  hapless  strangers  in  all  places, 
With  kind  remarks  upon  their  mien  and  faces. 

•XLVI. 

But  here  the  Mother  of  the  Maids  drew  near. 

With  *'  Ladies,  it  is  time  to  go  to  resti 
1  *m  puzzled  what  to  do  with  you,  my  dear/* 

She  added  to  Jnanna^  their  new  guest : 
^'  Your  coming  has  been  unexpected  here. 

And  every  couch  is  occupied ;  you  had  best 
Partake  of  mine :  but  by  to-morrow  early 
We  inU  have  all  things  settled  for  you  fairly,** 

XLvn. 

Here  Lolab  interposed — '^  Mamma,  you  know 
You  don't  sleep  soundly,  and  I  cannot  bear 

That  any  body  should  disturb  you  so  ; 
I  *11  take  Juanna ;  we  *re  a  slenderer  pair 

Than  you  would  make  the  half  of ;— don*t  say  no. 
And  I  of  your  young  charge  will  take  due  care.*' 

But  here  Katinka  interfered  and  said, 

She  also  had  '^  compassion  and  a  bed. 

XLvm. 

<<  Besides,  I  hate  to  sleep  alone,**  quoth  she. 

The  matron  frowti'd :  "Why  so  ?"— *'  For  fear  of  ghosts. 
Replied  Katmka ;  "  I  am  sure  I  see 

A  phantom  upon  each  of  the  four  posts : 
And  then  I  have  the  worst  dreams  that  can  be, 

Of  Guebres,  Giaours,  and  Ginns,  and  Gouls  in  bosts. 
The  dame  replied,  ''  Between  your  dreams  and  you, 
I  fear  Jnanna's  dreams  would  be  but  few. 

XLIX. 

• 

*^  Yon,  Lolahy  must  continue  still  to  lie 
Alone,  for  reasons  which  don*t  matter  ;  you 

The  same,  Katinka,  until  by  and  by  ; 
And  I  shall  place  Juanna  with  Dudu, 

Who  *s  quiet)  ino£fensive,  silent,  shy. 

And  will  not  toss  and  chatter  the  night  through. 

What  say  you,'  child  ?*' — ^Dudu  said  nothing,  as 

Her  talents  were  of  the  more  silent  class ; 
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L. 

Bat  she  rose  np,  and  kiss*d  the  matron's  Brow 

Between  the  eyes,  and  Lolah  on  both  cheeks^ 
Katinka  too  ;  and  with  a  gentle  bow 

(Curtsi^  are  neither  used  by  Turks  nor  Greeks), 
She  took  Juanna  by  the  hand  to  show 

Their  place  of  rest,  and  left  to  both  their  piques, 
The  others  pouting  at  the  matron's  preference 
Of  Dadu,  though  they  held  their  tongues  from  deference. 

LI. 

It  was  a  spacious  chamber  (Oda  is 

The  Turkish  title),  and  ranged  round  the  wall 
Were  couches,  toilets — and  much  more  than  this 

I  might  describe,  as  I  have  seen  it  all, 
But  it  suffices — ^little  was  amiss ; 

T  was  on  the  whole  a  nobly  furnish'd  hall, 
With  aU  things  ladies  want,  save  one  or  two, 
And  even  those  were  nearer  than  they  knew. 

Lll. 

Dudn,  as  has  been  said,  was  a  sweet  creature, 

Not  very  dashing,  but  extremely  winning, 
With  the  most  regulated  charms  of  feature. 

Which  painters  cannot  catch  like  faces  sinning 
Against  proportion — ^the  wild  strokes  of  nature 

Which  they  hit  off  at  once  in  the  beginning, 
Full  of  expression,  right  or  wrong,  that  strike, 
And,  pleasing  or  unpleasing,  still  are  like. 

LIU. 

But  she  was  a  soft  landscape  of  mild  earth, 

Where  all  was  harmony  and  calm  and  quiet, 
Luxuriant,  budding  ;  cheerful  without  mirth, 

Which  if  not  happiness,  is  much  more  nigh  it 
Than  are  your  mighty  passions  and  so  forth. 

Which  some  call  <'  the  sublime  :"  I  wish  they  'd  try  it  : 
I  've  seen  your  stormy  seas  and  stormy  women. 
And  pity  lovers  rather  more  than  seamen. 

LIV. 

But  she  was  pensive  more  than  melancholy. 

And  serious  more  than  pensive,  and  serene. 
It  may  be,  more  than  either-^not  unholy 

Her  thoughts,  at  least  till  now,  appear  to  have  been. 
The  strangest  thing  was,  beauteous,  she  was  wholly 

Unconscious,  albeit  turn'd  of  quick  seventeen. 
That  she  was  fair,  or  dark,  or  short,  or  tall ; 
She  never  thought  about  herself  at  all. 

IV.  13 
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LV. 

And  therefore  was  she  kind  and  gentle  as 

The  age  of  gold  (when  gold  was  yet  ui^nown. 

By  which  its  nomenclatnre  came  to  pass ; 
Thus  most  appropriately  has  heen  shown 

<<  Lucus  a  mm  lucendo,"  not  what  was. 
But  what  was  not ;  a  sort  of  style  that 's  grown 

Extremely  common  in  this  age,  whose  metal 

The  deyil  may  decompose  hut  never  settle  : 

LVI. 

I  think  it  may  be  of  ^^  Corinthian  brass," 

Which  was  a  mixtare  of  all  metals,  but 
The  brazen  uppermost).   Kind  reader  !  pass 

This  long  parenthesis  :  I  could  not  shut 
It  sooner  for  the  soul  of  me,  and  class 

My  faults  even  with  your  own !  which  meaneth,  put 
A  kind  construction  upon  them  and  me  ; 
But  thoi  you  won't — ^then  don't — I  am  not  less  free. 

Lvn. 

'T  18  time  we  should  return  to  plain  narration, 
And  thus  my  narrative  proceeds  : — Dud^, 

With  every  kindness  short  of  ostentation, 
Showed  Juan,  or  Juanna,  through  and  through 

This  labyrinth  of  females,  and  each  station 
Described — what 's  strange — in  words  extremely  few : 

1  have  but  one  simile,  and  that 's  a  blunder, 

For  wordless  woman,  which  is  silent  thunder. 

LVIII. 

And  next  she  gave  her  (I  say  her,  because 

The  gender  still  was  epicene,  at  least 
In  outward  show,  which  is  a  saving  clause) 

An  outline  of  the  customs  of  the  east. 
With  all  their  chaste  integrity  of  laws. 

By  which  the  more  a  harem  is  increased, 
The  stricter  doubtless  grow  the  vestal  duties 
Of  any  supernumerary  beauties. 

MX. 

And  then  she  gave  Juanna  a  chaste  kiss : 
Dudu  was  fond  of  kissing — which  I  'm  sure 

That  nobody  can  ever  take  amiss. 
Because  't  is  pleasant,  so  that  it  be  pure. 

And  between  females  means  no  more  than  this — 
That  they  have  nothing  better  near,  or  newer. 

"Kiss"  rhymes  to  "  bliss"  in  fact  as  well  as  verse — 

1  wish  it  never  led  to  something  worse. 
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LX. 

In  perfect  innocence  she  then  unmade 

Her  toilet,  wiiich  cost  little,  for  she  was 
A  child  of  nature,  carelessly  array'd ; 

If  fond  of  a  chance  ogle  at  her  glass, 
'T  was  like  the  fawn  which,  in  tiie  lake  dtsfiiay'd, 

Beholds  her  own  shy  i^dowy  image  pass, 
When  first  she  stsffts,  and  then  returns  to  peep, 
Admiring  this  new  native  of  the  deep. 

LXI. 

And  one  by  one  h^r  articles  of  dress 

Were  laid  aside  ;  but  not  -before  die  offer'd 
Her  aid  to  fair  Juamia,  whose  excess 

Of  modesty  declined  the  assistance  profier'd, — 
Which  pass'd  well  off — as  i^e  could  do  no  less : 

Though  by  this  poikesse  she  rather  suffered, 
Pricking  her  fingers,  with  those  cursed  pkis, 
Which  surely  were  invented  (or  our  sins,— 

Making  a  woman  like  a  porcupine. 
Not  to  be  rashly  touch'd.    But  st^  more  dread, 

Oh  ye  !  whose  fate  it  is,  as  once  't  was  mane. 
In  early  youth,  to  turn  a  lady's  maid ; 

I  did  my  very  boyish  best  to  sUcie 
In  tricking  her  out  for  a  masquerade : 

The  pins  were  placed  sufficiently,  bat  »ot 

Stuck  all  exactly  in  the  proper  spot. 

But  these  are  foolish  things  to  all  the  wise*-^ 

And  I  love  Wisdom  more  %xsi  she  loves  me  ; 
My  tendency  is  to  philosophiEe 

On  most  things,  "firom  a  tyrant  to  a  tree  ; 
But  still  the  spouseless  virgin  KnomUdge  flies. 

What  are  we  ?  and  whence  came  we  ?  what  lAiaXi  be 
Our  tdthruUe  existence  ?  what 's  our  present? 
Are  questions  answerless,  and  yet  incessant. 

LXIV. 

There  was  deep  silence  in  tlie  chamber  *.  dim 

And  distant  from  each  other  buru'd  the  ligiits. 
And  slumber  hover'd  o^er  each  lovely  limb 

Of  the  fair  occupants :  if  there  <be  sprites, 
They  should  have  walk'd  there  in  theu-  spriteliest  ti4m, 

By  way  of  change  from  their  sepulchral  sites, 
And  shown  themselves  as  ghosts  of  better  taste 
Than  haunting  some  old  ruin  or  wild  waste. 

13* 


IM  BYRON'S  WORKa 

LXV. 

Many  and  beantiliil  lay  tiiose  aronnd, 
Like  flowers  of  difibrent  hue  and  clime  and  root. 

In  some  exotic  garden  sometimes  found, 

With  cost  and  care  and  warmth  induced  to  shoot. 

One,  with  her  auburn  tresses  lightly  bound. 
And  fsur  brows  gently  drooping,  as  the  frnit 

Nods  from  the  tree,  was  slumbering  with  soft  breath 

And  lips  apart,  which  show'd  the  pearls  beneath.^ 

LXVI. 

One,  with  her  flushed  cheek  Udd  on  her  white  arm, 
And  raven  ringlets  gftther'd  in  dark  crowd 

Above  her  brow,  lay  dreaming  soft  and  warm ; 
And  smiling  through  her  dream,  as  through  a  cloud 

The  moon  breaks,  half  unveUM  each  further  charm, 
As,  slightly  stirring  in  her  snowy  shroud. 

Her  beauties  seized  the  unconscious  hour  of  night 

All  bashfully  to  struggle  into  light. 

LXVII. 

This  is  no  bull,  although  it  sounds  so ;  for 
T  was  night,  but  there  were  lamps,  as  hath  been  said. 

A  third*s  aU-pallid  aspeet  offerM  more  / 

The  traits  of  sleeping  sorrow,  and  betrayM 

Through  the  heaved  breast  the  dream  of  some  far  shore 
Beloved  and  deplored  ;  while  slowly  stray'd 

(As  night-dew,  on  a  cypress  glittering,  tinges 

The  black  bough)  tear-drops  thro'  her  eyes'  dark  fringes. 

LXVnL^ 

A  fourth,  as  marble,  statue-like  and  still. 
Lay  in  a  breathless,  hush'd  and  stony  sleep ; 

White,  cold,  and  pure,  as  looks  a  frozen  rill. 
Or  the  snow  minaret  on  an  Alpine  steep. 

Or  Lot's  mfe  done  in  salt, — or  what  you  will ; — 
My  amiles  are  gathered  in  a  heap, 

So  pick  and  chuse — perhaps  yon  'U  be  content 

With  a  carved  lady  on  a  monument.  . 

LXIX. 

And  lo !  a  fifth  appears; — and  what  is  she  ? 

A  lady  of  *'  a  certain  age,"  which  means 
Certainly  aged — what  her  years  might  be 

I  know  not,  never  counting  past  their  teens ; 
But  there  she  slept,  not  quite  so  fair  to  see 

As  ere  that  awfril  period  intervenes. 
Which  lays  both  men  and  women  on  the  shelf, 
To  meditate  upon  their  sins  and  self. 
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liXX. 

But  all  this  time  how  slept  or  dreamed  Dudd? 

With  strict  inquiry  I  could  ne*ep  discover, 
And  scorn  to  add  a  syllable  untrue ; 

But  ere  the  middle  watoh  was  hardly  over, 
Just  when  the  fading ,lamps  waned  dim  and  blue, 

And  phantoms  hovered,  or  might  seem  to  hover, 
To  those  who  like  their  company,  about 
The  apartment,  on  a  sudden  she  screamed  out : 

LXXI.    * 

And  that  so  loudly,  that  up  started  all 

The  Oda,  in  a  general  commotion  : 
Matron  and  maids,  and  those  whom  you  may  call 
»    Neither,  came  crowding  like  the  waves  of  ocean, 
One  on  the  other,  throughout  the  whole  hall; 

All  trembling,  wondering,  without  the  least  notion, 
More  than  I  have  myself,  of  what  could  make 
The  calm  Dudii  so  turbulently  wake. 

LXXII. 

But  wide  awake  she  was,  and  round  her  bed, 

With  floating  draperies  and  with  fl^ng  hair, 
With  eager  eyes,  and  light  but  hurried  tread, 

And  bosoms,  arms,  and  ancles  glancing  bare, 
And  bright  as  any  meteor  ever  bred 

By  the  north  pole, — ^they  sought  her  cause  of  care. 
For  she  seemM  agitated,  flushed,  and  frightened, 
Her  eye  dilated  and  her  colour  heightened.    ' 

LXXIII. 

Bjit  what  is  strange — and  a  strong  proof  how  great  > 

A  blessing  is  sound  sleep,  Juanna  lay 
As  fiist  as  ever  husband  by  his  mate 

In  holy  matrimony  snores  away. 
Not  all  the  clamour  broke  her  happy,  state 

Of  slumber,  ere  they  shook  her,->>so  they  say 
At  least,— <md  then  she  too  unclosed  her  eyes, 
And  yawn'd  a  good  deal  with  discreet  surprise. 

LXXIV. 

And  now  commenced  a  strict  investigation, 
Which,  as  all  spoke  at  Once,  and  more  than  once. 

Conjecturing,  wondering,  asking  a  narration, 
iUike  might  puzzle  either  wit  or  dunce 

To  answer  in  a  very  clear  oration. 
Dudu  had  never  passed  for  wanting  sense, 

But,  being-**  no  orator,  as  Brutus  is," 

Could  not  at  first  expound. what  was  amiss^ 
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LXXV. 

At  length  she  said,  that,  in  a  slumber  sdund, 
She  dream'd  a  dream  of  walking  in  a  wood — 

A  '<  wood  obscure,"  like  that  where  Dante  found  ' 
Himself  in  at  the  age  when  all  grow  good ; 

Life's  half-way  hpuse,  where  djunes  with  yirtue  crown'd 
Run  much  less  risk  of  loyers  wning  rude ; — 

And  that  this  wood  was  fiill  of  pleasant  fruits, 

And  trees  of  goodly  growth  aud  spreading  roots  ; 

LXXVI. 

And  in  the  midst  a  golden  iqpple  grew, — 

A  most  prodigious  pippin — ^but  it  hung 
Rather  too  high  and  distant ;  that  she  threw 

Her  glances  on  it,  and  then,  longing,  flung 
Stones,  and  whatever  she  could  pick  up,  to 

Bring  down  the  fruit,  which  still  perversely  clung 
To  its  own  bough,  and  dangled  yet  in  sight, 
But  always  at  a  most  provoking  height : 

LXXVfl. 

That  on  a  sudden,  yrhen  she  least  had  hope, 

It  fell  down  of  its  own  accord,  before 
Her  feet ;  that  her  first  movement  was  to  stoop 

And  pick  it  up,  and  bite  it  to  the  core ; 
That  just  as  her  young  lip  began  to  ope 

Upon  the  golden  fruit  the  vision  bore, 
A  bee  flew  out  and  stung  her  to  the  heart, 
And  so-^she  awoke  with  a  great  scream  and  start. 

Lxxvm. 

All  this  she  told  with  some  confusion  and 
Dismay,  the  usual  consequence  of  dreams 

Of  the  unpleasant  kind,  with  none  at  hand 
To  expound  their  vain  and  visionary  gleams. 

I  Ve  known  some  odd  ones  which  seemed  really  planned 
Prophetically,  or  Uiat  which  one  deems 

*'  A  strange  coincidence,''  ta'use  a  phrase 

By  which  such  things  are  settled  now-a  days. 

LXXIX. 

The  dan^sels,  who  had  thoughts  of  some  great  harm. 

Began,  as  is  the  consequence  of  fear. 
To  scold  a  little  at  the  false  alarm 

That  broke  for  nothing  on  their  sleeping  ear. 
The  matron  too  was  wroth  to  leave  her  warm 

Bed  for  the  dream  she  M  been  obliged  to  hear,^ 
And  chafed  at  poor  Dudu,  who  only  sigh'd. 
And  said  that  she  was  sorry  she  had  cried. 
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^<  I  Ve  heard  of  stories  of  a  cock  ai^d  boll ; 

But  visions  of  an  apple  and  a  bee, 
To  take  us  from  our  natural  rest,  and  pull 

The  whole  Oda  from  th^if  beds  at  half-pasjt  three  t 
Would  make  us  think  the  moon  is  at  its  foil* 

You  surely  are  unwell,  child !  we  must  see, 
To-morrow,  what  his  highnesses  physician 
Will  say  to  this  hysteric  of  a  vision, 

liXXXI. 

*'  And  poor  Juanna  too !  the  child's  first  nif  bt 

Within  these  walls,  to  be  broke  in  ypon 
With  such  a  clamour — I  had  thought  it'right 

That  the  yomig  stranger  should  not  lie  alone, 
And,  as  the  quietest  of  all,  she  nught 

With  you,  Dudu,  a  good  night's  rest  have  known : 
But  now  I  must  transfer  her  to  the  charge 
Of  Lolah — though  her  couch  is  not  so  large." 

liXXXIL 

Lolah*s  eyes  sparkled  at  the  proposition ; 

But  poor  Dudu,  with  large  drops  in  her  own, 
Resulting  from  the  scolding  or  the  vision, 

Implored  that  present  pardon  might  be  shown 
For  this  first. fault,  and  that  on  no  condition 

(She  added  in  a  soft  and  piteous  tone), 
Juanna  should  be  taken  from  her,  and 
Her  future  dreams  should  all  be  kept  in  hand. 

LXXXIII. 

She  promised  never  more  to  have  a  di^eam. 

At  least  to  dream  so  loudly  as  just  now ; 
She  wonder'd  at  herself  how  she  could  scream — 

'T  was  foolish,  nervous,  as  she  must  allow, 
A  fond  hallucinati<m,  and  a  theme 

For  laughter — but  she  felt  her  spirits  low, 
And  begg'd  they  would  excuse  her ;  she  'd  get  over 
This  weakness  in  a  few  hours,  and  recover^ 

Lxxxrv. 

And  here  Ju^na  kindly  interposed, 

And  said  she  felt  herself  extremely  well 
Where  she  then  was,  as  her  sound  sleep  disclosed 

When  all  around  rang  like  a  tocsin^bell :  « 

She  did  not  find  herself  the  least  disposed 

To  quit  her  gende  partner,  and  to  dwell 
Apart  from  one  who  had  no  sin  to  show, 
Save  that  of  dreaming  once  **mal-a-propos.** 
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LXXXV. 

As  thus  Juanna  spoke,  Dada  tarn'd  round. 
And  hid  her  face  within  Jnanna*s  breast ; 

Her  neck  alone  was  seen,  but  that  was  found 
The  colour  of  a  budding  rose's  crest. 

I  canH  tell  why  she  blush'd,  nor  can  expound 
The  mystery  of  this  rupture  of  their  rest ; 

All  that  I, know  is,  that  the  facts  I  state 

Are  true  as  truth  has  ever  been  of  late. 

i;xxxvi. 

And  so  good  night  to  them,^-or,  if  you  will, 
Good  morrow — ^for  th^  cock  had  crown,  and  light 

Began  to  clothe  each  Asiatic  hill, 
And  the  mosque  crescent  struggled  into  sight 

Of  the  long  caravan,  which  in  the  chill 

Of  dewy  dawn  wound  slowly  round  each  height 

That  stifltches  to  the  stony  belt  which  girds 

Asia,  where  Kaff  looks  down  upon  the  Kurds. 

LXXXVIL 

With  the  first  ray,  or  rather  gray  of  morn, 
Gnlbeyax  rose  from  restlessness ;  and  pale 

As  passion  rises,  with  its  bosom  worn, 
ArrayM  herself  with  mantle,  gem,  and  veil : 

The  nightingale  that  sings  vnth  the  deep  thorn, 
Which  Fable  places  in  her  breast  of  wail. 

Is  lighter  Cur  of  heart  and  voice  than  those 

Whose  headbng  pasnoos  form  their  proper  woes. 

LXXXVIII. 

And  that  *«  the  moral  of  this  composition. 
If  people  would  but  see  its  real  drift; — 

But  thai  they  will  not  do  without  suspicion. 
Because  <dl  gentle  readers  have  the  gift 

Of  closing  'gainst  the  light  their  orbs  of  vision ; 
While  gentle  writers  also  love  to  lift 

Their  voices  'gainst  each  other,  which  is  natural — 

The  numbers  are  too  great  for  them  to  flatter  all. 

I^XXXIX. 

Rose  the  sultana  from  a  bed  of  splendour, — 
Softer  than  the  soft  Sybarite's,  who  cried 

Aloud  because  his  feelings  were  too  tender 
To  brook  a  ruffled  rose-leaf  by  his  side, — 

So  beautiful  that  art  could  little  mend  her, 
Though  pale  with  conflicts  between  love  and  pride  :— 

So  agitated  was  she  with  her  error,     :  | 

She  did  not  even  look  into  the  mirror. 
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xc. 

Also  arose  about  the  self-same  time, 

Perhaps  a  little  later,  her  great  lord, 
Master  of  thirty  kingdoms  so  sublime, 

And  of  a  wife  by  whom  he  was  abhorr'd, 
A  thing  of  much  less  import  in  that  clime — 

At  least  to  those  of  incomes  wiiich  afford 
The  filling  up  their  whole  connubial  cargo-7- 
Than  where  two  wires  are  under  an  embargo. 

XCI. 

He  did  not  think  much  on  the  matter,  nor 

Indeed  on  any  other :  as  a  man,    ' 
He  liked  to  have  a  handsome  paramour 

At  hand,  as  one  may  hke  to  hare  a  fan. 
And  therefore  of  Circassians  had  good  store, 

As  an  amusement  after  the  dlvaii ; 
Though  an  unusual  fit  of  love,  or  duty, 
Had  made  him  lately  bask  in  his  bride's  beauty. 

XCIL 

And  now  he  rose ;  and  after  due  ablutions, 

Exacted  by  the  customs  of  the  east. 
And  prayers  and  other  pious  evolutions. 

He  drank  six  cups  of  coffee  at  the  least, 
And  then  withdrew  to  hear  about  the  Russians, 

Whose  victories  had  recently  ipcreased,   * 
In  Catherine*s  reign,  whom  glory  still  adores, 
As  greatest  of  all  sovereigns  and  w    ■    s. 

XCIII. 

But  oh,  thou  grand  legitimate  Alexander ! 

Her  son's  son,  let  not  this  last  phrase  offend 
Thine  ear,  if  it  should  reach, — and  now  rhymes  wander 

Almost  as  far  as  Petersburgh,  and  lend 
A  dreadful  impulse  to  each  loud  meander 

Of  murmuring  liberty's  wide  waves,  which  blend 
Their  roar  even  with  the  Baltic's, — so  you  be 
Your  father's  son,  't  is  quite  enough  for  me. 

XCIV. 

To  call  men  love-begotten,  or  proclaim 

Their  mothers  as  tibe  antipodes  of  Timon, 
That  hater  of  mankind,  would  be  a  shame, 

A  libel,  or  whate'er  you  please  to  rhyme  on : 
But  people's  ancestors  are  history V  game ; 

And  if  one  lady's  slip  could  leave  a  crime  on 
All  generations,  I  should  like  to  know         v 
What  pedigree  the  best  would  have  to  show? 
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XCV. 
Had  Catherine  and  the  sultan  understood 

Their  own  true  interests,  which  kings  rarely  know, 
Until 't  is  taught  hy  lessons  rather  rude, 

There  was  a  way  to  end  their  strife,  although 
Perhaps  precarious,  had  they  but  thought  good. 

Without  the  aid  of  prince  or4)lenipo  : 
She  to  dismiss  her  guards,  and  he  his  harem, 
And  for  their  other  matters,  meet  and  share  *em. 

XCVI. 

But  as  it  was,  his  highness  had  to  hold 
His  daily  council  upon  ways  and  means, 

How  to  encounter  widi  this  martial  scold. 
This  modern  Amazon  and  queep  of  queans ; 

And  the  perplexity  could  not  be  told 
Of  all  the  pillars  of  the  state,  which  leans 

Sometimes  a  little  heavy  on  the  backs 

Of  those  who  cannot  lay  on  a  new  tax. 

xcvn. 

Meantime  Gulbeyaz,  when  her  king  was  gone» 
Retired  into  her  boudoir,  a  sweet  place 

For  love  or  breakfast ;  private,  pleasing,  bne, 
And  rich  with  all  contrivances  which  gcace 

Those  gay  recesses  : — many  a  precioujs  stone 
Sparkled  along  its  roof,  and  many  a  vase 

Of'porcelain  held  in  the  fetter'3  flowers, 

Those  captive  soothers  of  a  captive's  hours. 

XCVUI. 

Mother  of  pedrl,  and  porphyry^  and  marble,' 
Vied  with  each  other  on  this  costly  spof ; 

And  singing  birds  without  were  heard  to  warble ; 
And  the  stain'd  glass  which  lighted  this  fair  grot 

Varied  each  ray ; — ^but  all  descriptions  garble 
The  true  effect,  and  so  we  had  better  not 

Be  too  minute,  an  outline  is  the  best,*— 

A  lively  reader^s  fancy  does  the  rest. 

XCIX. 

And  here  she  summon'd  Baba,  and  required 
Don  Juan  at  his  hands,  and  information 

"Of  what  had  past  since  all  the  slaves  retired. 
And  Vhether  he  had  occupied  their  station  ; 

If  matters  had  been  managed  as  desired, 
And  his  disguise  with  dae  ji^onsideration 

Kept  up ;  and,  above  all,  the  where  and  how 

He  had  pass'd  the  night,  was  what  she  wisb'd  to  know^ 
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C. 

Baba,  with  some  embarrassment,  replied 
To  this  long  catechism 'of  questions  ask'd 

More  easily  than  answered, — that  he  had  tried 
His  best  to  obey  in  what  he  had  been  task'd ; 

But  there  seem'd  somethipg  that  he  wish'd  to  hide, 
Which  hesitation  more  betray'd  than  mask'd  ; 

He  scratched  his  ear,  the  infallible  resource 

To  which  embarrassed  people  have  recourse. 

CI. 

Gulbeyaz  was  no  model  of  true  patience, 
Nor  much  disposed  to  wait  in  word  or  deed ; 

She  liked  quick  answers  in  all  conversations ; 
And  when  she  saw  him  stumbling  like  a  steed 

In  his  replies,  she  puzzled  him  for  fresh  ones ; 
And  as  his  speech  grew  still  more  broken-knee'd, 

Her  cheek  began  to  flush,  her  eyes  to  sparkle, 

And  her  proud  brow's  blue  veins  to  swell  and  darkle. 

cir. 

When  Baba  saw  these  symptoms,  which  he  knew 
To  bode  him  no  great  good,  he  deprecated 

Her  anger,  and  beseechM  she  'd  hear  him  dirongh — 
He  could  not  help  the  thing  which  he  related  -. 

Then  out  it  came  at  length  that  to  Dudu 
Juan  was  given  in  charge,  as  hath  been  stated  ; 

But  not  by  Baba's  fault,  he  said,  and  swore  on 

The  holy  camel's  hump,  besides  the  koran. 

cm. 

The  chief  dame  of  the  Oda,  upop  whom 
The  discipline  of  the  whole  harem  bore, 

As  soon  as  they  re-enter'd  their  own  room, 
For  Baba's  function  stopp'd  short  at  the  door, 

Had  settled  all ;  nor  could  he  then  presume 
(The  aforesaid  Baba)  just  then  to  do  more, 

Without  exciting  such  suspicion  as 

Might  make  the  matter  still  worse  than  it  was. 

CIV. 

He  hoped,  indeed  he  tiiought  he  could  be  sure, 
Juan  had  not  betray'd  himself ;  in  fiict 

'T  was  certain  that  his  conduct  had  been  pure, 
Because  a  foolish  or  imprudent  act 

Would  not  alone  have  made  him  insecure, 
But  ended  in  his  being  found  out  and  aack'd. 

And  thrown  into  the  sea. — Tlius  Baba  spoke 

Of  all  save  Dudu's  dream,  which  was  no  joke. 
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CV. 

This  he  ducreetly  kept  in  the  hack-groand, 
And  talk'd  away — and  might  have  talk'd  till  noWf 

For  any  farther  answer  that  he  found, 
So  deep  an  anguish  wrung  Gnlbeyaz'  brow ; 

Her  cheek  tum'd  ashes,  ears  rung,  brain  whirled  round, 
As  if  she  had  received  a  sudden  blow, 

And  the  heart's  dew  of  pain  sprang  &st  and  chHly 

O'er  her  fair  front,  like  morning's  on  a  lily. 

CVI. 

Although  she  was  not  of  the  fainting  sort, 
>      Baba  thought  she  would  faint,  but  tiiere  he  err'd— 
It  yras  but  a  convulsion,  which,  though  short. 

Can  never  be  described  ;  we  all  have  heard 
And  some  of  us  have  felt  thus  aU  amorty 

When  things  beyond  the  common  have  occurr'd ; 
Chdbeyaz  proved  in  that  brief  agony 
What  she  could  ne'er  express — then  how  should  I T 

CVII. 

She  stood  a  moment,  as  i^*Pythones9 
Stands  on  her  tripod,  agonized,  and  full 

Of  inspiration  gallier'd  from  distress, 
When  all  the  heartHStrings  like  wild  horses  pull' 

The  heart  asunder ; — ^then^  as  more  or  less 
Their  speed  abated  or  their  strength  grew  dull. 

She  sunk  down  on  her  seat  by  slow  degrees. 

And  bow*d  her  throbbing  head  o'er  trembling  knees. 

CVIII. 
Her  fjAce  decUned  and  ^as  unseen  ^  her  hair 

Fell  in  long  tresses  like  the  weepug  willow. 
Sweeping  the  marble  underneath  her  chair, 

Or  rather  sofa  (for  it  was  all  pillow, 
A  low,  soft  ottoman),  and  black  despair 

Stirr'd  up  and  down  her  bosom  like  a  billow, 
Which  rushes  to  some  shore  whose  shingles  check 
Its  fiffther  course,  but  must  receive  its  wreck. 

CIX. 

Her  head  hung  down,  and  her  long  hair  in  stooping 
Conceal'd  her  features  better  than  a  veil ; 

And  one  hand  o'er  the  ottoman  lay  drooping. 
White, Vaxen,  and  as  alabaster  pale  :- 

Would  that  I  were  a  painter !  to  be  grouping 
All  that  a  poet  drags  into  detail ! 

Oh  that  my  words  were  colours  !  bat  their  tints 

May  serve  perhaps  as  outlines  or  slight  hints. 
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Baba,  who  knew  by  experience  when  to  talk 
And  when  to  hold  his  ton^e,  now  held  it  till 

This  passion  might  blow  o^er,  nor  dared  to  balk 
Gulbeyas'  taciturn  or  speaking  will. 

At  length  she  rose  np,  and  began  to  walk 
Slowly  along  the  room,  but  silent  still, 

And  her  brow  clearM,  but  not  her  troubled  eye — 

The  wind  was  down,  but  still  the  -sea  ran  high. 

GXL 

She  stopp'd,  and  rsdsed  her  head  to  speak — but  paused, 
And  then  mo?ed  on  again  with  rapid  pace  ; 

Then  slacken'd  it,  which  is  the  march  most  caused 
By  deep  emotion  : — ^you  may  sometimes  trace 

A  feeling  in  each  footstep,  as  disclosed 
By  Sallust  in  his  Catiline,  who,  chased 

By  all  the  demons  of  all  passions,  show'd 

Their  work  even  by  the  way  in  which  he  trode. 

cxa 

Gulbeyaz  stopp'd  and  beckon'd  Baba: — <' Slave  I 
Brmg  the  two  slaves !  *'  she  said  in  a  low  tone, 

But  one  which  Baba  did  not  like  to  brave, 
And  yet  he  shudder'd,  and  seem'd  rather  prone 

To  prove  reluctant,  and  begg'd  leave  to  crave 
(Though  he  well  knew  the  meaning)  to  be  shown 

What  slaves  her  highness  wish'd  to  indicate. 

For  fear  of  any  error,  like  the  late. 

cxni. 

**  The  Georgian  and  her  paramour,'*  replied 

The  imperial  bride — and  added,  ''  Let  the  boat 
.  Be  ready  by  the  secret  pertains  side : 

You  know  the  rest."  The  words  stuck  in  her  throat, 

Despite  her  injured  love  and  fiery  pride  ; 
And  of  this  Baba  willingly  took  note. 

And  beggM,  .by  every  hair  of  M^omefs  beard, 

She  would  revoke  the  order  he  had  heard. 

CXIV. 

**  To  hear  is  to  obey,"  he  said  ;  *^  but  still. 

Sultana,  think  upon  the  consequence  : 
It  is  not  that  I  shall  not  fdl  fulfil 

Your  orders,  even  in  their  severest  sense ; 
But  such  qficipitation  may  end  ill, 

Even  at^ur  own  imperative  expense ; 
I  do  not  mean  destruction  and  exposure 
In  case  of  any  premature  disclosure ; 
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cxv. 

^*  But  your  own  feelings. — Even  shooid  all  the  rest 

Be  hidden  by  the  rolfing  waves,  which  hide 
Already  many  a  once  love4»eftten  breast 

Deep  in  the  caverns  of  the  deadly  tide — 
You  love  this  boyish,  new  seraglio  guest, 
And — ^if  this  violent  remedy  be  tried- 
Excuse  my  freedom,  wheal  here  assure  you, 
That  killing  Jiim  is  not  the  way  to  cure  you." 

CXVI.' 

'«  What  dost  thou  know  of  love  or  feeling  ? — wretch  I 
Begone  !  "  she  cried,  with  kindling  eyes,  ''and do 

My  bidding  !  '*  Baba  vanish'd  ;  for  to  stretch 
His  own  remonstrance  further,  he  well  knew, 

Might  end  in  acting  as  his  own  ''Jack  Ketdi;" 
And,  though  he  wishM  extremely  to  get  through 

This  awkward  business  without  harm  to  others. 

He  still  preferr'd  his  own  neck  to  another's. 

CXVII. 

Away  he  went  then  upon  his  oommission, 
Growling  and  grumbling  sn  good  Turkish  phrase 

Against  all  women,  of  whate'er  condition. 
Especially  sultanas  and  their  ways ; 

Their  obstinacy,  pride,  and  indecision, 
Their  never  knowing  their  own  mind  two  days. 

The  trouble  that  they  gave,  thek  Mnmoralky^ 

Which  made  him  daily  bless  his  oiwn  neutra^y. 

CXVIII. 

And  then  he  calFd  his  brethren  to  his  ai4, 
And  sent  one  on  a  summons  to  the  pair. 

That  they  must  instantly  be  weU  anray'd, 
And,  above  all,  be  combM  evien  to  a  hair, 

And  brought  before  the  empress,  who  had  made 
Inquiries  after  them  with  kindest  care  : 

At  which  Dudn  looked  strange,  and  Juan  siUy ; 

But  go  they  must  at  once,  and  will  I — eoII  I. 

CXIX. 

And  here  I  leave  them  at  their  preparation 
For  the  imperial  presence,  wherein  whether 

Gulbeyaz  show'd  them  both  ^ommis^ption^ 
Or  got  rid  of  the  parties  idtogetber, 

Like  other  angry  ladies  of  her  nation — 
Are  things  the  turning  of  a  hair  or  feather  . 

May  settle  ;  but  far  be  't  from  me  to  airiiicipate 

In  what  way  feminine  caprice  may  <Mssipate. 
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CXX. 

I  leave  them  for  the  present,  with  good  wishes, 
Though  doubts  of  their  well  doing,  to  arrange 

Another  part  of  history  ;  for  the  dishes 
Of  this  oar  banquet  we  must  sometimes  change : 

And,  trusting  Juan  may  escape  the  fishes, 
Although  his  situation  now  s^ems  strange 

An^l  scarce  secure,  as  such  digressions  are  fair, 

The  Muse  will  take  a  little  touch  at  warfare. 
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NOTE  TO  CANTO  VI. 


Stan&a  Ixxr. 


A  "wood  obscure**  l(ke  that  where  Dante  found. 


Nel  mesxo  del  Cammin*  di  nostra  vita 
Mi  rltrorai  per  una  Selra  oicara.  &o.,  ftc., 
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CANtO   VII. 


I. 

Oh  Love  I  oh  Glory !  what  are  ye  ?  who  fly 

Around  us  ever,  rarely  to  alight : 
There  's  not  a  meteor  in  the  polar  sky 

Of  such  transcendent  and  morcf  fleeting  flight. 
Chilly  and  chain'd  to  cold  earth,  we  lift  on  high 

Our  eyes  in  search  of  either  lovdy  light ; 
A  thousand  and  a  thousand  colours  they 
Assume,  then  leave  us  on  our  freezing  way. 

II. 

And  such  as  they  are,  such  my  present  tale  is, 

A  non-descript  and  ever-varying  rhyme, 
A  versified  aurora  horealis, 

Which  flashes  o'er  a  waste  aild  icy  clime. 
MThen  we  know  what  all  are,  w6  must  hewail  US, 

But  nevertheless  1  hope  it  is  no  crime 
To  laugh  at  tUl  things ;  for  I  wish  to  know 
Whai^  after  aU^  are  all  things — ^but  a  tkow  ? 

III. 

Tliey  accuse  me — me— the  present  writer  of 
The  present  poem,  of — I  know  not  what, — 

A  tendency  to  under^rate  and  sco£P 

At  human  power  and  virtue,  and  all  that ; 

And  this  they  say  in  language  rather  rough; 
Good  God  !  I  wonder  what  they  Would  be  at? 

I  say  no  more  than  has  been  said  in  Dante's 

Verse,  and  by  Solomon,  and  by  Cervantes ; 

IV. 

By  Swift,  Macliiavel,  and  Larochefoucault  i 

By  Fenelon,  by  Luther,  and  by  Plato  ; 
By  TiUotson,  and  Wesley,  and  BLousseaU, 

Who  knew  this  life  was  not  worth  a  potato. 
*T  is  not  their  fault,  nor  mine,  if  tlHS  be  so-^ 

For  my  part,  I  pretend  not  to  be  Olto, 
Nor  even  Diogenes. — We  live  and  die,- 
But  which  is  best,  you  know  no  more  than  I. 

jv.  14 
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V. 

Socrates  said,  our  only  knowledge  was 

'*  To  know  that  nothing  could  be  known ; ''  a  pleasant 
Science  enough,  which  levels  to  an  ass 

Each  man  of  wisdom,  future,  past,  or  present. 
Newton  (that  proverb  of  the  mind),  alas ! 

Declared,  with  all  his  grand  discoveries  recent, 
That  he  himself  felt  only  <*  like  a  youth 
Picking  up  shells  by  the  great  ocean— truth/* 

VI. 

Ecclesiastes  said,  that  all  is  yani^^— 

Most  modem  preachers  say  the  same,  or  sdow  it 
By  their  examples  of  true  Christianity; 

In  short,  all  know,  or  vety  soon  may  know  it; 
And  in  this  scene  of  all-confess'd  inanity, 

By  saint,  by  sdge,  bv  preacheir,  and  by  poet, 
Must  I  restrain  me,*through  the  fear  of  strife, 
From  holding  tip  the  nothingness  of  life  ? 

tiL 

Ddgs,  or  men !  (for  I  flatter  ydu  in  saying 
That  ye  are  dogs — ^your  betters  far)  ye  may 

Read,  or  read  not,  what  I  am  nc^  essaying 
To  show  ye  what  ye  are  in  every  way. 

As  little  as  the  moon  stops  for  the  baying 
Of  wolves,  will  the  bright  Muse  withdraw  one  ray 

From  out  her  skies ; — ^then  howl  your  idle  wrath  ! 

While  she  sttU  silvers  o'er  your  gloomy  path. 

viii. 

*'  Fierce  loves  and  faithless  wars'' — ^I  aid  not  sure 
•    If  this  be  the  right  reading — *t  is  no  matter ; 
The  fact  *s  about  the  same,  1  am  secure ;— - 

I  sing  them  both,  and  am  about  to  batter 
A  town  which  did  a  famoiis  siege  endure. 

And  was  beleaguered  both  by  land  and  water 
By  Suvaro£P,  or  anglic^  Snwaro^^ 
Who  loved  blood  as  an  alderman  Idves  marrow. 

K. 

The  fortress  is  call'd  Ismail,  and  is  placed 
Upon  the  Danube's  left  branch  and  left  bank, 

With  buildings  in  the  oriental  taste, 
But  stiU  a  fortress  of  the  foremost  rank ; 

Or  was  at  least,  unless  't  is  isiuce  defaced,  ^ 
Which  with  your  conquerors  is  a  common  prank : 

It  stands  some  eighty  versts  from  the  high  sea. 

And  measures  round  of  toises  thousands  three. 
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X. 

Wittlin  the  extent  of  thia  lbrtiicalk>ii 
A  borough  is  comprised^  ak>«y  tike  heigfat 

Upon  the  left,  which,  from  \t»  iMm  afatiodt 
Commands  the  ctlgr»  and  upon  its  site 

A  Greek  had  raised  arooad  this  deiatioii 
A  qOBftnti^  of  palisadia  vjpHgkiy 

So  placed  as  to  ai^fMcIr  the  fire  hi  those 

Who  held  the  place,  and  te  auui  the  foe's^ 

XI. 

This  circonistanlse  may  tenre  to  girir  a  oo^eii 
Of  the  high  takalfl  of  this  nev  Vaidum : 

But  the  town  ditch  bclcMi  vaa  deep  as  ocean, 
llie  rampart  higher  than  you  'd  wish  to  hang : 

But  then  there  was  a  great  want  of  pvecaution 
(Prithee;  excuse  thia  engiBoering  slang). 

Nor  wdtk  advanced,  oev  oorer'd  way  was  these, 

To  hint  at  least,  **  Hero  is  no  tiaerot^hfSire/^ 

xn. 

But  a  stone  bastbn,  with  4  narrow  gofge; 

And  walls  as  thick  aa  most  seatts  bora  as  yet  t 
Two  batteries,  cap-ft-pi^,  as  our  Saint  George, 

Casemated  one^  and  f  other  «^a  barbetle,'* 
Of  Danut)e's  bank  took  fonnidable  idiai^e  *, 

While  two-and-twenty  camion,  duly  set, 
Rose  o>r  the  town^a  n|^  side,  hi  hmtliog  tie^, 
Forty  feet  high,  upon  a  ciralier^ 

Xfll: 

But  from  the  river  the  tcfwn  *a  open  qoiley    , 
Because  the  Turks  could  liever  be  persuaded 

A  Russian  vessel  e'er  Would  heave  in  sight ; 
And  such  their  creed  was  till  they  were  ioEraded; 

When  it  grew  rather  late  to  set  things  right. 
But  as  the  Danube  could  not  well  be  waded. 

They  look'd  Upon  the  Mnaeovile  flotilla. 

And  only  shouted,  «' AUa ! "  and  ''Bis  MiUah ! "    . 

XIV. 

The  Russians  liow  were  ready  to  attack  i 
But  oh,  ye  goddesses  of  war  and  glory  I 

How  shall  I  spell  the  name  of  each  Cossack 
Who  were  immortal,  could  one  teU  then:  storjr  1 

Alas!  what  to  their  mftmory  can  lack? 
Achilles'  self  was  not  more  grim  and  gory 

Than  thousands  of  this  new  and  polish'd  nation, 

Whose  ilames  want  nothing  but — ^proniinciatioii* 
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XV. 

Still  I  'U  record  a  few,  if  but  to  increase 

Our  euphony — there  was  Strongenoff,  and  Strokonoff, 
Meknop,  Serge  Lwdw,  Arseniew  of  mddern  Oreec<»y 

And  Tschittsshakoff,  and  Roguenoff,  and  Chokenoff, 
And  others  of  twelve  consonants  a  piece  : 

And  more  might  be  found  out,  if  I  could  poke  enough 
Into  gazettes;  but  fame  (capricious  strumpet!) •    ' 
It  seems  has  got  an  ear  as  well  as  trumpet,. 

XVf. 

And  cannot  tune  those  discords  of  narration, 
Which  may  be  names  at  Moscow,  into  rhyme. 

Yet  there  were  several  worth  commemoration, 
As  e*er  was  virgin  of  a  nuptial  chime ; 

Soft  words  too,  fitted  for  the  peroration 
Of  Londonderry,  drawling  against  time, 

Ending  in  "  ischskin,"  '*ousckin,"  "iffiskchyj"  **ottski,*' 

Of  whom  we  can  insert  but  Rousamooski, 

XVII. 

Scherematoff  and  Chrematoff,  Koklophti, 
Koclob^ki,  Kourakin,  and  Monskin  Pottskin  : 

All  proper  men  of  weapons,  as  e'er  scofiTd  high 
Against  a  foe,  or  ran  a  sabre  through  skin  ; 

Little  cared  they  for  Mahomet  or  mufti. 
Unless  to  make  their  kettle-drums  a  new  skin 

Out  of  their  hides,  if  parchment  had  grown  dear, 

And  no  more  handy  substitute  been  near.     ^ 

xvin. 

'  Then  there  ytete  foreigners  of  much  renown  ^  > 

Of  various  natk>niB,  and  all  volunteers; 
Not  fighting  for  their  country  or  its  crown,    ^  ^  - 

But  wishing  td  be  one  day  brigadiers ; 
Also  to  have  the  sacking  of  a  town — 

A  pleasant  thing  to  young  men  at  theii'  years. 
'Mongst  them  were  several  Englishmen  of  pith. 
Sixteen  call'd  Thompson^  and  nineteen  namefd  Smith. 

XDC. 

Jack  Thompson  and  Bill  Thompson ; — all  the  rest 
Had  been  call'd  "Jemmy/'  after  the  great  bard; 

I  don't  know  whether  they  had  arms  or  creist. 
But  such  a  godfather  's  as  good  a  card. 

Three  of  the  Smiths  were  Peters;  but  tlie  best 
Amongst  them  all,  hard  blows  to  infiict  or  ward, 

Was  Aff,  since  so  renown'd  "  in  .country  quarters 

At  Halifax ;"  but  now  he  served  the  Tartars. 
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XX. 

The  rest  were  Jacks  and  GUIs,  and  Wiils  and  Bills ;  . 

Bat  when  I  Ve  added  that  the  elder  Jack  Smith 
Was  born  in  Cumberland  axmng  the  hills, 

And  that  his  father  was  an  honest  blacksmith, 
I  Ve  said  all  /  knpw  of  a  name  that  fills 

Three  lines  of  the  dbpatch  in  taking  ''  Schmacksmith," 
A  riUage  of  Moldavia's  waste,  wherein 
He  fell,  immortal  in  a  bulletin. . 

XXI. 

I  wonder  (although  Marl  no  doubt  *8^  go^  I 

Praise)  if  a  man's  name  in  a  buUetin. 
May  make  up  for  a  Mlet  in  his  body  ? 

I  hope  this  Uttle  question  is  no  sin, 
Because,  though  I  am  but  a  simple  noddy, 

1  think  one  Sha^speare  put  the  same  thought  in 
The  mouth  of  some  oi^e  in  his  plays  so  doating, 
Which  many  people  pass  foj  wits  by  quoting, 

XXII. 

Then  there  were  Frenchmen,  gaUant/ youngs  and  gay  : 

But  I  'm  too  great  a  patriot  to  record 
Their  Gallic  names  upon  a  glorious  day  ; 

I  'd  rather  tell  ten  lies  than  say  a  word 
Of  truth ; — such  truths  are  treason  :  they  betray 

Their  country,  and  as  traitors  are  abhorr'd, 
Who  name  the  French  in  English,  save  to  show 
How  peace  should  make  John  Bull  the  Frendiman^s  foe^ 

XXIIt 

The  Russians,  having  built  two  batteries  on 

An  isle  near  Ismail,  had  two  ends  in  view  : 
The  first  was  to  bombard  it,  and  knock  down. 

The  public  buildings,  and  the  private  too, 
No  matter  what  poor  souls  might  be  undone. 

The  city's  shape  suggested  this,  't  is  true ; 
Form'd  like  an  amphitheatre,  each  dwelling 
Presented  a  fine  mark  to  throw  a- shell  in. 

XXIV. 

The  second  object  was  to  profit  by 

The  moment  of  the  general  consternation, 
To  attack  the  Turk's  flotilla,  which  lay  nigh, 

Extremely  tranquil,  anchor-d  at  its  station : 
But  a  third  motive  was  as  probably 

To  frighten  them  into^  capitulation  : 
A  phantasy  which  sometimes  seizes  warriors, 
Unless  they  are  game  as  bulUdogs  and  fox'-terriers* 
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XXV. 

A  habit  rather  Uamaable,  which  k 
That  of  despiiDg  lliose  me  oenbttt  wMi, 

Common  in  many  cases,  was  in  this 
The  cause  of  killin|r  Tdutohitskeff  and  8nith; 

One  of  the  yalorons  ^'  Snittis'*  whom  we  isMl  noss 
Out  of  tfio«e  nMi^ien  who  late  ifrfmed  to  pith ; 

But  H  is  a  name  so  sprend  o*er  f^Sfr''  and  *^  Madam, 

That  one  would  think  fh^  first  who  bore  it  ^'Adam/* 


The  Russian  batteriiM  wti«  ineonpktte, 

Because  they  were  constructed  ia  a  hurry. 
Thus  the  same  cause  which  makes  a  veme  want  feet, 
'  And  throws  a  cloud  o*er  Loognian  and  Mm  Murray, 
When  the  sale  of  new  books  is  not  «6  ieet 

As  they  who  print  them  think  is  necessary, 
May  likewise  put  off  for  a  time  what  fitory 
Sonietimes  calls  ''mwder,**  and  at  otfien  ^'glovy*** 

XKVII. 

Whether  it  was  their  engineers*  ttu^dity, 

Their  haste,  or  waste,  I  neither  know  nor  care, 

Or  some  contractor's  persomd  ci^idity, 
Saving  his  soul  by  cheating  in  the  ware 

Of  homicide ;  but  there  was  no  solidity 
In  the  new  batteries  erected  there ; 

They  either  missM,  or  they  were  never  miss'di 

And  added  greatly  to  the  misnng  list. 

rrvm. 

A  sad  miscalculation  about  distance 

Made  all  their  nayal  roatteis  incorrect ; 
Three  fire-ships  lofit  ^ir  amiable  existence 

Before  they  reach'd  a  spot  to  take  efiect ;, 
The  match  was  lit  too  soon,  and  no  assistance 

Could  remedy  this  lubberly  defect ; 
They  blew  up  in  the  middle  qf  ^e  river, 
While,  though  't  was  dawn,  the  Turks  slept  fas(  as  ever. 

:i:xix. 

At  seven  they  rose,  however,  and  sfirveyM 

The  Russ  flotilla  getting  under  way ; 
*T  was  nine,  when  still  advaadag  undismay 'd. 

Within  a  cable's  length  their  vesseb  lay 
Off  Ismail,  and  commenced  a  cannonade. 

Which  was  returned  with  interest,  I  may  say, 
And  by  a  fire  of  musketry  and  grape, 
And  shells  and  li^ot  of  every  size  and  sdiape. 
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XXX. 

For  six  honrs  bore  they  without  iutormiMion 

The  Tinrkiifa  fire ;  iod^  aided  by  th^ir  own 
Land  batteries,  work'd  their  gims  with  great  preeisioii : 

At  length  they  found  inere  camumade  ahme 
By  no  means  would  prodoee  the  town'i  •ubnufision, 

And  made  ^  signal  to  rfltreat  at  one. 
One  bark  blew  Up ;  a  efcood,  aear  the  works 
Running  agrooad,  was  taken  by  the  TnrVs. 

xxxt 

The  Moslem  too  had  lost  both  shipi  and  meQ ; 

But  when  they  saw  thit  enemy  retire* 
Their  Delhis  mann'd  som^  boats*  and  aail'd  agaiii» 

And  gaU'd  the  R«ssmm  with  a  hemry  fire, 
And  tried  to  make  a  landing  db  Hie  nudn. 

But  here  the  efie^  fell  shorl  of  their  desire  -. 
Count  Damas  drove  ^flHi  back  Snfto  the  water 
Pell-mell,  and  with  a  whole  gazette  of  sianghter. 

XXXII. 

v'^If  "  (says  the  histprian  here)  *^  I  covU  raport 

All  that  the  Russians  did  upon  this  day, 
I  think  that  seyeral  voluaies  would  faU  ahert, 

And  I  should  still  have  many  liiings  to  say ;" 
And  so  he  says  no  aBore-*-%ut  pays  his  cpurt 

To  some  distinguished  strangers  in  thaf  fray, 
The  Prince  de  Ligne,  and  Lsngeron^  apid  Damas, 
r^ames  great  as  any  ^t  the  r^  of  fame  has. 

XXXJIL 

This  being  the  case,  may  show  us  what  fame  it : 

For  out  of  three  '^frwm  dbovflt/lcrf,"  how 
Many  of  common  readers  gwre  a  guess 

That  such  ousted  ?  (and  ikey  may  live  nowt 
For  aught  we  know.)  Renpwn  's  all  hit  or  miss ; 

There  's  fortune  even  m  feme,  we  must  allow. 
*T  b  true  the  Memoirs  of  the  Piince  de  Ligae 
Have  half  withdrawn  from  hm  oblivion's  screen. 

XXXIV. 

But  here  are  men  who  lought  in  gallanl  actions 

As  gallantly  as  eyier  h^roies  fovgiit^ 
But  buried  in  the  heap  «f  such  transastions — 

Their  names  are  seldom  found,  uor  often  sought. 
Thus  even  good  fame  may  suffer  sad  comtractftCMMt* 

And  is  extinguish-d  sooner  than  she  ought : 
Of  all  our  modern  battles,  I  will  bet 
You  can^t  repeat  nine  names  £rom  each  g«iette» 
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XXXV. 

In  short,  this  last  attack,  though  rich  in  glory, 

Showed  that  wmenkerey  tomeham,  there  was  a  fault ; 

And  Admiral  Ribas  (knoum  in  Russian  story) 
Most  strongly  recommended  an  assault ; 

In  which  he  was  opposed  by  young  and  hoary, 
Which  made  a  long  debate  : — but  I  must  halt ; 

For  if  I  wrote  down  every  warrior*s  speech, 

I  doubt  few  readers  e'er  would  mount  the  breach » 

XXXVI. 

There  was  a  man,  if  that  he  was  a  man, — 
Not  that  his  manhood  could  be  called  in  question, 

For,  had  he  not  been  Hercules,  his  span 
Had  been  as  short  in  youth  as  indigestion 

Made  his  last  illness,  when,  all  worn  and  wan. 
He  died  beneath  a  tree,  as  much  unbless'd  on 

The  soil  of  the  green  proVince  he  had  wasted, 

As  e'er  was  locust  on  the  land  it  blasted ; — 

XXXVII. 

This  was  Potemkin— a  great  thing  in  days 
When  homicide  and  harlotry  made  great : 

If  stars  and  titles  could  entail  long  praise, 
His  glory  might  half  equal  his  estate. 

This  fellow,  being  six  foot  high,  could  raise 
A  kind  of  phantasy  proportionate 
.  In  the  then  sovereign  of  the  Russian  people, 

Who  measured  men  as  you  would  do  a  steeple. 

XXXVIII. 

While  things  were  in  abeyance,  Ribas  sent 
A  courier  to  the  prince,  and  he  succeeded 

In  ordering  matters  after  his  own  bent. 
I  cannot  tell  the  way  in  which  he  pleaded, 

But  shortly  he  had  cause  to  be  content. 
In  the  mean  time  the  batteries  proceeded. 

And  fourscore  cannon  on  the  Danube's  border 

Were  briskly  fired,  and  answered  in  due  order. 

XXXIX. 

But  on  the  thirteenth,  when  already  part 

Of  the  troops  were  embark'd,  the  siege  to  rai^ei 

A  courier  on  the  spur  inspired  new  heart 
Into  all  panters  for  newspaper  praise. 

As  well  as  dilettanti  in  war's  art. 

By  his  dispatches  couchVl  in  pithy  phrase, 

Announcing  the  appointment  of  that  lover  of 

Battles,  to  the  command,  Field-Marshal  Sovaroff* 
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XL. 

The  letter  of  the  prince  to  the  same  marshal 

Was  worthy  of  a  SpartaD,  had  the  cause 
Been  one  to  which  a  good  heart  could  he  partial^ 

Defence  of  freedom,  country,  or  of  laws ; 
But  as  it  was  mere  lust  of  power  to  o'er-arch  dl 

With  his  proud  brow,  it  merits  slight  applause, 
Save  for  ite  style,  which  said,  aU  in  a  trice, 
**  You  will  take  Ismail,  at  whatever  price." 

XLI. 

"  Let  there  be  light !"  said  God,  **  and  there  was  light !" 
''  Let  there  be  blood  !"  says  man,  and  there  's  a  sea ! 

The  fiat  of  this  spoil'd  child  of  the  night 
(For  day  ne'er  saw  his  merits)  could  decree 

More  evil  in  an  hour,  than  thirty  bright 
Summers  could  renovate,  though  they  should  be 

Lovely  as  those  which  ripen'd  Eden's  fruit — 

For  war  cuts  up  not  only  branch,  but  root. 

XLIL 

Our  friends  the  Turks,  who  with  loud  "  Alias"  now 

Began  to  ngnalize  the  Russ  retreat, 
Were  damnably  mistaken ;  few  are  slow 

In  thinking  that  theH*  enemy  is  beat 
(Or  beaten,  if  you  insist  on  grammar,  though 

I  never  think  about  it  in  a  heat) ; 
But  here  I  say  the  Turks  were  much  mistaken, 
Who,  hating  hogs,  yet  wish'd  to  save  their  bacon. 

XLIII. 

For,  on  the  sixteenth,  at  full  gallop  drew 

In  sight  two  horsemen,  who  were  deem'd  Cossacks 

For  some  time,  till  they  came  in  nearer  view. 
They  had  but  little  baggage  at  their  backs, 

For  there  were  but  three  shirts  between  the  two  ; 
But  on  they  rode  upon  two  Ukraine  hacks. 

Till,  in  approaching,  were  at  length  descried 

In  this  plain  pair,  Suwarrow  and  his  guide. 

XLIV. 

*'  Great  joy  to  London  now !"  says  some  great  fool, 

When  London  had  a  grand  illumination, 
Which  to  that  bottle-conjurer,  John  Bull, 

Is  of  all  dreams  the  first  hallucination ; 
So  that  the  streets  of  colour'd  lamps  are  full, 

That  sage  (sctid  John)  surrenders  at  discretion 
His  purse,  his  soul,  his  sense,  and  even  his  nonsense, 
To  gratify,  like  a  huge  moth,  this  one  sense. 
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XLV. 

T  is  strange  that  lie  riumM  foiber  ^^  dftmn  liia  eyes/' 
For  they  are  damn'd :  that  onoe  Mr49mms§  oiatfc 

Is  to  the  deyil  now  no  further  prine, 
Since  Jo}m  has  lately  kfit  the  vse  td  bpHi. 

Debt  he  calls  weaHh,  and  taxes  paradise ; 
And  famine,  vhh  faor  gtMst  smA  bosay  gre«rtb» 

Which  stares  him  in  the  face,  be  wea't  examine, 

Or  swears  that  Ceres  hath  begotten  fiwune* 

XLVI. 

Bnt  to  iba  lale«   Cbrest  joy  tinto  the  camp  ! 

To  RiuHuao,  Tartar,  Engtiab,  French,  Coeia^, 
0*er  whom  Suwarrow  shoiie  like  a  gas-4unp, 

Presaging  a  moat  Inminons  aittadk ; 
Or,  like  a  wisp  along  the  marsh  ao  damp, 

Which  leada  behoMen  <m  a  boggy  iraUc, 
He  flitted  to  and  fro,  a  daadng  light, 
Which  all  who  saw  it  ibttow'd,  wroQg  w  rigiit. 

XLVU. 
But,  certes,  matters  tock  a  differentiae ; 

There  was  enthusiasm  and  nmeh  apphwae. 
The  fleet  and  camp  saluted  with  greali^aee. 

And  all  presaged  good  krtx»e  to  tliekr  cause. 
Within  a  cannonnshot  length  of  the  place 

They  drew,  constructed  ladders,  repa«r'd  Smn 
In  former  works,  made  aew,  prepared  ftseine*, 
And  all  kinds  of  heneFolenl:  machines. 

XLTIII. 
'T  is  thus  the  spirit  of  a  ^gle  mkid 

Makes  yiMt  of  moltitiides  tajke  one  dweetion, 
As  roll  the  waters  tp  the  breathing  wind, 

Or  roams  the  herd  beneath  the  bnU'e  preteetieo  ; 
Or  as  a  little  dog  wiUlead  lihe  blind, 

Or  a  bell-wethejr  form  the  flodk's  oonoenon 
By  tinkling  sounds  when  they  go  hrf^  to  yietnai : 
Such  is  the  sway  of  yew  gr^  mm  o'-er  little. 

xaoix. 

The  whole  camp  rmig  iiii^  joy  $  yon  iroeJd  bare  tlioaght 
That  they  were  going  to  a  marrlage^feasft 

(This  metaphor,  I  thiak,  holds  good  as  aught, 
Smce  there  is  discord  after  boHi  at  kaet). 

There  was  not  now  a  lnggage-hoy  bnt  eonght 
Danger  and  ^peil  with  ardour  mucii  increased : 

And  why  ?  because  a  little,  old,  odd  man, 

Stript  to  his  shirt,  was  come  to  lead  ^  ren. 
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L. 

Bat  so  it  was ;  and  every  prepantioB 

Was  made  with  dA  alacrity ;  llie  first 
Detachment  of  three  coIbbumi  took  its  statbn. 

And  waited  but  die  sifpnal^a  voice  to  hurst 
Upon  the  foe  :  the  seconid's  ordination 

Was  also  in  three  coinmns,  with  a  thirst 
For  glory  gapini^  o'er  a  iea  of  slaogfater : 
The  third,  in  columns  two,  attadcM  by  water, 

LI. 

New  batteries  wer^  «weted ;  and  was  faeU 

A  general  couomI,  «n  vfbkh  uaanimity, 
That  stranger  to  most  council^,  here  prevailed, 

As  sometimes  happens  in  a  great  estnemity ; 
And,  every  diffi^fy  beiug  exftett'd. 

Glory  began  to  dasra  with  te  due  swbliinity, 
While  Suvaroffr  diakermined  to  obtain  it, 
Was  teaching  his  recnnts  to  oae  the  bayonet/ 

LIf. 

It  is  an  actual  ffict,  that  he,  commander 

In  chief»  in  proper  person,  deign'd  to  drill 
The  awkimrd  aqsad,  and  could  afford  to  Sffuander 
^  His  time,  a  uorporal's  duties  to  fulfil : 
Just  as  you  *d  break  a  auddng  salamander 

To  swallow  flame,  and  never  take  it  ill ; 
He  show'd  them  how  to  mount  a  ladder  (which 
Was  not  like  Jacob's)  or  to  cross  a  ditch. 

Lin. 

Also  he  dressM  up,  for  the  nonoe,  fascines 

Like  men,  with  turlmns,  scimitars,  and  dtrtss, 
And  made  them  charge  with  bayonet  these  machines. 

By  way  of  lesson  against  actual  Turks  ; 
And,  when  well  practised  in  these  mimic  scenes, 

He  judged  them  proper  to  assail  the  works ; 
At  which  your  wise  men  sneer'd  in  phrases  witty  : 
He  made  no  answer ;  but  he  took  the  city. 

MV. 

Most  things  w^e  in  this  posture  oil  the  eve 

Of  the  assaidt,  and  all  the  camp  was  in 
A  stem  repose :  which  yon  would  scarce  conceive  ; 

Yet  men  resdvedio  dash  through  thick  and  thin, 
Are  very  silent  when  Ihey  once  bMieve^ 

That  all  is  setded  -.—there  was  littie  diD, 
For  some  were  thinking  of  their  home  and  friends, 
And  others  of  themselves  and  latter  ends. 
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LV. 

Suwarrow  chiefly  was  on  the  alert, 

Sunreying,  dnlling,  ordering,  jesting,  pondering, 
For  the  man  was,  we  safely  may  assert, 

A  thing  to  wonder  at  heyohd  most  wondering ; 
Hero,  huffoon,  half-demon,  and  half-dirt. 

Praying,  instructing,  desolating,  plundering ; 
Now  Mars,  How  Momus;  and  when  bent  to  storm 
A  fortress,  harlequin  in  uniform. 

LVI. 

The  day  before  the  assault,  while  upon  drill — 
For  this  great  conqueror  playM  the  corporal — 

Some  Cossacks,  hovering  like  hawks  rouiid  a  hiH, 
Had  met  a  party  towards  the  twilight's  f^l, 

One  of  whom  spoke  their  tongue,  or  well  or  ill-— 
'T  was  much  that  he  was  understood  at  all ; 

But  whether  from  his  voice,  or  speech,  or  manner, 

They  found  that  he  had  fought  beneath  their  banner. 

lVu. 

Whereon,  immediately  at  his  request. 

They  brought  him  and  his  comrades  to  head-quarters  : 
Their  dress  was  Moslem,  but  you  might  have  guess*d 

That  these  were  merely  masquerading  Tartars, 
And  that  beneath  each  Turkish-iiBushion'd  vest 

Lurked  Christianity ;  who  sometimes  barters 
Her  inward  grace  for  outward  show,  and  makes 
It  difficult  to  shun  some  strange  mistakes. 

LVIII, 

Suwarrow,  who  was  standing  in  his  shirt 
Before  a  company  of  Calmucks,  drilli%, 

Exclaiming,  fooling,  swearing  at  the  inert, 
And  lecturing  on  the,  noble  art  of  killing,^ — 

For,  deeming  human  clay  but  common  dirt, 
This  great  philosopher  was  thus  instilling 

His  maxims,  which,  to  martial  comprehension, 

Proved  death  in  battle  equal  to  a  pension ; — 

LIX. 

Suwarrow,  when  he  saw  this  company 

Of  Cossacks  and  their  prey,  turn'd  round- and  cast 

Upon  them  his  slow  brow  and  piercing  eye  :— ^ 

<^  Whence  come  ye?"T— ''From  Constantinople  last. 

Captives  just  now  escaped,"  was  the  reply. 

**  What  are  ye?"—'*  What  you  see  us."    Briefly  past 

This  dialogue ;  for  he  who  answer'd  knew 

To  whom  he  spoke,  and  made  his  words  but  few. 
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LX. 

**  Your  names?" — '^  Mine  *s  Johnson,  and  my  comrade^  Juan  ; 

The  other  two  are  women,  and  the  third 
Is  neither  man  nor  woman/'  The  chief  threw  on 

The  party  a  slight  glance,  •then  said :  ''  I  have  heard 
Your  name  before,  the  second  is  a  new  one ; 

To  bring  the  other  three  here  ws^s  absurd; 
But  let  that  pass ; — I  t)pnk  I  Ve  heard  your  name   > 
In  the  Nikolaiew  regiment?" — **  The  same«" — 

LXI. 

*•  You  served  at  Widin?"— ".Yes."— "  You  led  theattack?" 
' '  I  did."—' '  What  next  ?"— "  I  really  hardly  know. " 

**  You  were  the  first  i'  the  breach  ?" — *'  I  was  not  slack,    . 
At  least,  to  follow  those  who  might  be  so."  . 

'*  What  followed ?"—"  A  shot  laid  me  on  my  back. 
And  I  became  a  prisoner  to  the  foe." 

"  You  shall  have  vengeance,  for  the  town. surrounded 

Is  twice  as  strong  as  that  where  you  were  wounded." 

LXII. 

**  Where  will  you  serve  ?" — "  Where'er  you  please/'—* '  I  know  . 

You  like  to  be  the  hope  of  the  forlorn. 
And  doubtless  would  be  foremost  on  the  foe 

After  the  hardships  you  've  already  borne. 
And  this  young  fellow  ?  say,  what  can  he  do. 

He  with  the  beardless  chin  and  garments  torn  ?" 
"Why,  general,  if  he  hath  no  greater  fault 
In  war  than  love,  he  had  better  lead. the  assault,"  .  .    . 

LXIll.   . 

<<  He  shall,  if  that  he  dare."    Here  Juan  bow'd 

Low  as  the  compliment  deserved.    Suwarrow 
Continued  :  ''  Your  old  regiment 's  allow'd, 

By  special  providence,  to  lead  to-morrow. 
Or  it  may  be  to-night,  the  assault :  I  've  vow'.d 

To  several  saints,  that  shortly  plough  or  harrow 
Shall  pass  o'er  what  was  Ismail,  and  its  tusV  - 
Be  unimpeded  by  the  proudest  mosque. 

LXIV. 

"  So  now,  my  lads,  for  glory! " — Here  he  turn'd, 

And  drill'd  away  in  the  most  classic  Russian, 
Until  each  high  heroic  bosom  bum'd 

For  cash  and  conquest,  as  if  from. a  cusliion 
A  preadier  had  held  forth  (who  nobly  spurn'ii 

All  earthly  goods  save  tithes)  and  bade  them  push  on 
To  slay  the  pagans  who  resisted,  battering 
The  armies  of  the  christian  Empress  Catherine. 
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LXV. 

Jofaiist>iij  who  knew  bjr  tiiis  long  colloqn^ 
Himself  a  favourite,  Veiitiired  to  adi^'ess 

Suwarrow,  though  engaged  with  accents  high 
in  his  resumed  amusement.    '*  I  confess 

My  debt  in  being  thte  allowed  to  die 
Among  the  foremost ;  but  if  jon  *d  express 

Explicitly  our  several  posts,  my  friend   • 

And  self  would  ^now  what  duty  to  attend.'* 

''  Right!    I  was  bufy^  and  forgot.    Why,  yoii 
Will  join  your  former  regiment,  whith  should  b^ 

Now  under  arms.    Ho !  Katskoff,  take  him  to-- 
(Here  he  call'd  up  a  Polish  orderly] — 

His  post,  I  mean  the  regiment  Nikolaiew. 
The  stranger  stripling^  may  remain  with  me  ; 

He 's  a  fine  boy.    The  women  may  be  sent 

To  the  other  baggage,  or  to  the  nek  tent." 

LXVII. 

But  here  a  sort  of  scene  began  to  ensue  : 
The  ladies,  who  by  no  means  had  been  bred 

To  be  disposed  of  in  a  way  so  nei^, 
Although  their  harem  education  led 

Doubtless  to  that  of  doctrines  the  most  tru€i. 
Passive  obedience, — now  raised  up  the  head, 

With  flashing  eyes  and  startbg  tears,  and  flung 

Their  arms,  as  hens  their  wings  about  their  youngs 

:  Lxviii. 

O'er  the  promoted  couple  of  brave  men 
Who  were  thus  honourM  by  the  greatest  chief 

That  ever  peopled  hell  with  heroes  slain, 
Or  plunged  a  province  or  a  realm  in  grief; 

Oh,  foolish  mortals !  always  taught  in  vain  I 
Oh,  glorious  laurel !  since  for  one  sole  leaf 

Of  thine  imaginary  deathless  tree. 

Of  blood  and  tears  miist  flow  the  unebbing  sea. 

LXIX.  ^ 

Suwarrow,  who  had  smsill  regard  for  tears. 
And  not  much  sympathy  for  bbod,  sarveyM 

The  women  with  their  hair  about  their  ears, 
And  natural  agonies,  with  a  slight  shade 

Of  feeling  :  for,  however  habit  sears 

Men's  hearts  against  whole  millions,  when  their  trade 

is  butchery,  sometimes  a  single  sorrow 

Will  touch  even  heroes — and  sach  was  Suwarrow. 
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LXX. 

He  said — ^and  in  the  kindest  Caknock  tone, — 

^'  Why,  Johnson,  wlial  the  deril  do  yon  mean 
By  bringing  women  here?    They  shall  be  shown 

All  the  attention  possible,  and  seen 
In  safety  to  the  waggons,  where  alone 

In  fact  they  can  be  safe.    You  should  have  been 
Aware  this  kind  of  baggage  never  thrirta  : 
Save  wed  a  year,  I  hate  recruits  with  wives." 

Lxxi. 

'*  May  it  pleastf  your  excellency,"'  tiiiis  replied 
Our  British  friend,  ^*  these  are  the  wives  of  others^ 

And  not  our  own.    I  am  tpo  qualified 
By  service  with  my  military  brothers, 

To  break  the  rules  hy  bringing  one's  own  bride 
Into  a  camp ;  I  know  that  nought  so  bothers 

The  hearts  of  the  heroic  on  a  charge. 

As  leaving  a  small  Csunily  at  large. 

LXXIt. 

^*  But  these  are  but  two  Turkish  ladies,  who 

With  their  attendant  uded  our  escape, 
And  afterwards  accompanied  us  through 

A  thousand  perils  in  this  dubious  shape. 
To  me  this  kind  of  life  is  not  so  new } 

To  them,  poor  things !  it  is  an  awkward  step  ; 
I  therefore,  if  you  widi  me  to  fight  freely. 
Request  that  they  may  both  be  used  genteelly." 

i.xxiii. 

Meantime  these  two  {iooif  girls,  with  stvimming  ey^s, 

Look'd  on  as  if  in  doubt  if  they  could  trust 
Their  own  protectors;  nor  was  their  surprise 

Less  than  their  grief  (and  truly  not  less  just) 
To  see  an  old  man,  rather  wild  than  wise 

In  aspect,  plainly  clad,  besmeared  with  dust, 
Stript  to  Ins  wuistcoaty  and  that  not  too  clean  ^ 
More  fear'd  than  ttll  thb  sultans  ever  seen. 

LXXIV. 

For  every  tlung  seem' d  restfaig  on  his  hod^ 

As  they  could  read  in  all  eyes.    Now,  to  them, 
Who  were  accustom'dj  as  a  sort  of  god, 

To  see  the  sidtan^  rich  in  mAny  a  gem^ 
Like  an  imperial  peacock  istalk  abroad 

(That  royal  bird,  whose  tail 's  a  diadem), 
With  all  the  pomp  of  power,  it  was  a  doubt 
How  power  could  condescend  to  do  without. 
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LXXV. 

John  Johnson,  seeing  their  extreme  dismay,^ 

Though  little  yer^d  in  feelings  oriental, 
Suggested  some  slight  comfort  in  his  way. 

Don  Juan,  who  was  much  more  sentimental, 
Swore  they  should  see  him  hy  the  dawn  of  day. 

Or  that  the  Russian  army  should  repent  all ; 
And,  strange  to  say,  they  found  some  consolation 
In  tliis — for  females  like  exaggeration. 

LXXVI. 

And  then  with  tears,  and  sighs,  and  some  slight  kisses. 
They  parted  for  die  present — these  to  await, 

According  to  the  artillery's  hits  or  misses. 
What  sages  call  chance,  providence^  or  fate — 

(Uncertainty  is  one  of  many  blisses^ 
A  mortgage  on  humanity's  estate)^-^ 

While  their  beloved  friends  began  to  arm, 

To  burn  a  town  which  never  did  them  harm.  . 

LXXVII. 

Sttwarrow,  who  but  saw  things  in  the  gross, 
Beiug  much  too  gross  to  see  them  in  detail ; 

Who  calculated  life  as  so  much  dross, 
And  as  the  wind  a  widow'd  nation's  wail. 

And  cared  as  little  for  his  army's  loss 

(So  that  their  efforts  should  at  length  prevail) 

As  wife  and  friends  did  for  the  boils  of  Job  ;'— 

What  was  't  to  him  to  hear  two  women  sob  ? 

LXXVIII. 

Nothing.    The  work  of  glory  still  went  on   - 

In  preparations  for  a  cannonade 
As  terrible  as  that  of  Ilion,. 

If  Homer  had  found  mortars  ready  made  ;  < 
But  now,  instead  of  slaying  Priam's  souj 

We  only  can  but  talk  of  escalade. 
Bombs,  drums,  guns,  bastions,  batteries,  bayonets,  boIletB  i 
Hard  words  wliich  stick  in  the  soft  Muses'  gullets. 

LXXIX. 

Oh,  thou  eternal  Homer !  who  couldst  charm 
All  ears,  though  long, — ^all  ages,  though  so  shorty 

By  merely  wielcUng  with  poetic  arm 

Arms  to  which  men  will  never  more  resort,. 

Unless  gunpowder  should  be  found  to  harm 
Much  less  than  is  the  hope  of  every  court, 

Which  now  is  leagued  young  freedom  to  annoy ; 

But  they  will  not  find  liberty  a  Troy  : — 
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LXXX. 

Oh !  thou  eternal  Homer !  I  have  now 
To  paint  a  siege,  wherein  more  men  were  slain, 

With  deadlier  engines  and  a  speedier  blow, 
Than  in  thy  Greek  gazette  of  that  campaign ; 

And  yet,  like  all  men  eke,  I  most  allow. 
To  vie  with  thee  would  be  about  as  vain 

As  for  a  brook  to  cope  with  ocean's  flood ; 

But  still  we  moderns  equal  you  in  blood — 

LXXXI.    I 

If  not  in  poetry,  at  least  in  fact ; 

And  fact  is  truth,  the  grand  desideratum ! 
Of  which,  howe'er  the  Muse  describes  each  act. 

There  should  be,  nevertheless,  a  slight  substratum. 
But  now  the  town  is  going  to  be  attacked ; 

Great  deeds  are  doing-r-how  shall  I  relate  'em? 
Souls  of  immortal  generals !  Phoebus  watches, 
To  colour  up  his  rays  from  your  dispatches, 

LXXXII. 

Oh,  ye  great  bulletins  of  Bonaparte ! 

Oh,  ye  less  grand  long  lists  of  kill'd  and  wounded  ! 
Shade  of  Leonidas !  who  fought  so  hearty. 

When  my  poor  Greece  was  once,  as  now,  surrounded ! 
Oh,  Caesar's  Commentaries !  now  impart  ye, 

Shadows  of  glory !  (lest  I  be  confounded) 
A  portion  of  your  fading  twilight  hues, 
So  beautiful,  so  fleetmg,  to  the  Muse. 

LXXXIII. 

When  I  call  *'  failing"  martial  immortality, 

I  mean,  thi^t  every  age  and  every  year, 
And  almost  every  day,  in  sad  reality, 

Some  sucking  hero  is  compelled  to  rear. 
Who,  when  we  come  to  sum  up  the  totality 

Of  deeds  to  human  happiness  most  dear, 
Turns  out  to  be  a  butcher  in  great  business, 
AfSicting  young  folks  with  a  sort  of  dizziness. 

LXXXIV. 

Medals,  ranks,  ribbons,  lace,  embroidery,  scarlet. 

Are  tilings  immortal  to  immortal  man. 
As  purple  to  the  Babylonian  harlot : 

An  uniform  to  boys  is  like  a  fan 
To  women ;  there  is  scarce  a  crimson  varlet 

But  deems  himself  the  first  in  glory's  van. 
But  glory  's  glory ;  and  if  you  would  find 
What  that  is — ask  the  pig  who  sees  the  wind .' 

IV.  15 
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LXXXY. 

At  least  he  feels  it,  and  some  say  he  sees, 

Because  be  runs  before  it  like  a  pig ; 
Or  if  that  simple  sentence  should  displease, 

Say  that  be  scuds  before  it  like  a  brig, 
A  schooner,  or — ^but  it  is  time  to  ease 

This  canto,  ere  my  Muse  perceives  fatigue. 
The  next  shall  riiig  a  peal  to  shake  all  people, 
Like  a  bob  major  from  a  yillietge  steeple. 

LXXXVI. 

Hark !  through  the  silence  of  the  cold  dull  night, 
The  hum  of  armies  gathering  rank  on  rank ! 

Lo !  dusky  masses  steal  in  dubious  sight 
Along  the  leaguer' d  wall  and  bristling  bank 

Of  the  armM  riyer,  while  with  straggling  light 

The  stars  peep  throngh  the  vapoury  dim  and  dank. 

Which  curl  in  curious  wreaths — How  sooti  the  smoke 

Of  hell  shall  pall  them  in  a  deeper  cloak ! 

LXXXVII. 

Here  pause  we  for  the  present — as  even  then 
That  awfili  pause,  dividing  life  from  death, 

Struck  for  an  instant  on  the  hearts  of  men. 

Thousands  of  whom  were  drawing  their  last  breath  I 

A  moment — and  all  will  be  life  again ! 

The  march  !  the  charge  !  the  shouts  of  either  faith ! 

Hurra  !■  and  Allah  !  and — one  moment  more — • 

The  death-K^ry  drowning  in  the  battle's  roar. 
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NOTE  TO  CANTO  VII. 


Stanza  G. 
Wp»  teacta|Bg  hls'Tecnuti  to  qm  the  iMjoiet 
Fact:  SouTarofFdid  this  in  penon. 
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CANTO  vin. 


I. 

Oh  blood  and  thunder !  and  oh  blood  and  wounds ! 

These  are  but  valgar  oaths,  as  yon  may  deem,    , 
Too  gentle  reader !  and  most  shocking  sounds  : 

And  so  they  are  ;  yet  thus  is  glory's  dream 
Unriddled,  and  as  my  true  Muse  expounds 

At  present  such  things,  since  they  are  her  theme, 
So  be  they  her  inspirers  !  Call  them  Mars, 
Bellona,  what  you  will — they  mean  but  wars* 

All  was  prepared — ^the  fire,  the  sword,  the  men 
To  wield  them  in  their  terrible  array. 

The  army,  like  a  lion  from  his  den. 
Marched  forth  with  nerye  and  sine,ws  bent  to  slay- 

A  human  Hydra,  issuing  from^its  fen 
To  breathe  destruction  on  its  winding  way, 

Whose  heads  were  heroes,  wl^ch,  cut  off  in  vain^ 

Immediately  in  others  grew  again. 

III. 

History  can  only  take  things  in  the  gross ;  ^ 
But  could  we  know  them  in  detail,  perchance. 

In  balancing  the  profit  and  the  loss. 

War's  merit  it  by  no  means  might  enhance. 

To  waste  so  much  gold  for  a  little  dross, 

As  hath  been  done,  mere  conquest  to  advance. 

The  drying  up  a  single  tear  has  more 

Of  honest  fame  than  shedding  seas  of  gore. 

IV. 

And  why?  because  it  brings  self-approbation ; 

Whereas  the  other,  after  all  its  glare. 
Shouts,  bridges,  arches,  pensions  from  a  nation-— 

Which  (it  may  be)  has  not  much  left  to  spare — 
A  higher  title,  or  a  loftier  station, 

Though  they  may  make  corruption  gape  or  stare, 
Yet,  in  the  end,  except  in  freedom's  battles, 
Are  nothing  but  a  child  of  murder's  rattles. 
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v.. 

And  such  they  are — and  such  they  will  be  found. 

Not  so  Leonidas  and  Washington, 
Whose  every  battle-field  is  holy  ground, 

Which  breathes  of  nations  saved,  not  worlds  undone. 
How  sweetly  on  the  ear  such  echoes  sound  ! 

While  the  mere  victor's  may  appal  or  stun 
The  servile  and  the  vain,  such  names  will  be  ; 
A  watcb-word,  till  the  future  shall  be  free, 

VL 

The  night  was  dark,  and  the  thick  mist  allowed 

Nought  to  be  seen  save  the  artillery's  flame, 
Which  arch'd  the  horizon  like  a  fiery  cloud. 

And  in  the  Danube's  waters  shone  the  same, 
A  mirror'd  hell !  The  volleying  roar,  and  loud 

Long  booming  of  each  peal  on  peal,  overcame 
The  ear  far  more  than  thunder  ;  for  heaven's  flashes 
Spare,  or  smite  rarely-— mau's  make  millions  ashes  J 

VIL 

The  column  order'd  on  the  assault  scarce  pass'd 

Beyond  the  Russian  batteries  a  few  toises. 
When  up  the  bristling  Moslem  rose  at  last, 

Answering  the  christian  thunders  with  like  voices ; 
Then  one  vast  fire,  air,  earth,  and  stream  embraced, 

Which  ro^k'd  as  't  were  beneath  the  mighty  noises  ; 
While  the  whole  rampart  blazed  like  Etna,  when 
The  restless  Titan  hiccups  in  his  den. 

VIII. 

And  one  enormous  shout  of  *' Allah!"  rose 

In  the  same  moment,  loud  as  even  the  roar 
Of  war's  most  mortal  engines,  to  their  foes 

Hurling  defiance  :  city,  stream,  and  shore 
Resounded  ''Allah !"  and  the  clouds  which  close 

With  thick'ning  canopy  the  conflict  o'er, 
Vibrate  to  the  Eternal  name.     Hark!  through 
All  sounds  it  pierceth,  <<Allah  !  Allah!  Hu !"  ' 

IX. 

The  columns  were  in  movement,  one  and  all ; 

But  of  the  portion  which  attacked  by  water. 
Thicker  than  leaves  the  lives  began  to  fall, 

Though  led  by  Arseniew,  that  great  son  of  slaughter, 
As  brave  as  ever  faced  both  bomb  and  ball. 

"  Carnage  (so  Wordsworth  tells  you)  is  God's  daughter :"" 
If  he  speak  truth,  she  is  Christ's  sister,  and 
Just  now  behaved  as  in  the  Holy  Land. 
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X. 

The  Prince  de  Ligne  was  wounded  in  the  knee; 

Count  Chapeau-Bras  too  had  a  hall  hetween 
His  cap  and  head,  which  proves  the  head  to  be 

Aristocratic  as  was  ever  seen, 
Because  it  tlien  received  no  injury 

More  than  the  cap  ;  in  fact  the  ball  could  mean 
No  harm  unto  a  right  legitimate  head : 
*'  Ashes  to  ashes " — ^why  not  lead  to  lead? 

XI. 

Also  the  General  Markow,  hrigadier, 

Insisting  on  removal  of  the  prince. 
Amidst  some  groaning  thousands  dying  near, — 

All  common  fellows,  who  might  writhe  and  wince 
And  shriek  for  water  into  a  deaf  ear, — 

The  General  Markow,  who  could  thus  evince 
His  sympathy  for  rank,  by  the  same  token. 
To  teach  him  greater,  had  his  own  leg  broken. 

XII. 

Three  hundred  cannon  threw  up  their  emetic, 
And  thirty  thousand  muskets  flung  their  pills 

Like  hail,  to  make  a  bloody  diuretic. 
Mortality  !  thou  hast  thy  monthly  bills ; 

Thy  plagues,  thy  famines,  thy  physicians,  yet  tick. 
Like  the  death-watch,  within  our  ears  the  ills 

Fast,  present,  and  to  come  ;— -but  all  may  yield 

To  the  true  portrait  of  one  battle-field. 

XIIL 

There  the  still  varying  pangs,  which  multiply 
Until  their  very  number  makes  men  hard 

By  the  infinities  of  agony, 

Which  meet  the  gaze,  whate'er  it  may  regard — 

The  groan,  the  roll  in  dust,  the  all-white  eye 
Turn'd  '^back  within  its  socket, — these  reward 

Your  rank  and  file  by  thousands,  while  the  rest 

May  win,  perhaps,  a  ribbon  at  the  breast ! 

XIV, 

Yet  1  love  glory ;  glory 's  a  great  thing ; 

Think  what  it  is  to  be  in  your  old  age 
Maintained  at  the  expense  of  your  good  king : 

A  moderate  pension  shakes  full  many  a  sage, 
And  heroes  are  but  made  for  bards  to  sing, 

Which  is  still  better ;  thus  in  verse  to  wage 
Your  wars  eternally,  besides  enjoying 
Half-pay  for  life,  make  mankind  worth  destroying. 
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XV. 

The  troops,  already  disembarkM,  pushM  on 

To  take  a  battery  on  the'  right ;  the  others, 
Who  landed  lower  down,  their  landing  done. 

Had  set  to  work  as  briskly  as  their  brothers  : 
Being  grenadiers,  they  mounted,  one  by  one, 

Cheerful  as  duldren  climb  the  breasts  of  mothers, — 
O'er  the  entrenchment  and  the  palisade, 
Quite  orderly,  as  if  upon  parade.. 

XVI. 

And  this  was  admirable  ;  for  so  hot 

The  fire  was,  that  were  red  Vesuvius  loaded, 
Besides  its  lava,  with  a])  sorts  of  shot 

And  shells,  or  hells,  it  could  not  more  have  goaded. 
Of  officers  a  third  fell  on  the  spot, 

A  thing  which  victory  by  no  means  boded 
To  gentlemen  engaged  in  the  assault : 
Hounds,  when  the  huntsman  tumbles,  are  at  fault. 

XVII. 

But  here  I  leave  the  general  concern, 

To  track  oUr  hero  on  his  path  of  fame  : 
He  must  his  laurels  separately  earn ; 

For  fifty  thousand  heroes,  name  by  name. 
Though  all  deserving  equally  to  turn 

A  couplet,  or  an  elegy  to  claim, 
Would  form  a  lengthy  lexicon  of  glory. 
And,  what  is  worse  still,  a  much  longer  story  : . 

XVIII. 

And  therefore  we  must  give  the  greater  number 

To  the  gazette — which  doubtless  fairly  dealt 
By  the  deceased,  who  lie  in  famous  slumber 

In  ditches,  fields,  or  wheresoever  they  felt 
Their  clay  for  the  last  time  their  souls  encumber  ;• — 

Thrice  happy  he  whose  name  has  been  well  spelt  • 
In  the  dispatch ;  I  knew  a  man  whose  loss 
Was  printed  Grove,  although  his  name. was  Grose.' 

XIX. 

Juan  and  Johnson  joinM  a  certsdn  corps, 

And  fought  away  with  might  and  main,  not  knowing 

The  way  which  they  had  never  trod  before. 

And  still  less  guessing  where  they  might  be  going ; 

But  on  they  march'd,  dead  bodies  trsmipling  o*er. 
Firing,  and  thrusting,  slashing,  sweating,  glowing, 

But  fighting  thoughtlessly  enough  to  win 

To  their  two  selves,  one  whole  bright  bulletin. 
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XX. 

Thus  on  they  wallowed  in  the  bloody  mire 

Of  dead  and  dying  thousands, — ^sometimes  gaimng 

A  yard  or  two  of  ground,  which  brought  them  nigher 
To  some  odd  angle  for  which  all  were  straining; 

At  other  times,  repulsed  by  the  dose  fire, 

Which  really  pour'd  as  if  all  hell  were  raining. 

Instead  of  heaven,  they  stumbled  backwards  o'er 

A  wounded  comrade,  sprawling  in  his  gore. 

XXI. 

Though 'twas  Don  Juan's  £rst  of  fields,  and  though 
The  nightly  muster  and  the  silent  march 

In  the  chill  dark,  when  courage  does  not  glow 
So  much  as  under  a  triumphal  arch. 

Perhaps  might  make  lum  shiver,  yawn,  or  throw 
A  glance  on  the  dull  clouds  (as  thick  as  starch. 

Which  8ti£fen'd  heaven)  as  if  he  wish'd  for  day ; — 

Yet  for  all  this  he  did  not  run  ,away. 

x;xii. 

Indeed  he  could  not.    But  what  if  he  had  ? 

There  home  been  and  are  heroes  who  begun 
With  something  not  much  better^  .or  as  bad  : 

Frederick  the  Great  from  Molwitz  deigned  to  Vun 
For  die  first  and  last  time  ;  for,  like  a  pad, 

Or  hawk,  or  bride,  most  mortals,  after  one 
Warm  bout,  are  broken  into  their  new  tricks^ 
And  fight  like  fiends  for  pay  or  politics.  ^ 

XXUI. 

He  was  what  Erin  calls,  in.  her  sublime 

Old  Erse  or  Irish,  or  it  may  be  Punie 
(The  antiquarians  who  can  settle  time. 

Which  settles  all  things,  Roman,  Greek,  or  Runic, 
Swear  that  Pat's  language  sprung  from  the  same  clime 

With  Hannibal,  and  wears  the  Tyrian  tunic 
Of  Dido's  alphabet ;  and  this  is  rational 
As  any  other  notion,  and  not  national) ; —  ^ 

xxiv" 

But  Juan  was  quite  ''  a  broth  of  a  boy,** 
A  thing  of  impulse  and  a  child  of  song :] 

T^ow  swimming  in  the  sentiment  of  joy. 

Or  the  setuation  (if  that  phrase  seem  wrong), 

And  afterwards,  if  he  must  needs  destroy 
In  such  good  company  as  always  throng 

To  battles,  sieges,  and  that  kind  of  pleasure, 

No  less  delig}ited  to.  employ  his  leisure ; 
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XXV. 

But  alv^ays  without  malice.     If  he  warr'd 
Or  loved,  it  was  with  what  we  call  ^*  the  best 

Intentions,"  which  form  all  malikind's  immp^ard^ 
To  be  produced  when  brought  up  to  the  test. 

The  statesman,  hero,  harlot,  lawyer — ^ward 
Off  each  attack  when  people  are  in  quest 

Of  their  designs,  by  saying  they  meant  well; 

*T  is  pity  <^  that  such  meanings  should  pave  hell 


>i  f 


XXVI. 

I  almost  lately  have  begun  to  doubt 

Whether  helFs  pavement — ^if  it  be  to  paved — 

Must  not  have  lattei;)y  been  quite  w(»'n  out, 
Not  by  the  numbers  good  intent  hath  saved, 

But  by  the  mass  who  go  below  without 

Those  ancient  good  intentions,  which  once  shaved 

And  smoothed  the  brimstone  ot  that  street  of  hell 

Which  bears  the  greatest  likeness  to  Pall-Mall. 

XXVII. 

Juan,  by  some  strange  chance,  which  oft  divides 
Warrior  from  warrior  in  their  grim  career, 

Like  chastest  wives  from  constant  husbands'  sides. 
Just  at  the  close  of  the  first  bridal  year, 

By  one  of  those  odd  turns  of  fortune's  tides. 
Was  on  a  sudden  rather  puzzled  here. 

When,  after  a  good  deal  of  heavy  firing. 

He  found  himself  alone,  and  friends  retiring. 

xxvin. 

1  don't  know  how  the  thing  occurred — ^it  might 
Be  that  the  greater  part  were  kill'd  or  wounded. 

And  that  the  rest  had  faced  unto  the  right 
About ;  a  circumstance  which  has  confounded 

Caesar  himself,  who,  in  the  very  sight 
Of  his  whole  army,  which  so  much  abounded 

In  courage,  was  obliged  to  snatch  a  shield 

And  rally  back  his  Romans  to  the  field, 

XXIX. 

Juan,  who  had  no  shield  to  snatch  and  was 
No  Caesar,  but  a  fine  young  lad, 'who  fought 

He  knew  not  why,  arriving  at  thi^  pass, 
Stopp'd  for  a  minute,  as  perhaps  he  ought 

For  a  much  longer  time  ;  then,  Hke  an  ass — 

(Start  not,  kind  reader ;  since  great  Homer  thought 

This  simile  enough  for  Ajax,  Jiian 

Perhaps  may  find  it  better  than  a  new  one") — 
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XXX. 

Then,  like  an  ass,  he  went  upon  his  way, 
And,  what  was  stranger,  never  look'd  behind ; 

But  seeing,  flashing  forward,  likS  the  day 
Over  the  hills,  a  fire  enough  to  blind 

Those  who  dislike  to  look  tipon  a  fray, 
He  stumbled  on,  to  try  if  he  could  find 

A  path  to  add  his  own  slight  arm  and  forces 

To  corps,  the  greater  part  of  which  were  corses. 

XXXI. 

Perceiving  then  no  more  the  commandant 

Of  his  own  corps,  nor  even  the  corps,  which  had 

Quite  disappeared — ^the  gods  know  how!. (I  can't 
Account  for  every  thing  which  may  look  l)ad  . 

In  history  ;  but  we  at  least  may  grant 
It  was  not  marvellous  that  a  mere  lad, 

In  search  of  glory,  should  look  on  before, 

Nor  care  a  pinch  of  snuff  about  his  corps  :) — 

XXXII. 

Perceiving  nor  commander  nor  commanded. 

And  left  at  large,  like  a  young  heir,  to  make 
His  way  to— ^where  he  knew  not — single-handed; 

As  travellers  follow  over  bog  and  brake 
An  *'*'  ignis  fatuus,"  or  as  sailors  stranded 
'    Unto  the  nearest  hut  themselves  betake, 
So  Juan,  following  honour  and  his  nose, 
Rush'd  where  the  thickest  fire  announced  most  foes. 

XXXIII. 

He  knew  not  where  he  was,  nor  greatly  cared, 
For  he  was  dizzy,  busy,  and  his  veins 

Fiird  as  with  lightning — for  his  spirit  shared 
The  hour,  as  is  the  case  with  lively  brains ; 

And  where  the  hottest  fire  was  seen  and  heard. 
And  the  loud  cannon  peaFd  his  hoarsest  strains, 

He  rush'd,  while  earth  and  air  were  sadly  shaken 

By  thy  humane  discovery.  Friar  Bacon  ! 

XXXIV. 

And,  as  he  rush'd  along,  it  came  to  pass  he 
Fell  in  with  what  was  late  the  second  column, 

Under  the  orders  of  the  general  Lascy, 
But  now  reduced,  as  is  a  bulky  volume, 

Into  an  elegant  extract  (much  less  massy) 
Of  heroism,  and  took  his  place  with  solemn 

Air,  'midst  the  rest,  who  kept  their  valiant  faces. 

And  leveird  weapons,  still  against  the  glacis. 
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XXXV. 


Jast  at  this  crisis  up  came  Johnson  too, 

Who  had  *' retreated,"  as  the  phrase  is  when 

Men  run  away  muth  rather  than  go  through 
Destruction's  jaws  into  the  devil's  den ; 

But  Johnson  was  a  clever  fellow,  who 

Knew  when  and  how  '*'  to  cut  and  come  again/' 

And  never  ran  away,  except  when  running 

Was  nothing  but  a  valorous  kind  of  cunning. 

XXXVL 

And  so,  when  all  his  corps  were  dead  or  dying, 

Except  Don  Juan, — a  mere  novice,  whose 
More  virgin  valour  never  dream'd  of  flying, 

From  ignorance  of  danger,  which  indues 
Its  votaries,  like  innocence  relying 

On  its  own  strength,  with  careless  nerves  and  thews, — 
Johnson  retired  a  little,  just  to  rally 
Those  who  catch  cold  in  *^  shadows  of  death's  valley." 

XXXVK. 

And  there,  a  little  shelter*d  frdm  the  shot, 
Which  rain'd  from  bastion,  battery,  parapet. 

Rampart,  wall,  casement,  house — for  there  was  not 
In  tliis  extensive  city,  sore  beset 

By  christian  soldiery,  a  single  spot 

Which  did  not  combat  like  the  devil  as  yet. 

He  found  a  number  of  chasseurs,  all  scatter'd 

By  the  resistance  of  the  chase  they  batter'd. 

XXXVIII. 

And  these  he  call'd  on ;  and,  what 's  strange,  they  came 

IXito  his  call,  unlike  ^*  the  spirits  from 
The  vasty  deep,"  to  whom  you  may  exclaim, 

Says  Hotspur,  long  ere  they  will  leave  their  home. 
Their  reasons  were  uncertainty,  or  shame 

At  shrinking  from  a  bullet  or  a  bomb. 
And  that  old  impulse,  which,  in  wars  or  creeds. 
Makes  men.  like  cattle,  follow  him  who  leads. 

XXXIX. 

By  Jove  !  Jie  was  a  noble  fellow  Johnson, 
And  though  his  name,  than  Ajax  or  Achilles, 

Sounds  less  harmonious,  underneath  the  sun  soon 
We  shall  not  see  his  likeness  :  he  could  kill  his 

Man  quite  as  quietly  as  blows  the  monsoon 

Her  steady  breath  (which  some  months  the  same  stitt  fs) ; 

Seldom  he  varied  feature,  hue,  or  muscle, 

And  could  be  very  busy  without  bustle. 
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XL. 

And  therefore,  when  he  ran  away,  he  'did  so 
Upon  reflection,  knowing  that  behind 

He  wonld  find  others  who  would  fain  be  rid  so 
Of  idle  apprehensions,  which,  tike  wind. 

Trouble  heroic  stomachs.     Though  their  lids 
Oft*  are  soon  closed,  all  heroes  are  not  blind. 

But  when  they  light  upon  immediate  death, 

Retire  a  tittle,  merely  to  take  breath. 

XLI. 

But  Johnson  only  ran  off  to  return 
With  many  other  warriors,  as  we  said, 

Unto  that  rather  somewhat  misty  bourn. 
Which  Hamlet  teUs  us  is  a  pass  of  dread. 

To  Jack,  howe'er,  this  gave  but  slight  concern : 
His  soul  (like  galvanism  upon  the  dead) 

Acted  upon  the  tiving  as  on  wire, 

And  led  them  back  into  the  heaviest  fire. 

XLIL 

Egad !  they  found  the  second  time  what  they 
The  first  time  thought  quite  terrible  enough 

To*fly  from,  malgr^  all  which  people  say 
Of  glory  and  all  that  immortal  stuff 

Which  fills  a  regiment  (besides  their  pay. 

That  daily  shitting  which  makes  warriors  tough) — 

They  found  on  their  return  the  self-same  welcome. 

Which  made  some  think^  and  others  knom,  a  heU  come 

XLIII. 

They  fell  as  thick  as  harvests  beneath  hail, 
^       Grass  before  scythes,  or  corn  below  the  sickle, 
Proving  that  trite  old  truth,  that  tife  's  as  frail 

As  any  other  boon  for  which  men  stickle. 
The  Turkish  batteries  thrash'd  them  tike  a  flail. 

Or  a  good  boxer,  into  a  sad  pickle 
Putting  the  very  bravest,  who  were  knock'd 

Upon  the  head,  before  their  guns  wete  cockM. 

r 

XLIV. 

The  Turks,  behind  the  traverses  and  flanks 
Of  the  next  bastion,  fired  away  like  devils, 

And  swept,  as  gales  sweep  foam  away,  whole  ranks  : 
However,  Heaven  knows  how,  the  Fate  who  levels 

Towns,  nations,  worlds,  in  her  revolving  pranks. 
So  order'd  it,  amidst  these  sulphury  revels. 

That  Johnson,  and  some  few  who  had  not  scamper'd, 

Reached  the  int^or  talus  of  the  rampart. 
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XLV. 


First  one  or  two,  then  fiV«,  six,  and  a  dozen, 
Came  mounting  quickly  up,  for  it  was  now 

All  neck  or  nothing,  as,  like  pitch  or  rosin, 
Flame  was  showered  forth  above  as  well 's  below. 

So  that  you  scarce  could  say  who  best  had  chosen,  , 
The  gentlemen  that  were  the  first  to  show 

Their  martial  faces  on  the  parapet, 

Pr  those  who  thought  it  braye  to  wait  as  yet. 

XLVI. 

But  those  who  scaled,  found  out  that  their  advance 
Was  favoured  by  an  accident  or  blunder  : 

The  Greek  or  Turkish  pohom's  ignorance  ^ 
Had  palisado'd  in  a  way  you  'd  wonder 

To  see  in  forts  of  NethVlands  or  France — 

(Though  these  to  our  Gibraltar  must  knock  under)— 

Right  in  the  middle  of  the  parapet 

Just  named,  these  palisades  were  primly  set : 

XLVII. 

So  that  on  either  side  some  nine  or  ten 

Paces  were  left,  whereon  yon  could  contrive 

To  march;  a  great  convenience  to  our  men. 
At  least  to  all  those  who  were  left;  alive. 

Who  thus  could  form  a  line  and  fight  again ; 
And  that  which  further  aided  them  to  strive 

Was,  that  they  could  kick  down  the  palisades. 

Which  scarcely  rose  much  higher  than  grass  blades. ' 

xiiViii.  :.  ^^.. 

Among  the  first, — ^I  will  not  say  the  Jtrst, 
For  such  precedence  upon  such  occasions 

Will  oftentimes  make  deadly  quarrels  burst 
Out  between  friend  as  well  as  allied  nations ; 

The  Briton  must  be  bold  who  really  durst 
Put  to  such  trial  John  Bull's  partial  patience, 

As  say  that  Wellington  at  Waterloo 

Was  beaten, — though  the  Prussians  say  so  too;— ^ 

XLIX. 

And  that  if  Blucher,  Bulow,  Gneisenan, 

And  God  knows  who  besides  m  **  au"  and  '*  on," 

Had  not  come  up  in  time  to  cast  an  awe 
Into  the.  hearts  of  those  who  fought  till  now 

As  tigers  combat  with  an  empty  craw, 
The  Duke  of  Wellington  has  ceased  to  show ! 

His  orders,  also  to  receive  his  pensions. 

Which  are  the  heaviest  that  our  history  mentions* 


238  BYRON'S  WORKS. 

f 

L. 

Bat  never  mind ; — ^^  God  save  the  king ! "  and  kings ! 

For  if  Ae  don't,  I  doubt  if  men  will  longer, — 
1  think  1  hear  a  little  bird,  who  sings 

The  people  by  and  by  will  be  the  stronger  : 
The  veriest  jade -will  wince  whose  harness  wrings 

So  much  into  the  raw  as  quite  to  wrong  her 
Beyond  the  rules  of  posting, — and  the  mob 
At  last  fall  sick  of  imitating  Job. 

LL 

At  first  it  grumbles,  then  it  swears,  and  then. 
Like  David,  flings  smooth  pebbles  'gainst  a  giant; 

At  last  it  takes  to  weapons,  such  as  men 

Snatch  when  despair  makes  human  liearts  less  pliant* 

Then  ''  comes  the  tug  of  war ;" — 't  will  come  again, 
I  rather  doubt ;  and  I  would  fain  say  ''fie  on  *t^" 

If  I  had  not  perceived  that  revolution 

Alone  can  save  the  earth  from  hell's  pollution. 

LII. 

But  to  continue  : — ^I  say  not  the  first, 
But  of  the  first,  our  Uttle  friend  Don  Juan    , 

Walk'd  o'er  the  walls  of  Ismail,  as  if  nurst 

Amidst  such  scenes — though  this  was  quite  a  new  one 

To  him,  and  I  should  hope  to  most.     The  thirst 
Of  glory,  which  so  pierces  through  and  through  one, 

Pervaded  him — although  a  generous  creature, 

As  warm  in  heart  as  feminine  in  feature. 

LIII. 

And  here  he  was — who,  upon  woman's  breast. 
Even  from  a  child,  felt  like  a  child ;  howe'er 

The  man  in  aU  the  rest  might  be  confest ; 
To  him  it  was  Elysium  to  be  there ;  * 

And  he  could  even  withstand  that  awkward  test 
Which  Rousseau  points  out  to  the  dubious  fair, 

'*  Observe  your  lover  when  he  letweg  your  arms;" 

But  Juan  never  left  them,  while  they  'd  charms, 

LIV. 

Unless  compell'd  by  fate,  or  wave,  or  wind. 
Or  near  relations,  who  are  much  the  same. 

But  here  he  was ! — ^where  each  tie  that  can  bind 
Humanity  must  yield  to  steel  and  flame  : 

And  he  whose  very  body  was  all  mind. 

Flung  here  by  fate  or  circumstance,  which  tame 

The  loftiest,  hurried  by  the  time  and  place, 

Dash'd  on  like  a  spurr'd  blood-horse  in  a  race. 
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LV. 

So  was  his  blood  stirr'd  while  he  found  resistance, 

As  is  the  hunter's  at  the  five-bar  gate, 
Or  double  post  and  rail,  where  the  existence 

Of  Britain's  youth  depends  upon  their  weight, 
The  lightest  being  the  safest :  at  a  distance 

He  hated  cruelty,  as  all  men  hate 
Blood,  until  heated — ^and  even  there  his  own 
At  times  would  curdle  o'er  some  heavy  groan. 

LVI. 

The  General  Lascy,  who  had  been  hard  prest. 

Seeing  arrive  an  aid  so  opportune 
As  were  some  hundred  youngsters  all  abreast, 

Who  came  as  if  just  dropped  down  from  the  moon, 
To  Juan,  who  was  nearest  him,  addressed 

His  thanks,  and  hopes  to  take  the  city  soon. 
Not  reckoning  him  to  be  a  ^'base  Bezonian'' 
(As  Pistol  calls  it),  but  a  young  Liyonian. 

LVII. 

Juan,  to  whom  ne  spoke  in  German,  knew 

As  much  of  German  as  of  Sanscrit,  and 
In  answer  made  an  inclination  to 

The  general  who  held  him  in  command ; 
For,  seeing  one  with  ribbons,  black  and  blue, 

Stars,  medals,  and  a  bloody^sword  in  hand. 
Addressing  him*  in  tones  which  seem'd  to  thank, 
He  recognized  an  oSacer  of  rank. 

LVIIL 

Short  speeches  pass  between  two  men  who  speak 
No  conamon  language  ;  and  besides,  in  time 

Of  war  and  taking  towns,  when  many  a  shriek 
Rings  o'er  the  dialogue,  and  many  a  crime 

Is  perpetrated  ere  a  word  can  break 

Upon  the  ear,  and  sounds  of  horror  chime 

In,  Uke  church-bells,  with  sigh,  howl,  groan,  yell,  prayer, 

Ther«  cannot  be  much  conversation  there. 

LIX. 

And  therefore  all  we  have  related  in 

Two  long  octaves,  pass'd  in  a  little  minute  ; 

But  in  the  same  small  minute,  every  sin 
Contrived  to  get  itself  comprised  wi^in  it. 

The  very  cannon,  deafen'd  by  the  din,  4f 

Grew  dumb,  for  yon  might  almost  hear  a  linnet. 

As  soon  as  thunder,  'midst  the  general  noise 

Of  human  nature's  agonizing  voice ! 
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LX. 

The  town  was  cntcr'd.     Oh  eternity ! — 

'*  God  made  the  conntry,  and  man  made  the  town^ 

So  Cowper  says — ^and  I  begin  to  be 
Of  his  opinion,  when  I  see  cast  down 

Rome,  Babylon,  Tyre,  Carthage,  Nineveh — 
AXL  waUs  men  know,  and  many  never  known ; 

And  pondering  on  the  present  and  the  past. 

To  deem  the  woods  shall  be  our  home  at  last. 

LXI. 

Of  all  men,  saving  Sylla  the  manslayer. 
Who  passes  for  in  life  and  death  most  lucky. 

Of  the  great  names  which  in  our  faces  stare. 
The  General  Boon,  back-woodsman  of  Kentucky, 

Was  happiest  amongst  mortals  any  where  : 
For,  killing  notfcdng  but  a  bear  or  buck,  he 

Enjoyed  the  lonely,  vigorous,  harmless  days 

Of  hLs  old  age  in  wilds  of  deepest  maze. 

Lxn. 

Crime  came  not  near  him — she  is  not  the  chil<F 
Of  solitude ;  health  shrank  not  from  him — ^for 

Her  home  is  in  the  rarely-trodden  wild, 
Where  if  men  seek  her  not,  and  death  be  more 

Their  choice  than  life,  forgive  them,  as  beguiled 
By  habit  to  what  their  own  hearts  abhor — 

In  cities  caged.     The  present  case  in  point  1 

Cite  is,  that  Boon  lived  hunting  up  to  ninety ; 

uaii. 

And  what  *s  sdU  stranger,  left  behind  a  name— 
For  which  men  vainly  decimate  the  throng, — 

Not  only  famous,  but  of  that  good  fame. 
Without  wliich  glory  's  but  a  tavern  song — 

Simple,  serene,  the  antipodes  of  shame. 

Which  hate  nor  envy  e*er  could  tinge  with  wrong ; 

An  active  hermit,  even  in  age  the  child 

Of  nature,  or  the  Man  of  Ross  run  wild. 

LXIV. 

'T  is  true  he  shrank  from  men,  even  of  his  nation ; 

When  they  built  up  unto  his  darling  trees, 
He  moved  some  himdred  miles  off,  for  a  station 

Where  thepe  were  fewer  houses  and  more  ease — 
The  inconvenience  of  civilization 

Is,  that  you  neither  can  be  pleased  nor  please  j-^ 
But  where  he  met  the  individual  man, 
He  show'd  himself  as  kind  as  mortal  can. 
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LXV. 

He  was  not  all  alone  :  around  him  grew 

A  sylvan  tribe  of  children  of  the  chase, 
Whose  yoang,  onwaken^d  world  was  ever  new, 

For  sword  nor  sorrow  yet  had  left  a  trace 
On  her  unwrinkled  brow,  nor  could  you  view 

A  frown  on  nature's  or  on  human  face ; 
The  free-bom  fdrest  found  and  kept  them  freoj 
And  fresh  as  is  a  torrent  or  a  tree. 

LXVI. 

And  tall  and  strong  and  swift  of  foot  were  they^ 

Beyond  the  dwarfing  city's  pale  abortions, 
Because  their  thoughts  had  never  been  the  prey 

Of  care  or  gain  *.  the  green  woods  were  Uieir  portions ; 
No  sinking  spirits  told  them  they  grew  grey ; 

No  fashion  made  them  apes  of  her  distortions ; 
Simple  they  were,  not  savage ;  and  their  rifles,' 
Though  very  true,  were  not  yet  used  for  trifles. 

LXVII. 

Motion  was  in  their  day8>  rest  in  their  slumbers^ 

And  cheerfulness  the  handmaid  of  their  toil ; 
Nor  yet  too  many  nor  too  few  their  numbers ; 

Corruption  coidd  not  make  their  hearts  her  soil : 
The  lust  which  stings,  the  splendour  which  encumbers. 

With  the  free  foresters  divide  no  spoil ; 
Serene,  not  sullen,  were  the  soUtudes 
Of  this  unsighing  people  of  the  woodst 

LXVIII. 

So  much  for  nature  : — by  way  of  variety  ^  ♦     . .  - 

Now  back  to  thy  great  joys,  dvilization ! 
And  the  sweet  consequence  of  large  society, — • 

War,  pestilence,  the  despot's  desolation, 
The  kingly  scourge,  the  lust  of  notoriety. 

The  millions  slain  by  soldiers  for  their  ration. 
The  scenes  like  Catharine's  boudoir  at  threescore^ 
With  Ismail's  storm  to  soften  it  the  more. 

LXIX. 

The  town  was  enter'd :  first  one  column  made 

Its  sanguinary  way  good — then  another ; 
The  reeking  bayonet  and  the  flashing  blade 

Clash'd  'gainst  the  scimitar,  and  babe  and  mother 
With  distant  shrieks  were  heai-d  heaven  16  upbraid ; — • 

Still  closer  sulphury  clouds  began  to  smother 
The  breath  of  mom  and  man,  where,  foot  by  foot. 
The  madden'd  Turks.their  dty  still  dispute. 

IV.  16 
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LXX. 

Koutousow,  he  who  afterwards  beat  back 

(With  some  assistance  lr«m  die  frost  and  saow) 

Ni^oleon  on  his  bold  and  bbody  track> 
It  happen'd  was  himself  bcM  back  jost  mm^ 

He  was  a  jolly  fellow^  end  coirid  cradc 
'His  jest  alike  in  Uce  of  i*iettd  or  foe, 

Though  life,  and  4eilth^  *atad  vidtory  Mren  at  «takle-*^ 

But  here  it  seemM  his  jokes  had  eieased  to  takft. 

LXXI. 

For,  haybg  throvm  hirasetf  mto  a  ditok, 
Followed  in  haste  by  yarioQS  grenadiers, 

Whose  blood  the  |Niddle  ^greatly  did  «nndh. 
He  dimb'd  to  wl^re  tbe  pai>apet  afjpears ; 

But  there  his  project  peach'4  ks  vttnost  pkeh-^ 
('Mongst  other  deaths  the  Oetterai  ililMW|pi0n«\i 

Was  much  regretted)-^for  the  Moskm  wen 

Threw  them  all  doim  int^  the  ditch  agttin  : 

LXSSL     I 

And,  had  it  not  been  for4SoiM  stray  Iiioofi6^  kndiiig 
They  knew  not  wiMre^ — being  vaMd  by  the  ^toteatn 

To  some  spot,  where  liiey  lost  thieir  tinderstnidkig, 
And  wandered  i^  and  down  as  m  a^ean^ 

Until  they.reaob'd.,  as  day-^break  was  exspandng, 
That  which  a  portal  to  ikek  eyes  ^did  seem,--^ 

The  great  and  gay  Kontousow  ought  hsiye  lain 

Where  three  parts  of  his  colttam  yet  remain. 

LXXHI. 

And  scrambling  round  the  rampart,  •these  same  (troops, 

After  the  taking  of  the  ^'  caratlier^" 
Just  as  Eu>utousow*s  modt  '^  forlorn^'  of  ^'ibopes" 

Took,  like  cameleons,  some  liigfat  tinge  of  fear, 
Open'd  the  gate  caU'd  ''  Kflia''  to  the  gvoofft 

Of  baffled  heroes  whe  stood  shyly  eear. 
Sliding  knee-deep  in  lately  frozen  mud,  . 
Now  thaw'd  into  a  marsh  of  human  blood, 

LXXIV. 

The  Kozacks,  or  if  so  you  pleaae,  Cossacks — 
(I  don't  much  pique  myself  upon  <ortliogvaphy, 

So  that  I  do  not  grossly  esr  in  fiiote, 

Statistics,  tactici^  politics,  and  geografdiy) — 

Haying  been  used  lo  serye  on  hois^'  backs. 
And  no  great  dilettanti  in  topogiraphy 

Of  fortresses,  but  fighting  whe^  it  pleases 

Their  chiefs  to  order, — were  att  «ut  io  pieces. 
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LXXV. 

Their  column,  though  the  Turkish  batteries  tbunder'd 
Upon  them,  nevertheless  had  reached  tbe  raiupart, 

And  naturally  thought  they  could  have  j^iinder'd 
The  city,  without  being  further  hanper'd ; 

But,  as  it  happens  to  brave  men,  they  bloBder'd-^ 
The  Turks  at  first  pretended  to  have  scamper'd 

Only,  to  draw  them  'twixt  two  basUou  comers, 

From  whence  they  sallied  on  those  christian  seornecs* 

I.XXVI. 

Then  being  taken  by  the  tail — a  taking 

Fatal  to  bishops  as  te  soldiers — these 
Cossacks  were  all  cut  off  as  day  was  breaking, 

And  found  their  lives  were  let  at  a  short  lease — 
But  perish'd  without  shivering  or  shaking, 

Laeving  as  ladders  their  heap'd  carcasses. 
O'er  which  LiauieiantXobDel  Yesooskoi 
March'd  with  the  brave  battalion  of  Polonaki : — 

Lxxva 

This  valiant  man  kiU'd  all  the  Turks  he  aaet» 

But  could  not  eat  them,  being  in  his  turn 
Slain  by  some  Mussulmans,  who  would  not  yett, 

Without  resistance^  see  their  city  burn. 
The  walls  were  won,  but 't  was  an  even  b«(t 

Which  of  the  armies  would  have  cause  to  noiurB  } 
'T  was  blow  for  blow,  disputing  inch  by  inch, 
For  one  would  not  retreat,  nor  V  other  flinch. 

Lxxvni. 

Another  column  also  suffered  much  : 

And  here  we  may  remaric  with  the  historian. 
You  should  but  give  few  cartridges  to  such 

Troops  as  are  meant  to  march  with  greatest  glory  on : 
When  matters  must  be  carried  by  the  touch 

Of  the  bright  bayonet,  and  they  all  should  hurry  oo, 
They  sometimes,  with  a  hankering  for  existence. 
Keep  merely  firing  at  a  fooUsli  distance, 

LXXIX. 

A  junction  of  the  General  Meknop's  men 

(Without  the  general,  who  had  fallen  some  time 
Before,  being  badly  seconded.just  then) 

Was  made  at  length  with  Uiose  who  dared  to  climb 
The  death-disgorging  rampart  once  again  ; 

And,  though  the  Turk's  resistance  was  sublime. 
They  took  the  bastion,  which  the  seraskier 
Defended  at  a  price  extremely  dear* 

16* 
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LXXX. 

ft 

Juan  and  Jdhnsori,  and  some  volunteers, 
Among  the  foremost,  offerM  liim  good  quarter^ 

A  word  which  little  suits  with  seraskiers, 
Or  at  least  suited  not  this  valiant  Tartar. — 

He  died,  deserving  well  his  country's  tears, 
A  savage  sort  of  military  martyr. 

An  Engli^  naval  o£Qcer,  who  wishM 

To  make  him  prisoner,  was  also  dish*d  : 

LXXXI. 

For  all  the  answer  to  his  proposition 

Was  from  a  pistol-shdt  that  laid  him  dead ; 

On  which  the  rest,  without  more  intermission, 
Began  to  lay  ahout  with  steel  and  lead, — 

The  pious  metals  most  in  requisition 
On  such  occasions :  not  a  single  head 

Was  spared  ,^-three  thousand  Moslems  perish'd  here. 

And  sixteen  bayonets  pierced  the  seraskier. 

LXXXII. 

The  city  's  taken — dnly  part  by  part — 

And  death  is  drunk  widi  gord  :  there  's  not  a  street 
Where  fights  not  to  the  last  some  desperate  heart 

For  those  for  whom  it  soon  shall  ceas6  to  beat. 
Here  War  forgot  his  own  destructive  art 

In  more  destroying  nature  ;  and  the  heat 
Of  carnage,  like  the  Nile's  sun-sodden  slime, 
Engender'd  monstrous  shapes,  of  every  crime. 

LXXXIII. 

A  Russian  officer,  in  martial  tread 

Over  a  heap  of  bodies,  felt  his  heel 
Seized  fast,  as  if  H  were  by  tlie  serpent's  head. 

Whose  fangs  Eve  taught  her  human  seed  to  feel. 
In  vain  he  kick'd,  and  swore,  and  writhed,  and  bled. 

And  howl'd  fbr  help  ajs  wolves  do  for  a  meal — 
The  teeth  still  kept  their  gratifying  hold. 
As  do  the  subtle  snakes  described  of  old. 

LXXXIV. 

A  dying  Moslem,  who  had  felt  the  fddt 
Of  a  foe  o'er  bim,  snatch'd  at  it,  and  bit 

The  very  tendon  which  is  most  acute — 

(That  which  some  ancient  muse  or  modern  wit 

Named  after  thee,  Achilles)  and  quite  through 't 
He  made  the  teeth  meet,  nor  relinquished  it 

Even  with  his  life— for  (  but  Uiey  lie)  't  is  said 

To  the  live  leg  still  clung  the  sever'd  head. 
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LXXXV. 

However  ibis  may  be,  't  is  pretty  sure 
The  Russian  officer  for  life  was  lamed, 

For  the  Turk^s  teeth  stack  faster  than  a  skewer, 
And  left  him  *midst  the  invalid  and  maimM : 

The  regimental  sprgeon  could  not  cure 
His  patient,  and  perhaps  Uras  to  be  blanked 

More  than  the  head  of  the  inveterate  foe. 

Which  was  cut  off,  and  scarce  even  then  let  go, 

LXXXVI. 

But  then  the  fiict  *8  a  fact — and  H  is  the  piirt 
Of  a  true  poet  to  escape  from  fiction 

Whenever  he  can ;  for  there  is  little  art 
In  leaving  verse  more  free  from  the  restrictioa 

Of  truth  than  prose,  unless  to  suit  l^e  mart 
For  what  is  sometimes  call'd  poetic  dictipn, 

And  that  outrageous  appetite  for  lies 

Which  Satan  angles  with  for  souls  like  flies, 

LXXXVII. 

The  city  *s  taken,  but  not  rendered! — ^No! 

There  's  not  a  Moslem  that  hath  yielded  sword : 
The  blood  may  gush  out,  as  the  Danube*s  flow 

Rolls  by  the  city  wall ;  but  deed  nor  word 
Acknowledge  aught  of  dread,  of  death,  or  foe  : 

In  vain  the  yell  of  victory  is  roar'd 
By  the  advancing  Muscovite — the  groan 
Of  the  last  foe  b  echoed  by  his  own. 

LXXXVIII. 
The  bayonet  pierces  and  the  sabre  cleaves, 

And  human  lives  are  lavished  every  where. 
As  the  year  closing  whirls  the  scarlet  leaves 

When  the  stripped  forest  bows  to  the  bleak  air. 
And  groans ;  afkd  thus  the  peopled  city  grieves, 

Shorn  of  its  best  and  loveliest,  and  left  bare  ; 
But  still  it  falls  with  vast  and  awful  splmters, 
As  oaks  blown  down  with  all  their  thousand  winters. 

LXXXIX. 

It  is  an  awful  topic — but  *t  is  not 

My  cue  for  any  time  to  be  terrific  : 
For,  chequer'd  as  is  seen  our  human  lot 

With  good,  and  bad,  and  worse,  alike  prolific 
Of  melancholy  merriment,  to  quote 

Too  much  of  one  sort  would  be  soporific ; — 
Without,  or  with,  offence  to  friends  or  foes, 
I  sketch  your  world  exactly  as  it  goes. 
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XC. 

And  one  ij^ood  action  in  the  midst  of  crimeB 
Is  ''  quite  refreshing'* — ia  the  affected  pfame 

Of  these  ambrosial  pharisatc  times, 

With  all  their  pretQr  milk-and-water  ways, — 

And  may  serve  therefore  to  bedew  these  rhymes, 
A  litde  scorch'd  at  present  with  the  bhoe 

Of  conquest  and  its  consequences,  Which 

Make  epic  poesy  lo  rare  and  ridi. 

XOI. 

Upon  a  taken  bastion,  where  there  lay 
Thousands  of  slaughter'd  men,  a  yet  warm  groap 

Of  murder'd  women,  who  bad  found  their  way 
To  this  ysdn  rtfluge,  made  the  good  heart  droop 

And  shudder  ; — ^while,  as  ireautilul  as  May, 
A  female  child  of  ten  yeai«  tried  to  stoop 

And  hide  her  little  palpitating  breast 

Amidst  the  bodies  lullM  in  bloody  rest. 

XCIL 

Two  yiUanous  Cossadks  pursued  the  child 
With  flashing  eyes  and  weapons  :  «afkdiM  with  lOieoi, 

The  rudest  brute  that  roams  Siberia's  wfld 
Has  feelings  pure  and  polish'd  as  a  g«m,— - 

The  bear  is  ciyiliied,  the  wolf  is  mild  ; 
And  whom  for  this  at  last  must  we  condemn  ? 

Their  natures,  or  their  soirereigiw,  who  envploy 

All  arts  to  teach  their  subjects  to  destroy  ? 

xcm. 

Their  sabres  glitter'd  o*<er  her  litde  head. 
Whence  her  fair  hair  rose  twining  with  affright, 
.  Her  hidden  face  was  plunged  amidst  the  dead : 
When  Juan  caught  a  glimpse  of  this  sad  sight, 

I  shall  not  exactly  mj  what  he  MoieL, 
Because  it  might  not  sdfeiee  ^'«ars  polite ;" 

But  what  he  did,  was  to  lay  on  their  backa,-^ 

The  readiest  way  of  raasoning  with  Cossacks. 

XCIV. 

One's  hip  he  slash'd,  and  split  the  other's  rfioulder. 
And  drove  them  with  their  hrutal  yells  to  seek 

If  there  might  be  chirurgeons  who  could  solder 
The  wounds  they  richly  merited,  and  shriek 

Their  baffled  rage  and  pain  ;  whUe  waadng  colder 
As  he  turn'd  o'er  each  pale  and  gory  cheek, 

Don  Juan  raised  his  little  captive  from 

The  heap  a  moment  more  had  made  her  tomb. . 
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xcv. 

And  she  wa$  chill  as  they,  and  oa  her  face 

A  slender  streak  of  blood  anaoimced  how  s^iur 
Her  fate  had  been  to  that  of  ail  her  race ; 

For  the  same  blow  which  laid  her  motfier  here, 
Had  scarr'd  her  brow,  aud  left  its  cnvsfi^  tjrace 

As  the  last  link  with  aU  she  had  h<^d  dear  ; 
Bnt  else  unhurt,  she  opea'd  her  lai;ge  eyes, 
And  gazed  oa  Joan  with  a  wild  surprise. 

XCVI. 

Just  at  this  instant,  while  their  eyes  were  fi]('d 

Upon  each  other»  with  dilated  glapctf, 
In  Juan's  look,  paiui  pleasure,  hope,  fear,  mix'd 

With  joy  tQ  sayet  and  dread  of  some  mischance 
Unto  his  prot^g^e ;  while  hers,  transfixed 

With  infant  terrors,  glared  as  firom  a  tranee, 
A  pure,  transparent,  paje^^  jet  radiant  ifB^ce, 
Like  to  a  lighted  alabaster  vase  ;^- 

XCVII. 

« 

Up  came  John  Johnson — (I  will  not  saj  ^^49fik/* 

For  that  were  vulgar,  cold,  and  commoi^place 
On  g^eat  occasions,  such  as  an  attack  * 

On  cities,  as  hat^  beeA  the  present  case)-r- 
Up  Johnson  came,  with  hundreds  at  hia  back. 

Exclaiming  :-^*^  Juan !  Juan !     On,  hoy !  hrape 
Your  arm,  and  I  '11  bet  Moscow  to  a  dollar. 
That  you  and  I  will  win  Saint  Qeorge's  coUar, ' 

XGV1|I. 

**  The  seraskier  is  knock'd  v^pon  the  head. 

But  the  stone  bastion  still  remains,  wherein 
The  old  pacha  sits  among  some  luuidreds  dead, 

Smokinj^  his  pipe  quil^  calmly  'midst  the  din 
Of  our  artillery  and  his  own,  't  is  said : 

Our  kill'd,  ah«ady  piled  up  to  the  chin, 
Lie  round  the  battery  ;  but  still  it  batters, 
And  grape  in  volleys,  like  a  vineyaird,  scatters. 

xcix 

**  Then  up  with  me  !" — ^But  Juan  apswer'd,  *'  L(W)k 

Upon  this  child — ^I  s^ved  her — qmst  not  )eav^ 
Her  life  to  chance  ;  but  point  me  out  some  pook 

Of  safety,  where  she  leas  may  shrink  and  grieve. 
And  I  am  with  you." — Whereon  Johnson  took 

A  glance  around — ^and  shrngg'd^ — ^and  twitched  his  skevoi 
And  black  silk  neckcloth — apd  replied,  *'  You  're  right ; 
Poor  thing!  what 's  to  be  done  ?    I  'm  puzzled  quite.*' 
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G. 

Said  Juan — '*  Whatsoever  is  to  be 
Done,  I  *11  not  quit  her  till  she  seems  secure 

Of  present  life  a  good  deal  more  than  we." — 
Quoth  Johnson — *'  Neither  will  I  quite  ensure  ; 

But  at  the  least  you.  may  die  gloriotusly.'* 
Juan  replied — ''  At  least  I  will  endure 

AVhate'er  is  to  be  borne — but  not  resign 

This  child,  who  is  parentless,  and  therefore  mine,^' 

CI. 

Johnson  said — ^^  Juan,  we  Ve  no  time  to  lose  ; 

^e  child  's  a  pretty  child — ^a  very  pretty— r 
I  never  saw  such  eyes — ^but  hark  !   now  chnse 

Between  your  fame  and  feelings,  pride  and  pity  ^ 
Hark !  how  the  roar  increases ! — ^no  excuse 

Will  serve  when  there  is  plunder  in  a  city ; — 
I  should  be  loth  to  march  without  you,  but^ 
By  God  !  we  '11  be  too  late  for  the  first  cut." 

CII. 

But  Juan  was  immovable ;  until 

Johnson,  who  really  loved  him  in  his  way, 

Pick*d^  out  amongst  his  followers  with  some  skill 
Such  as  he  thought  the  least  given  up  to  prey ; 

And  swearing  if  the  in&nt  came  to  ill 

That  they  should  all  be  shot  on  the  next  day, 

But  if  she  were  deliver^  safe  and  sound, 

They  should  at  least  have  fifty  roubles  round, 

cm. 

• 

And  all  allowances  besides  of  plunder 

In  fair  proportion  with  their  comrades ; — then 

Juan  consented  to  march  on  through  thunder. 
Which  thinn'd  at  every  step  their  ranks  of  men : 

And  yet  the  rest  rush'd  eagerly — no  wonder. 
For  they  were  heated  by  the  hope  of  gain, 

A  thing  which  happens  every  where  each  day — 

No  hero  trusteth  wholly  to  half-pay. 

CIV. 

And  such  is  victory,  and  such  is  man  ! 

At  least  nine-tenths  of  what  we  call  so  ; — God 
May  have  another  name  for  half  we  scan 

As  human  beings,  or  his  ways  are  odd. 
But  to  our  subject.    A  brave  Tartar  khan, — 

Or  ^^  tuUan/*  as  the  author  (to  whose  nod 
In  prose  I  bend  my  humble  verse)  doth  call 
This  chieftain — somehow  would  not  yield  at  all : 
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CV. 

But  flank'd  hjjbfe  brave  sons  (such  is  polygsuny, 
That  she  spawns  warriqrs  by  the  score,  where  non^ 

Are  prosecuted  for  that  false  qfime  bigiimy). 
He  never  would  believe  the  city  won 

While  coura^  clung  but  to  a  single  twig. — ^Am  I 
Describing  Priam's,  Peleus',  or  Jove's  son  ? 

Neither, — ^but  a  good,  plain,  old,  temperate  man, 

Who  fought  with  his  five  children  in  the  van. 

CVI. 

To  take  him  was  the  point.    The  truly  brave, 
When  they  behold  the  brave  oppressed  with  odds, 

Are  touch'd  with  a  desire  to  shield  and  save  ;— r 
A  mixture  of  wild  beasts  and  demi-gods 

Are  they — now  furious  as  the  sweeping  vfave. 
Now  moved  with  pity :  even  as  somet^nies  nod^ 

The  rugged  tree  unto  tiie  summer  wind, 

Compassion  breathes  along  the  savage  mind* 

CVIL 

But  he  would  not  be  taken,  and  replied       * 

To  all  the  propositions  of  surrender 
By  mowing  christians  down  on  every  side, 

As  obstinate  as  Swedbh  Charles  at  Bender. 
His  five  brave  boys  no  l^ss  the  foe  defied : 

Whereon  the  Russian  pathos  grew  less  tender, 
As  being  a  virtue,  like  terrestrial  patience. 
Apt  to  wear  out  on  trifling  provocation^. 

CVIII.  !      ^ 

And  spite  of  Johnson  and  of  Juan,  who 

Expended  all  their  eastern  phraseology 
In  begging  him,  for  God*s  sake,  just  to  show 

So  much  less  fight  as  might  form  an  apology 
For  them  in  saving  such  a  desperate  foe — 

He  hew'd  away,  like  doctors  of  theology 
When  they  dispute  with  sceptics ;  and  with  curses 
Struck  at  his  ^ends,  as  babies  beat  their  nursei). 

CDL 

Nay,  he  had  wounded,  though  but  slightly,  both 

Juan  and  Johnson,  whereupon  they  feU — 
The  first  with  sighs,  the  second  with  an  oath — 

Upon  his  angry  sultanship,  pell-mell. 
And  all  around  were  grown  exceeding  wroth 

At  such  a  pertinacious  infidel. 
And  pour'd  upon  him  and  his  sons  like  rain, 
Which  they  resisted  like  a  sandy  plain 
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ex. 

That  drinks  and  slitt  is  dry.     At  last  they  perished  :— 
His  second  son  was  le?ell'd  hy  a  shot ; 

His  third  was  sabred ;  and  the  fourth,  most  cherish*d 
Of  all  the  five,  on  bayonets  met  his  lot ; 

The  fifth,  who,  by  a  elmstian  mother  nourishM, 
Had  been  neglected,  ill-used,  and  what  not, 

Because  defoim*d,  yet  died  all  game  and  bottom, 

To  save  a  sire  who  blush*d  that  he  begot  him. 

CXI. 

The  eldest  was  a  true  and  tameless  Tartar, 
As  great  a  seomer  of  the  Nazarene  • 

As  ever  Mahomet  picked  out  for  a  martyr. 
Who  only  saw  ^e  blaek^eyed  girls  in  green, 

Who  make  the  beds  of  those  who  won*t  take  quarter 
On  earth,  in  Paradise ;  and,  when  once  seen. 

Those  honris,  like  all  odier  pretty  creatures. 

Do  just  whatever  they  please,  by  dint  of  features. 

cxn. 

And  what  they  pleased  to  do  with  the  young  khan 
In  heayen,  I  know  not,  nor  pretend  to  guess ; 

But  doubtless  they  prefer  a  fine  young  man 
To  tough  old  heroes,  and  can  do  no  less ; 

And  that  *s  the  cause,  no  doubt,  why,  if  we  scan 
A  field  of  battle's  ghastly  wilderness, 

For  one  rough,  weather-beaten,  veteran  body, 

You  'U  find  ten  thousand  handsome  coxcombs  bloody. 

cxin. 

Your  houris  also  have  a  naitural  pleasure 
In  loppmg  off  your  lately  married  men 

Before  the  bridal  hours  have  danced  their  measure, 
And  the  sad  second  moon  grows  dim  again, 

Or  dull  repentance  hath  had  dreary  leisure 
To  wish  him  back  a  bachelor  now  and  then. 

And  thus  your  hour!  (it  may  be)  disputes 

Of  these  brief  blossoms  the  immediate  fruits. 

CXTV. 

Thus  the  young  khan,  witli  houris  in  his  sight, 
Thought  not  upon  the  charms  of  four  young  brides, 

But  bravely  rush*d  on  his  first  heavenly  night. 
In  short,  however  our  better  faith  derides. 

These  black-eyed  virgins  make  the  Moslems  fight. 
As  though  there  were  one  heaven  and  none  besides  ,- 

Whereas,  if  all  be  tme  we  hear  of  heaven 

And  hell,  there  must  at  least  be  six  or  seven. 
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CXV. 

So  fnily  flash'd  the  phanlom  on  his  eyes, 

That  when  the  very  lance  was  in  his  heart, 
He  shxuted  "  Allah ! "  and  saw  Paradise 

With  all  its  veil  of  mystery  drawn  apart, 
And  bright  eternity  without  disguise 

On  his  soul,  like  a  ceaseless  sunrise,  dart, — 
With  prophets,  houris,  angds,  saints  descried 
In  one  roluptuous  blaze, — and  then  he  died  ''. 

CXVI. 

But,  wth  a  heavenly  rapture  on  his  lace. 
The  good  old  khaft — who  long  had  ceased  to  see 

Houris,  or  aught  except  his  florid  race, 

Who  grew  like  cedars  round  him  gloriously — 

When  he  beheld  his  latest  hero  grace 
The  earth,  which  he  became  like  a  fett'd  tree, 

Paused  for  a  moment  from  the  fight^  and  cast 

A  glance  on  that  slain  son,  his  first  and  last. 

CXVIT. 

The  soldiers,  who  bdield  him  drop  his  point, 

Stopped  as  if  once  more  willing  to  concede 
Quarter,  in  case  he  bade  them  not  ^*'  aroint  \  '* 

As  he  before  had  done.     He  did  not  heed 
Their  pause  nor  signs :  his  heart  was  out  of  joint. 

And  shook  (till  now  unjdiaken)  like  a  reed, 
As  he  look'd  down  upon  his  children  gone, 
And  felt — though  done  with  life — he  was  alone. 

CXVIII. 

But 't  was  a  transient  tremor  : — ^with  a  spring 

Upon  the  Russian  steel  his  breast  he  flung, 
As  carelessly  as  hurls  the  moth  her  wing 

Against  the  light  wherein  she  dies  :  he  clung 
Closer,  that  all  the  deadtier  they  might  wring. 

Unto  the  bayonets  whidi  had  pierced  his  young  ; 
And,  throwing  back  a  dim  look  on  his  sons. 
In  one  wide  wound  pour'd  forth  his  soul  at  once. 

CXIX. 

T  is  strange  enough — ^the  rough,  tough  soldiers,  who 

Spared  neiAer  sex  nor  age  in  their  career 
Of  carnage,  when  this  old  man  was  pierced  through. 

And  lay  before  them  with  his  children  near, 
TouchM  by  the  heroism  of  him  they  slew, 

Were  melted  for  a  moment ;  though  no  tear 
Flow'd  from  their  bloodnibot  eyes,  eifl  wd  with  strife, 
They  honoured  such  determined  scorn  of  life. 
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cxx. 

Bat  the  stone  bastion  still  kept  up  its  fire, 
Where  the  chief  pacha  calmly  held  his  post : 

Some  twenty  times  he  made  the  Russ  retire, 
And  baffled  the  assaults  of  all  their  host ; 

At  length  he  condescended  to  inquire 
If  yet  the  city*s  rest  were  won  or  lost ; 

And,  being  told  the  latter,  sent  a  bey 

To  answer  lUbas*  suqimons  to  give  way. 

CXXI. 

In  the  mean  time,  cross-legg'd,  with  great  saang-^frmdy 
Among  the  scorching  ruins  he  sat  smoking 

Tob^uxjo  on  a  little  carpet ; — ^Troy 
Saw  nothing  like  the  scene  around ; — ^yet,  looking 

With  martial  stoicism,  nought  seem*d  to  annoy 
His  stern  philosophy :  but  gently  stroking 

His  beard,  he  puffd  Ins  pipe's  ambrosial  gales, 

As  if  he  had  three  lives  as  well  as  tails. 

CXXII. 

The  town  was  taken — ^whether  he  might  yield 

Himself  or  bastion,  little  matter'd  now : 
His  stubborn  valour  was  no  future  shield, 

Ismail 's  no  more  !     The  crescent's  silver  bow 
Sunk,  and  the  crimson  cross  glared  o'er  the  field, 

But  red  with  no  redeeming  gore :  the  glow 
Of  burning  streets,  like  moonlight  on  the  water. 
Was  imaged  back  in  blood,  the  sea  of  slaughter. 

CXXIII. 

All  that  the  mind  would  shrink  from  of  excesses  f 

All  that  the  body  perpetrates  of  bad ; 
AU  that  we  read,  hear,  dream,  of  man's  distresses  ; 

An  that  the  devil  would  do  if  run  stark  mad ; 
All  that  defies  the  worst  which  pen  expresses ; 

All  by  which  hell  b  peopled,  or  as  sad 
As  hell — mere  mortals  who  their  power  abuse, — 
Was  here  (as  heretofore  and  since)  let  loose. 

CXXIV. 

If  here  and  there  some  transient  trait  of  pity 

Was  shown,  and  some  more  noble  heart  broke  through 

Its  bloody  bond,  and  saved  perhaps  some  pretty 
Child,  or  an  aged  helpless  man  or  two — 

What  *s  this  in  one  annihilated  city, 
Where  thousand  loves,  and  ties,  and  duties  grow? 

Cockneys  of  London  !  Muscadins  of  Paris ! 

Just  ponder  what  a  pious  pastime  war  is. 
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CXXV. 

Thiuk  how  the  joys  of  reading  a  gazette 

Are  purchased  by  all  agonies  and  crimes : 
Or,  if  tiiese  do  not  move  you,  donH  forget) 

Such  doom  may  be  your  own  in  after  times, 
Meantime  the  taxes,  Castlereagh,  and  debt, 

Are  hints  as  good  as  sermons,  or  as  rhymes. 
Read  your  own  hearts  and  Ireland^s  present  story  $ 
Then  feed  her  famine  fat  with  Wellesley's  glory^ 

CXXVI. 

But  still  there  is  unto  a  patriot  nation^ 

Which  Wes  so  well  its  country  and  its  kingj 
A  subject  of  sublimest  exultation — 

Bear  it,  ye  Muses ^  on  yonr  brightest  wing ! 
However  the  mighty  locust^  Desolation^ 

Strip  your  green  fields,  and  to  your  harvests  cliiig. 
Gaunt  Famine  never  shall  approach  the  throne^— 
Though  Ireland  starve,  great  Qeorge  weighs  twenty  stoae^ 

CXXVII. 

But  let  me  put  an  end  unto  my  theme  : 

There  was  an  end  of  Ismail — hapless  town ! 
Far  flashM  her  burning  towers  o'er  Danube's  stream ^ 

And  redly  ran  his  blushing  waters  down. 
The  horrid  war-whoop  and  the  shriller  scream 

Hose  still ;  but  fainter  were  the  thunders  grown  : 
Of  forty  thousand  who  had  mann'd  the  wall, 
Some  hundreds  breathed — the  rest  were  silent  all ! 

CXXVIII. 

in  one  thing  nevertheless  H  is  fit  to  praise 

The  Russian  army  upon  this  occasion^ 
A  virtue  much  in  fiaushion  now-a-days. 

And  therefore  worthy  of  commemoration  : 
.The  topic  's  tender,  so  shall  be  my  phrase — 

Perhaps  the  season's  chill,,  and  their  long  station 
In  winter's  depths  or  want  of  rest  atid  victual. 
Had  made  them  chaste — ^^ey  ravii^h'd  very  httle*' 

CXXIX. 
Much  did  they  slay^  more  plunder,  and  no  less 

Might  here  and  there  occur  some  violatioii 
In  the  other  line ; — but  not  to  such  excess 

As  when  the  French,  that  dissipated  nation. 
Take  towns  by  storm  :  no  causes  can  I  guess, 

Except  cold  weather  and  commiseration ; 
But  all  the  ladies,  save  some  twenty  score, 
Were  almost  as  much  virgins  as  before. 
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cxxx. 

Some  odd  mistakes  too  liappen'd  in  the  dark. 
Which  showed  a  want  of  lanthoros,  or  of  taste-* 

Indeed  the  smoke  was  such  they  scarce  could  mark 

Their  friends  from  foes, — ^besides  sach  things  ffom  haste 

Occur,  though  rarely,  when  there  is  a  spark 
Of  light  to  save  the  venerably  chaste : — 

But  six  old  damsels,  each  of  seventy  years, 

Were  all  deflowered  by  different  grenadiers. 

CXXXI, 

But  on  the  whole  their  continence  was  great ; 

So  that  some  disappointment  ^re  ensned 
To  those  who  had  felt  the  inconvenient  state 

Of  *'  single  blessedness,"  and  thought  it  good 
(Since  it  was  not  their  fault,  but  only  £ite, 

To  bear  these  crosses)  for  each  waning  prude 
To  make  a  Roman  sort  of  Sabine  wedding, 
Without  the  expense  and  the  suspense  of  bedding. 

CXXXll. 

Some  voices  of  the  buxom  middle-aged 

Were  also  heard  to  wonder  in  the  din 
(Widows  of  forty  were  these  birds  long  caged) 

^'  Wherefore  the  ravishing  did  not  begin  1 '' 
But,  while  the  thirst  for  gore  and  plunder  raged, 

There  was  small  leisure  for  superfluous  sin  ; 
But  whether  they  escaped  or  no,  lies  hid 
In  darkness — I  can  only  hope  they  did. 

CXXXIIL 

Suwarrow  now  was  conqueror— a  match 

For  Timour  or  fcH'  Zinghis  in  his  trade. 
While  mosques  and  streets,  beneath  his  eyes,  like  thatch 

Blazed,  and  the  cannon*s  roar  was  scarce  allay 'd, 
With  bloody  hands  he  wrote  his  first  dispatch  ; 

And  here  exactly  follows  what  be  said : — 
*^  Qlory  to  God  and  to  the  Empress !  '*  (Powers 
Eternal!  such  narhet  minsUdl)  ^^  Ismail 's  ours !  " 

CXXXIY. 

Methinks  these  are  the  most  tremendous  words. 
Since  «'  Mend,  Mend,  Tekel,''  and  «'  Upharsin," 

Which  hands  or  pens  have  ever  traced  of  swords. 
Heaven  help  me !  I  *m  but  tittle  of  a  parson  : 

What  Daniel  read  was  short-hand  of  the  Lord*s, 
Severe,  sublime ;  the  prophet  wrote  no  farce  oii 

The  fate  of  nations ; — ^but  this  Russ,  so  witty, 

Could  rhyme,  like  Nero,  o'er  a  burning  city. 
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CXXXV. 

He  wrote  this  polar  melody,  ian^  set  it, 

Duly  accompafiied  by  shrieks  smd  ^oons, 
Which  few  wiii  sing,  I  trust,  bat  none  forget  it-*- 

For  I  will  teach,  if  possible,  the  stones 
To  rise  against  earth's  tyrants.    Never  let  it 

Be  said,  that  we  still  truckle  wato  thrones  :— 
But  ye— our  children's  children  i  think  how  we 
ShowM  what  thmgt  were  before  the  world  was  free ! 

CXXXVL 

That  hour  is  not  for  us,  buf't  b  for  yon, 

And  as,  in  the  great  joy  of  your  miUenmam, 
You  hardly  will  believe  sudi  tHngs  were  true 

As  now  occur,  I  thought  that  I  would  pen  yo«  *eo) ; 
But  may  their  very  memiMry  perish  too  I-^ 

Yet,  if  perchaaoe  remembered,  still  disdain  you  *em, 
More  than  you  scorn  die  savages  of  yore^ 
Wlio  painted  their  bare  limbs,  but  not  with  gore. 

CXXXVII. 

And  when  you  hear  lustorians  talk  of  thrones, 

And  those  that  sate  upon  them,  let  it  be 
As  we  now  gaze  upon  the  mammoth's  bones, 

And  wonder  what  old  world  such  things  could  see ; 
Or  hieroglyphics  on  Egyptian  stones, 

The  pleasant  riddles  of  futurity — 
Guessing  at  what  shall  happily  be  hid, 
As  the  real  purpose  of  a  pyramid. 

CXXXVIII. 

Reader !  I  have  kept  my  word, — at  least  so  far 

As  the  first  canto  promised.     You  have  now 
Had  sketches  of  love,  tempest,  travel,  war — 

All  very  accurate,  you  must  allow, 
And  epicy  if  plain  truth  should  prove  no  bar ; 

For  I  have  drawn  much  less  with  a  long  bow 
Than  my  fore-runners.     Carelessly  I  sing, 
But  Phoebus  lends  me  now  and  then  a  string, 

CXXXIX. 

With  which  I  still  can  harp,  and  carp,  and  fiddle. 

What  further  hath  be&llen  or  may  befal 
The  hero  of  this  grand  poetic  riddle, 

I  by  and  by  may  teU  you,  if  at  all : 
But  now  I  choose  to  break  off  in  the  middle. 

Worn  out  with  battering  Ismail's  stubborn  wall. 
While  Juan  is  sent  off  with  the  dispatch, 
For  which  all  Petersburgh  is  on  the  watch. 
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CXL. 

This  q>ecial  honour  was  conferred,  because 
He  had  behav'd  with  coura^^e  and  humanity ;-— • 

Which  toff  men  like,  when  they  have  time  to  pause 
From  their  ferocities  produced  by  vanity. 

His  little  captive  gained  him  some  applause, 
For  saving  hear  amidst  the  wild  insanity 

Of  carnage,  and  I  think  he  was  more  glad  in  her 

Safety,  than  his  new  order  of  Saint  Vladimir. 

CXLI. 

The  Moslem  orphan  went  with  her  protector,- 
For  she  was  homeless,  houseless,  helpless  :  all 

Her  friends,  like  the  sad  family  of  Hector, 
Had  perish'd  in  the  field  or  by  the  wall : 

Her  very  place  of  birth  was  but  a  spectre 
Of  what  it  had  beeu  ;  there  the  Muezzin's  call 

To  prayer  was  heard  no  more ! — ^and  Juan  wept, 

And  made  a  vow  to  shield  her,  which  he  kept. 
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NOTES  TO  CANTO  VIII. 


Note  1.  Stanza  Yiii. 
AU  Mrandi  it  pierceth, «  Allah  I  Allah  I  Ha !» 

'^  Allah !  Hu  l**  IB  properly  the  war-cry  of  the  MaisulmaDS,  and  they  dwdl  h»g  on 
the  kit  syllable ,  which  gWee  it  a  very  w3d  and  peculiar  efiect.  • 

Noted.  Stanza ix. 
*  Carnage  (so  Wordsworth  telLs  yoa)  is  Ood's  daughter.* 

Bat  lAy  most  dreaded  instrament 
In  working  out  a  pare  intent* 
Is  man  array'd  for  mutoal  slaughter , 
Yea,  Carnage  it  thff  eUntgl^er } 

WoRoswoRTB's  1%aHk9gMmg  Otfs. 

To  wit,  the  Deity  *a.  This  is  perhape  as  pretty  a  pedigriee  for  Murder  at  ever  was 
found  out  by  Garter  King-at-anns. — What  would  hafe  been  9M^  h«d  aof  firee- 
spoken  peopip  discoyered  such  a  lineage  ? 

Note  3.  Slanza  xvui. 

* 

-  Was  printed  Gr&vet  althoat^  his  name  was  Grose. 

A  fiust ;  see  the  Waterloo  Gazettes.     I  recollect  remarking  at  the  tiihe  to  a 

friend:  **  There  is  fame!  a  man  is  killed,  his  name  is  Grose,  and  they  pnnt  it 

GroYe."    I  was  at  college  with  the  de<;eased,  who  was  a  very  amiable  and  cleyer 

man,  and  his  society  in  great  request  for  his  wit>  gaiety,  and  ^  chansons  i  boire.'* 

*  Note  4.  Stanza  xxiiL       ' 
As  any  otbernotion^anijAot  national. 
See  Major  VaDenoey  and  Sir  LAwrence  ParsonSi 

Note  5.  Stanza  xxt. 
T  IS  pity  *that  sisb  meanings  should  paye  hell.* 
The  Portuguese  proYorb  says,  that  ^HeQ  is  paved  with  good  intentions.^ 

Note  6.  Stanza  xxxiiL 
By  thy  hmnanei  di«;oye(ry ,  Friar  Baeoa  I 
Gunpowder  is  said  to  faaye  ifeen  discovered  by  this  friar.  ' 

Note  7.  Stanza'xlvii. 
,    \  .Which  scarcely  rose  much  higher  than  grass  blades; 

They  were  but  two  feet  high  above  the  level 

Note  8. 'Stanza  xcvii. 
That  yoa  and  I  will  win  Si.  Oeorgn's  coUir. 
The  Russian  military  oAeY,  * 

.    Note  9.  Stanza  cxxxiii. 

Eternal  I  tuck  name*  mingled  I)  *  Ismail 's  ovs  I*         •' 

In  the  original  Russian-*- 

Slava  bogut  slaya  yam ! 
Krepost  Vzala,  la  tarn. 

A  kind  of  coaplet;  for  he  was  a  poet. 

lY  n 
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CANTO    IX. 


I. 

Oh,  Wellington!  (or  "Vilainton" — ^for  fiime 
Sounds  the  heroic  syUahles  both  ways ; 

France  could  not  eren  conquer  your  great  name, 
But  punnM  it  down  to  .this  facetious  phrase — 

Beating  or  beaten  she  wiU  laugh  the  same) — 
Yon  hsLve  obtaiuM^eat  pensioDS  and  much  praise ; 

Glory  like  yours  shovld  any  dare  gainsay. 

Humanity  would  rise,  and  thunder  **  Nay! 


»» I 


II. 

I  don't  think  that  yon  used  K — ^n — rd  quite  well 
lu  Marioet's  afittr — in  fact  *t  was  shabby, 

And  Vke  some  other  things,  won't  do  to  tell 
Upon  your  tomb  in  Westminster's  old  abbey. 

tJpon  the  rest 't  is  not  worth  while  to  dwell, 
Such  tales  being  for  the  tea  houfs  of  seme  tabby  ; 

But  though  your  years  as  rnmi  tend  Cut  to  aero, 

In  fiatct  your  Orace  is  still  hot  a  yms^  hero. 

in. 

Though  Britain  owes  (and  pays  you  too)  so  much, 
Yet  Europe  doubtless  owes  you  greatly  more : 

You  have  repaired  legitimacy'fr  cmtch-— 
A  prop  not  quite  so  certam  as  before : 

The  Spaniiih,  and  the  French,  as  well  as  Dutch, 
Have  seen,  and  felt,  how  strongly  you  restore  ^ 

And  Waterloo  has  made  the  world  your  debtor — 

(I  wish  your  bards  would  sing  it  rather  better.) 

IV.. 

Yon  are  *'  the  best  of  cut-throats :  ^'— 4o  not  start; 

The  phrase  is  Shakspeare's,  Imd  not  misapplied : 
War 's  a  brain-spattering,  windpipes-slitting  art. 

Unless  her  cause  by  right  be  sanctified. 
If  you  have  acted  onee  a  geiierous  part, 

The  world,  not  the  world's  masters,  will  decide, 
And  I  shall  be  delighted  to  learn  who, 
Save  yon  and  yours,  have  gain'd  by  Waterloo  ? 
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V. 

I  am  no  flaHterer — ^yon  Ve  supp'd  full  of  flattery  : 
They  say  yoa  like  it  too— *t  is  no  great  wonder  ; 

He  whose  whole  life  has  been  assault  and  battery, 
At  last  may  get  a  little  tired  of  thunder  ; 

And,  swallowing  eulogy  much  more  than  satire,  he 
May  like  being  praised  for  every  lucky  blender, 

Call'd  ^'  Saviour  of  the  Nations'* — not  yet  saved, 

And  *'  fiurope^s  Liberator  " — still  enslaved. 

VI. 

I  *ve  done.    Now  go  and  dine  from  oS  the  plate 

Presented  by  the  Prince  of  the  Braals, 
And  send  the  sentinel  before  your  gate 

A  slice  or  two  from  your  luxurious  meals  :  * 
He  fought,  but  has  not  fed  so  well  of  late. 

Some  hunger  too  they  say  the  people  feels  : 
There  is  no  doubt  that  you  deserve  your  ration. 
But  pray  give  back  a  little  to  the  nation. 

VII. 

I  don't  mean  to  reflect — a  man  so  great  as 

Yon,  my  Lord  Duke !  is  far  above  reflection. 
The  high  Roman  iashion  too  of  Cincimiatus 

With  modem  history  has  but  small  connexion  .* 
Though  as  an  Irishman  you  love  potatoes. 

You  need  not  take  them  under  your  direction  ; 
An4  half  a  million  for  your  Sabine  farm 
Is  rather  de^r ! — ^I  'm  sure  I  mean  no  harm. 

VUI. 

Great  men  have  always  scorn'd  great  recompenses  ; 

Epaminondas  saved  his  Thebes,  and  died, 
Not  leaving  even  his  funeral  expenses  *. 

George  Washington  had  thanks  and  nought  beside, 
Except  the  all-cloudless  glory  (which  few  men's  is) 

To  free  his  country  :  Pitt  too  had  his  pride, 
And,  as  a  highnsoul'd  minister  of  state,  is 
Renown'd  for  ruining  Great  Britain  gratis. 

IX. 

Never  had  mortal  man  such  opportunity. 

Except  Napoleon,  or  abused  it  more. 
You  might  have  freed  fall'n  Europe  from  the  unity 

Of  tyrants,  and  been  bless'd  from  shore  to  shore  ; 
And  now — ^what  i«  your  fame  ?  Shall  the  muse  tune  it  ye  ? 

Nam — that  the  rabble's  first  vain  shouts  are  o'er  ? 
Go !  hear  it  in  your  famish'd  country's  cries ! 
Behold  the  world  !  and  curse  your  victories  ! 

IT'* 
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X. 

>     As  these  new  cantos  touch  on  warlike  feats, 

To  you  the  unflattering  muse  deigns  to  inscribe 

Truths  that  you  will  not  read  in  the  gazettes,- 
But  which,  't  is  time  to  teach  the  hireling  tribe 

W^ho  fatten  on  1|ieir  counti'y*s  gore  and  debts, 
Miut  b^  recited,  and — without  a  bribe. 

You  did  great  things  ;  but,  not  being  gretit  in  mind,* 

Have  left  undone  the  greatest — and  mankind. 

XL 

Death  laughs — ^Go  ponder  o'er  the  skeleton 
With  which  men  image  out  the  unknown  thing  \ 

That  hides  the  past  world,  like  to  a  set  sun 

Which  still  elsewhere  may  rouse  a  brighter  spring : 

Death  laughs  at  all  you  weep  for ; — ^look  upon 
This  hourly  dread  of  all  whose  threaien'd  sting 

Turns  life  to  terror,  even  though  in  its  sheath  ! 

Mark  !  how  its  lipless  mouth  grins  without  breath .' 

XII. 

Mark!  how  it  laughs  and  scorns  at  all  you  are! 

And  yet  wa«  what  you  are  :  from  ecer  to  ear 
Tt  Umghs  not — there  is  now  no  fleshy  bar 

So  caird ;  the  antic  long  hath  ceased  to  hear, 
But  still  he  smiles ;  and  whether  near  or  far 

He  strips  from  man  that  mantle — (far  more  dear 
Than  even  the  tailor's)-^his  incarnate  skin^  * 

White,  black,  or  copper — the  dead  bones  will  grin. 

xia 

And  thus  Death  laughs : — ^it  b  sad  merriment, 
But  still  it  is  so ;  and  with  such  example 

Why  should  not  Life  be  equally,  content. 
With  his  superior,  in  a  smile  to  trample 

Upon  the  nothings  which  are  daily  spent 
Like*bnbbles  on  an  ocean  mu<ih  less  ample 

Than  the  eternal  deluge,  which  devours 

Suns  as  rays — ^worlds  like  atoms — ^years  like  hours  ? 

XIV. 

**  To  be,  or  not  to  be  !  that  is  the  question," 
Says  Shakspeare,  who  j]ast  now  is  much  in  fashion. 

I  am  neither  Alexander  nor  Hephaestion, 

Nor  ever  had  for  abstract  fame  mucji  passion  ;  . 

But  would  much  rather  have  a  sound  digestion, 
Than  Bonaparte^s  cancer  :— H;ould  I  dash  on 

Through  fifty  victories  to  shame  or  fame. 

Without  a  stomach — what  were  a  good  name  ? 
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XV. 

"  Oh,  di;ira  ilia  messonim !  "— **  Oh,^ 

Ye  ri^d  gats  of  reapers !  "-^1  translate 
For  the  great  benefit  of  those  who  know    ^ 

What  indigestion  is — that  inward  fate 
Which  makes  all  Styx  through  one  small  liver  flow. 

A  peasant's  sweat  is  worth  his  lord's  estate : 
Let  this  one  toil  for  bread — Mar  rack  for  rent, — 
He  who  sleeps  best  may  be  the  most  content.         ^ 

XVI. 

•*  To  be,  or  not  to  be !" — Ere  I  decide, 

I  should  be  glad  to  know  that  which. is  being. 
*T  is  true  we  speculate  both  far  and  wide, 

And  deem,  because  we  see,  we.sare  cfU-^eeing: 
For  my  part,  I  '11  enlist  on  neither  side,. 

Until  I  see  both  sides  for  once  agreeing. 
For  me,  I  sometimes  think  that  life  is  death, 
Rather  than  life  a  mere  affair  of  breath. 

XVII. 

^^  Que  sais^je  ?"  was  the  motto  of  Montaigne, 

As  also  of  the  first  academicians ; 
That  all  is  dubious  which  man  may  attain, 

Was  one  of  their  most  favourite  positions. 
There  's  no  such  thing  as  certainty,  that  's  plain 

As  any  of  mortality's  conditions  : 
So  little  do  we  know  what  we  're  about  in 
This  world,  I  doubt  if  doubt  itself  be  doubting. 

XVIII. 

it  is  a'pleasant  voyage  perhaps  to  float, 

Like  Pyrrho,  on  a  sea  of  speculation ; 
But  what  if  carrying  sail  capsize  the  boat  ? 

Your  wise  men  don't  know  much  of  navigation ; 
And  swimming  long  in  the  abyss  of  thought 

Is  apt  to  tire  :  a  calm  and  shallow  station 
Well  nigh  the  shore,  where  one  stoops  down  and  gather^ 
Some  pretty  shell,  is  best  for  moderate  bathers. 

XIX. 

*'  But  heaven,"  as  Cassio  §ays,  **  is  above  all* — 
No  more  of  this  then,  let  us  pray  !  "     We  have 

Souls  to  save,  since  Eve's  slip  and  Adam's  fall, 
Which  tumbled  all  mankind  into  the  grave, 

Besides  fish,  beasts,  and  birds.     ''The  sparrow's  fall 
Is  special  provideiice,"  tliough  how  it  gave 

Offence,  we  know  not :  probably  it  perch'd 

Upon  the  tree  which  Eve  so  fondly  search'd. 
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XX. 

Oh,  ye  immortal  gods  !  what  is  theogony  ? 

Oh,  thou  too  mortal  man  !  what  is  philantht'opy  ? 
Oh,  world,  which  was  and  is,  what  is  cosmogony  ? 

Some  people  have  accused  me  of  misanthropy ; 
And  yet  I  know  no  more  than  the  mahogany 

That  forms  this  desk,  of  what  they  mean  : —  lycanlhropy 
1  comprehend ;  for,  without  transformation. 
Men  hecome  wolves  on  any  slight  occasion. 

XXI. 

But  I,  the  mildest,  meekest  of  mankind, 
(Like  Moses,  or  Melancthon,  who  have  ne'er 

Done  any  thing  exceedingly  unkind, — 

And  (tiiough  I  could  not  now  and  then  forhear 

Following  the  hent  of  body  or  of  mind) 
Have  always  had  a  tendency  to  spare, — 

Why  do  they  call  me  misanthrope  ?    Because 

7Vy  hole, me,  noi  I  them: — And  here  we  '11  pause. 

XXII. 

'T  is  time  we  should  proceed  with  our  good  poem, 

For  1  maintain  that  it  is  really  good. 
Not  only  in  the  body,  but  the  proem. 

However  little  both  are  understood 
Just  now, — ^but  by  and  by  the  truth  will  show  'eiu 

Herself  in  her  sublimest  attitude  : 
And  till  she  doth,  I  fain  must  be  content 
To  share  her  beauty  and  her  banishment. 

XXIII. 

Our  hero  (and,  I  trust,  kind  reader  !  yours) — 

Was  left  upon  his  way  to  the  chief  city 
Of  the  immortal  Peter's  polishM  boors, 

Who  still  have  shown  themselves  more  brave  than  witty ; 
I  know  its  mighty  empire  now  allures 

Much  flattery — even  Voltaire's,  and  that  *s  a  pity. 
For  me,  I  deem  an  absolute  autocrat 
Not  a  barbarian,  but  much  worse  than  that. 

XXIV. 

And  I  will  war,  at  least  in  words  (and — ^should 
My  chance  so  happen— deeds)  with  all  who  war 

With  thought; — ^and  of  thought's  foes  by  far  most  rude, 
Tyrants  and  sycophants  have  been  and  are. 

I  know  not  who  may  conquer :  if  I  could 
Have  such  a  prescience,  it  should  be  no  bar 

To  this  my  plain,  sworn,  downright  detestation 

Of  every  despotism  in  every  nation. 
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XXV. 

It  is  not  that  1  adulate  the  people  : 
Without  me  there  are  demagogues  enough, 

And  infidels  to  pull  down' every  steeple. 
And  set  up  in  their  stead-  some  proper  stuff. 

Whether  they  may  sow  scepticism  to  reap  hell, 
As  is  the  christian  dogma  rather  rough, 

1  do  not  know ; — I  wish  men  to  l>e  free 

As  much  from  mobs  as  kings — ^from  you  as  me. 

XXVJ. 

The  consequence  is,  being  of  no  pfirty) 
I  shall  offend  all  parties  : — nev^r  mind !      * 

My  words,  at  least,  are  more  nit^cwe  and  heitfty 
Than  if  I  sought  to  sail  before  tfie  wind. 

He  who  has  nought  to  gdin  can  .have  imall  art :  he 
Who  neither  wishes  to  be  bound  nor  bind, 

May  still  expatiate  freely,  as  will  I, 

Nor  give  my  voice  to  slavery*s  jackal  cry. 

xxyn. 

Thai  '8  an  appropriate  simile,  thaijaekal^ — 
I  Ve  heard  them  in  the  Ephesian  ruins  howl 

By  night,  as  do  th<lt  mercenary  pack  all, 
Power's  base  ptprveyorfSi  who  lor  pickings  prowl? 

And  scent  the  prey^  their  masters  wf^uld.^tack  all. 
However,  the  poor  jackals  are  less  ibul 

(As  being  the  brave  lions'  keen  providers) 

Than  human  insects,  catering  for  spiders. 

.  XXVIII. 

Raise  but  an  arm !  't  will  brush  their  web  ae^f^y^ 
And  inthout  thai,  their  poison  and  t^beir  cIaws 

Are  useless.    Mmd,  good  people !  what  I  say^— 
(Or  rather  peoples)-^^o  en  without  pause  I 

The  web  of  these  tarantulas  each  day 
Increases,  till  you  ahall,  make  common  cause  : 

None,  save  the  Spanish  fly  and  Attic  bee, 

As  vet  are  strongly  stinging  to  be  free. 


Don  Juan,  who  had  shone  in  the  late  slaughter, 
Was  left  upon  his  way  with  the  dispatch, 

Where  blood  was  talk'd  of  as  we  would  of  water ; 
And  carcasses  that  lay  as  thick  as  thatch 

O'er  silenced  cities,  merely  served  to  flatter 
Fair  Cadieriue's  pastime — ^who  look'd  on  the  match 

Between  these  nations  as  a  main  of  cocks, 

Wherein  she  Uked  her  own  to  stand  like  rocks. 


.• 


«M  BYRON'S  WOBKS. 

XXX. 

And  there  jn  k  kibiika  he  roU'd  on 

(A  cursed  6ort  of  carriage  without  springs. 

Which  on  rough  roads  leaves  scarcely  a  whole  boBe), 
Pondering  on  glory,  chivalry,  arid  kings, 

And  orders,  and  on  all  that  he  had  done — 
And  wishing  that  pfost-horses  had  the  wings 

Of  Pegasus,  or  at  the  least  po|t-ehaises 

Had  feathers,  when  a  traveller  on  deep  ways  is. 

XXXi; 

At  every  jolt — ^and  there  were  many — stiH 
He-turn'd  his  teyes  upon  his  little  charge, 

As  if  he  wish'd  that  she  should  fare  less  ill 
Than  he,  in  these  sad  highways  left  at  lai^ 

To  ruts,  and  flints,  and  lovely  .nature's  skill,  ^ 

Who  is  no  pavier,  nor  admits  a  barge 

On  her  canals,  where  God  takes  sea  and  land,       ^ 

Fishery  and  farm,  both  into  his  own  hand.  '' 

xxxu. 

At  least  he  pays  no  rent,  and  has  best  right ' 
To  be  the  first  of  wliat  we  used  to  call  '  i 

*'  Gentlemen  farmers" — ^a  race  worn  out  qu\te. 
Sine*  lately-  there  have  been  no  rents  at  all, 

And  •'  gentlemen"  are  in  a  piteous  plight,  ^ 
And  "  farmers"  can'^ttaise  Ceres  from  her  fall : 

She  fell  with  ponaparte  : — What  strange  thoughts 

Arise,  when  we  see  emperors  fall  with  oats !  j 
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* 

But  Juan  ^um'd  his  efyes  on  the  sweet  child 

Whom  he  had  saved  from  slaughf  er-^^what  a  trophy ! 

Oh  !  ye  who  build  up  monuments,  defiled 

With  gore,  like  Nadir  Shah,  that  costive  So|?hy, 

Who,  after  leaving  Hiadostan  a  wild. 
And  scarce  to  the  Mogul  a  cup  of  coffee 

To  soothe  his  woes  withal,  was  slain,  the  sinner  ! 

Because  he  could  no  more  disrest  his  dinner  :-^' 

XXXIV. 

Oh  ye!  or  we  !  or  she!  or  he!  reflect,'  '■ 

That  one  life  saved,  especially  if  young 

Or  pretty,  is  a  thing  to  recollect 
Fai*  sweeter  than  the  greenest  laurels  sprung 

From  the  manure  of  human  clay,  though  deckM 
With.all  the  praises  ever  said  or  sung  : 

Though  hymn'd  by  every  harp,  unless  within 

Your  heart  jobs  chorus,  fame  is  but  a  din. 
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XXXV. 

Oh,  ye  g^reat  aatbors  Inroinoos,  yolnimnoas ! 

Ye  twice  ten  hundred  thousand  daily  scribes ! 
Whose  pamphlets,  volumes,  newspapers  illumine  ns  J 

Wheiher  you  're  paid  by  government  in  bribes, . 
To  prove  the  public  debt  is  not  consuming  us — 

eh*,  roughly  treading  on^the  '^  courtier's  kibes'* 
With  clownish  heel,  your  popular  circulation^ 
Feeds  you  by  printing  half  the  realm^s  starvation— 

XXXVl. 

Pl>»  70  great  authors  .' — ^^  A  propos  ^bottes" — 
I  have  forgotten  what  I  meant  to  say,  •         '     ■ 

As  sometimes  have  been  greater  sages'* Jots : 
'T  was  something  calculated  to  allay 

All  wrath  in  barracks,  palaces,  or  cQts  : 
Certes  it  would  havG  been  but  thrown  away. 

And  that 's  one  cpmfort  for  my  lost  advice, 

Although  no  doubt  it  was  beyond  all  price. 

XXXVll. 

But  let  it  go  : — it  will  one  day  be  found 

With  other  relics  of  '*  a  former  world," 
When  this  world  shall  be  former,  underground, 

Thrown  topsy-turvy,  twisted,  crisp'dj  and  curPd, 
Baked,  fried,  or  burnt,  titra'd  inside-out,  or  drowu'd,. 

Like  all  the  worlds  before,  which  have  been  hurfd 
First  out  of  and  then  back  again  to  chaos, 
The  superstratum  which  will  overlay  us. 

XXXVIil. 

So  Cuvier  says ; — and  then  shaU  come  again 

Unto  the  new  creation,  rising  out 
From  our  old  crdsh^  some  mystic,  ancient  strain 

Of  things  destroyed  and  left  in  airy  doubt : 
Like  to  the  notions  we  now  entertain 

Of  Titans,  giants,  fellows  of  about 
Some  hundred  feet  in  height,  not  to  say  miles. 
And  mammoths,  and  your  winged  crocodiles. 

XXXIX. 

Think,  if  then  George  the  Fourth  should  be  dug  up  i 

How  the  new  iforldlings  of  the  then  new  east 
Will  wonder  where  such  animals  could  sup  I 

(For  they  themselves  will  be  but  of  the  least : 
Even  worlds  miscarry,  when  too  oft  they  pup, 

And  every  new  creation  hath  decreased 
In  size,  from  overworking  the  material — 
Men  are  but  maggots  of  some  huge  earth's  ^rial.)— 
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XL. 

Hcfw  will—to  these  young  peoj^,  just  lihrusl  ont 
From  some  fresh  paradise,  and  set  to  pfoiigh, 

And  dig,  and  sw^at,  and  tm^n  themselves  acboiit, 
And  plant,  aikd  reap,  and  spin,  arid  grind,  and  8OW9 

Till  all  the  arts  at  length  are  hreught  abottt, 
Especially  of  war  and  taxing,— «how, 

I  say,  will  these >great  relics,  when  ^ey  see  'em, 

Look  like*  the  monsti^rs  of  a  new  ihuseiim  ! 

XLL 

But  I  am  apt  to  grow  tqp  metapbysicid : 
"  The  time  is  out  of  joint,"— aad  so  em  I ; 

I  quite  forget  this  poem  *s  merely  ^joiztkai. 
And  deviate  into  matters  rather  dry. 

I  ne'er  decide  what  I  shall  say,  and  thip  I  call 
Much  too  poetical :  men  should  know  why 

They  write,  and  for  what  end ;  but,  note  01  \e%t, 

I  never  know  the  word  which  win  come  next. 

XLIL 

So  on  I  ramble,  now  and  then  narrating. 
Now  pondering.    It  is  time  we  should -narrate : 

1  left  Don  Juan  with  his  hors6S  baitings— 

Now  we  Ul  get  o'er  the  ground  at  a  great  rate. 

1  shall  not  be  particular  in  stating 

His  journey — we  Ve  so  many  tours  of  late  : 

Suppose  him  then  at  Petersburgh ;  suppose 

That  pleasant  capital  of  painted  snows ; 

XLIIL 

Suppose  him  in  a  handsome  uniform ; 

A  scarlet  coat,  black  facings,  a  long  plume. 
Waving,  like  sails  new  shiver'd  in  a  storm. 

Over  a  dock'd  hat,  in  a  crowded  room, 
And  brilliant  breeches,  bright  as  a  Cairn  Gorme, 

Of  yellow  kerseymere  We  may  presume, 
White  stockings,  drawn,  uncurdled  as  new  milk, 
O'er  limbs  whose  symnietry  set  off  the  t^lk ; 

XLIV. 

Suppose  him,  sword  by  side,  arid  hat  in  band, 
Made  up  by  youth,  fame,  arid  an  army  tailor — 

That  great  enchanter,  at  whose  rod's  cotnmand 
Beauty  springs  forth,  and  nature's  self  turns  paler. 

Seeing  how  art  can  make  her  work  more  grand^ 
(When  she  don't  pin  men's  limits  in  like  a  jailor) — 

Behold  him  placed  as  if  upon  a  pillar  I    He 

Seems  Love  tarnjid  a  Uentenant  of  artillery ! 
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XLV. 

His  bandage  slipped  down  into  a  cravat ; 

His  wings  subdued  to  epaulets  ;  his  quiver 
Shrunk  to  a  scabbard,  widi  his  arrows  at 

His  side  as  a  small  sword,  but  tAaarp  as  ever  ; 
His  bow  converted  into  a  cock'd  hat ; 

But  still  so  like,  that  Psyche  were  more  clever 
Than  some  wives  (who  make  blunders  no  less  stupid)       ^ 
K  she  had  not  mistaken  him  for  Cupid; 

XLVI. 

The  courtiers  stared,  the  ladies  whispered,  and 
The  empress  smiled  ;  the  reigning  favourite  frowi^'d —   ' 

I  quite  forget  which  of  them  was  in  hand 
Just  then,  as  they  ard  rather  numerous  found, 

Who  took  by  turns  that  difficult  command. 
Since  first  her  majesty  was  singly  qrown'd : 

But  thof  were  mostly  ner^us  six-foot  fellows. 

All  fit  to  make  a  Patagoiftan  jedous. 

XLVII. 

Juan  was  none  of  these,  but  slight  and  slin^  '  ^ 

Blushing  and  beardless ;  and  yet  nevertheless 
There  was  a  something  in  his  turn  of  limb, 

And  still  more  in  his  eye,  which  seem'd  to  express. 
That  though  he  look'd  one  of  the  sen^him. 

There  lurk'd  a  man  beneath  tlie  spirit's  dress. 
Besides,  the  empress  sometimes  liked  a  boy. 
And  had  just  buried  the  €Bur-&ced  Lanskoi  *> 

XLvni. 

No  wonder  then  that  YermolofT,  or  Momonoff, 

Or  Scherbatoff,  or  any  other  ^, 
Or  on,  might  dread  her  majesty  had  not  room  enough 

Within  her  bosom  (which  was  not  too  tough) 
For  a  new  fiame ;  a  thought  to  cast  of  gloom  enough 

Along  the  aspect,  whether  smooth  or  rough. 
Of  him  who,  in  the  language  of  his  staition. 
Then  held  that  '*  high  official  situation." 

XLIX. 

Oh  gentle  ladies  !  should  you  seek  to  know 

The  import  6f  this  diplomatic  phrase. 
Bid  Ireland's  Londonderry's  Marquess  ^  show 

His  parts  of  speech ;  and  in  the  strange  displays 
Of  that  odd  string  of  words  all  in  a  row,      .   ,  . 

Which  none  divine,  and  every  one  obeys, 
Perh2q>s  you  may  pic^k  out  some  queer  no-meaning, 
Of  that  weak  wordy  harvest  the  sole  gleaning. 
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L. 

I  think  I  can  explain  myself  without 

That  sad  inexplicable  beast  of  prey — 
That  sphinx,  whose  words  would  ever  be  a  doubt, 

Did  not  his  deeds  unriddle  them  each  day-^ 
That  monstrous  hieroglyphic — ^that  long  spout 

Of  blood  and  water,  leaden  Castlereagh  ! 
And^ere  1  must  an  anecdote  relate. 
But  luckily  of  no  great  length  or  weight. 

U. 

An  English  lady  ask'd  of  an  Italian, 
What  yrere  the  actual  and  official  duties 

Of  the  strange  thing  some  women  set  a  value  on, 
Which  hovers  oft  about  some  married  beauties, 

Caird  *' Cavalier  Servente?"— a  Pygmalion, 

Whose  statues  warm  (1  fear,  alas  !  too  true  't  is). 

Beneath  his  art.    The  dame,  pressed  to  disclose  them,  » 

Said — "  Lady,  I  beseech  you  to  suppose  ihem." 

UI. 

And  thuf  I  supplicate  your  supposition. 
And  ifiildest,  matron-like  interpretation 

Of  the  imperial  favourite^s  condition.     * 
'T  was  a  high  place,  the  highest  in  the  nation, 

In  fact,  if  not  in  rank ;  <ind  the  suspicion 
Of  any  one's  attaining  to  his  station, 

No  doubt  gave  pain,  where  each  new  pair  of  shoulders, 

If  rather  broad,  made  stocks  rise  and  their  holders. 

LIII. 

Juan,  I  said,  was  a  most  beauteous  boy, 
And  had  retained  hb  boyish  look  beyond 

The  usual  hirsute  seasons  which  destroy. 

With  beards  and  whiskers  and  the  like,  the  fond 

Parisian  aspect  which  upset  old  Troy 

And  founded  Doctors^  Commons : — I  have  conn'd. 

The  history  of  divorces,  which,  though  chequered. 

Calls  llion's  the  first  damages  on  record. 

LIV. 

And  Catherine,  who  loved  all  things  (save  her  lord. 
Who  was  gone  to  his  place),  and  pass'd  for  much. 

Admiring  those  (by  dainty  dames  abhorr'd) 
Gigantic  gentlemen,  yet  had  a  touch 

Of  sentiment ;  and  he  she  most  adored 
Was  the  lamented  Lanskoi,  who  was  such 

A  lover  as  had  cost  her  many  a  tear. 

And  yet  but  made  a  middling  grenadier. 
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LV. 

Oh  thou  ''  teterrima  caosa'*  of  all^'  belti  !*'— 
Thoa  gate  of  life  and  death ! — ^ou  nondescript ! 

Whence  is  our  exit  and  our  entrance, — ^well  I 
May  pause  in  pondering  how  all  souU  are  dipp'd 

In  thy  perennial  fountain  : — ^hotv*  man.^j  I 
Know  not,  since  knowledge  saw  her  branches  strippM 

Of  her  first  fruit ;  but  how  he  falls  and  rises 

Since,  thou  hast  settled  beyond  all  surmises.  ' 

LVI. 

Some  call  thee  ^'  the  worst  cause  of  war,"  but  I 

Maintain  ihou  art  the  best :  for,,  after  all. 
From  thee  we  come,  to  thee  we  go  ;  and  why, 

To  get  at  thee,  not  batter  down,  a  wall. 
Or  waste  a  world  ?    Since  no  one  can  deny 

Thou  dost  replenish  worlds  both  great  and  small : 
With,  or  without  thee,  all  things  at  a  stand 
Are,  or  would  be,  thou  sea  of  life*s  dry  land  ! 

LVII. 

Catherine,  who  was  the  grand  epitome 

Of  that  great  cause  of  war,  or  peace,  or  what 
fou  please  (it  causes  all  the  things  which  be. 

So  you  may  take  your  choice  of  this  or  that) — 
Catherine,  I  say,  was  very  glad  to  see 

Tlie  handsome  herald,  on  whose  plumage  sat  - 
Victory ;  and,  pausing  as  she  saw  him  kneel^' 
With  his  dispatch,  forgot  to  break  the  seal, 

Lvm. 

Then  recollecting  the  whole  empress,  nor 

Forgetting  quite  the  woman  (which  composed 
At  least  three  parts  of  this  great  whole),  she  tore 

The  letter  open  with  an  sdr  which  posed 
The  court,  that  watch'd  each  look  her  visage  wore 

Until  a  royal  smile  at  length  disclosed 
Fadr  weather  for  the  day.    Though  rather  spacious,  / 

Her  face  was  noble,  her  eyes  fine,  mouth  gracious. 

XJX. 

Great  joy  was  hers,  or  rather  joys ;  the  first 

Was  a  ta'en  city,  thirty  thousand  slain : 
Glory  and  triumph  o'er  her  aspect  burst, 

As  an  East-Indian  sunrise  on  the  main. 
These  quench'd  a  moment  her  ambition's  thirst — 

So  Arab  deserts  drink  in  summer's  rain  : 
In  vain ! — As  fall  the  dews  on  quenchless  sands, 
Blood  only  serves  to  wash  ambition  s  hands  I 
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LX. 

Her  next  amusement  was  m^e  fanciful ; 

She  smiled  at  mad  Sowarrow's  rhymes,  who  threw 
Into  a  Russian  couplet,  rather  dull, 

The  whole  gazette  of  thousands  whom  he  slew.  \ 
Her  third  was  feminine  enough*to  annul 

The  shudder  which  runs  naturally  through 
Our  yeins,  when  things  called  sovereigns  think  it  best 
To  kill,  and  generals  turn  it  into  jest. 

LXI. 

The  two  first  feelings  ran  their  course  complete, 
And  lighted  first  her  eye  and  then  her  mouth  : 

The  whole  court  look'd  immediately  most  sweet, 
Like  flowers  well  water'd  after  a  long  drowth : — 

But  when  on  the  lieutenant,  at  her  feet. 
Her  majesty — ^who  Uked  to  gaze  on  youth 

Almost  as  much  as  on  a  new  d^patcb-«^ 

Glanced  mildly,  all  the  world  was  on  the  watch. 

LXII. 

Though  somewhat  large,  exuberant,  and  truculent, 
When  wroth;  while  pieated,  she  was  as  fine  a  figure 

As  those  who  like  things  rosy,  ripe,  and  succulent, 
Would  wish  to  look  on,  while  they  are  in  vigour. 

She  could  repay  each  amatory  look  you  lent 
With  interest,  and  in  turn  was  wont  with  rigour 

To  exact  of  CupiiJ's  bills  the  full  amount 

At  sight,  nor  would  permit  you  to  discount. 

LXIII. 

With  her  the  latter,  though  at  times  conyentent, 

Was  not  so  necessary ;  for  they  tell 
That  she  was  handsome,  and,  though  fierce,  hok'd  lenient, 

And  always  used  her  favourites  too  well. 
If  once  beyond  her  boudo}r*s  precincts  in  ye  went, 

Your  «*  fortune*'  was  in  a  fair  way  "  to  swell 
A  man,'*  as  Giles  says ;  ^  for,  though  she  would  widow  all 
Nations,  she  liked  man  as  an  individual. 

LXIV. 

What  a  strange  thing  is  man !  and  what  a  stranger 
Is  woman  I    What  a  whirlwind  is  her  head. 

And  what  a  whirlpool  full  of  depth  and  danger 
Is  all  the  rest  about  her !  whether  wed, 

Or  widow,  maid,  or  mother,  she  can  change  her 
Mind  like  the  wind ;  whatever  she  has  said 

Or  done,  is  light  to  what  she  'U  say  or  do ; — 

The  oldest  thing  on  record,  and  yet  new ! 


DON  JUAN.  t7l 

LXV. 

Oh  Catherioe !  (for  of  all  interjections 

To  thee  boihoA/  andoA/  belong  of  right. 
In  love  and  war)  how  odd  are  the  connexions 

Of  hnman  thoughts,  which  jostle  in  their  flight  i 
Jnst  now  yours  were  cut  out  in  different  sections  : 

Firtiy  Ismail's  capture  caught  your  fancy  quite ; 
liext,  of  new  knights  the  frefb  and  glonoas  hatch ; 
And  thirdly,  he  who  brooght  you  the  dispatch ! 

LXVI. 

Shakspeare  talks  of  *<  thaJherald  Merqury 

New  lighted  on  a  hearen-kissiiig  hill ;  '* 
And  some  such  yisions  cross'd  her  majesty, 

While  her  young  herald  knelt  before  her  stilL 
*T  is  very  true  the  Infi  seem*d  rather  higl^ 

For  a  lieutenant  to  climb  up;  but  skill 
Smooth*d  even  the  Simplon's  steep,  and,  by  God's  blessing, 
With  youth  and  health  aU  kisses  are  '^heaven-kissing." 

LXVIL 

Her  majesty  look'd.  dowtoy  the  youth  look'd  up — 

And  so  tliey  fell  in.  love ; — she  with  his  face. 
His  grace,  his  God**knowthwhat :  for  Cupid*s  cup 

With  the  first  draught  intoxicates  apace, 
A  quintessential  laudanum  er  ''black  drop" 

M^ch  makes  one  drunk  at  once,  wilhbttt  the  base 
Expedient  of  full  bumpers ;  for  the  eye  #  - 

In  love  drinks  all  life's  fountains  (save  tears)  dry. 

I-XVUI. 

He,  on  the  other  hand,  if  not  in  love, 

FeUinto  that  no  less  imperious  passion. 
Self-love — ^which,  when  some  sort  of  thing  above 

Ourselves,  a  singer^  dancer,  much  iu  fashion. 
Or  duchess,  princess,  empress,  "deigns  to  prove'' 

CT  is  Pope's  phrase)  a  great  longing,  though  a  rash. one, 
For  one  especial  person  out  of  many 
Makes  us  believo  ourselves  as  good  as  any.   • 

LXIX. 

Besides,  he  was  of  that  delighted  age    . 

Which  makes  all  females'  ages  equal — when 
We  don't  much  care  with  whom  we  may  engage. 

As  bold  as  Daniel  in  the  lions'  den, 
So  that  we  can  ear  native  son  assuage 

In  the  next  oc^m,  which  may  flow  just  then, 
To  make  a  twilight  in-^-just  as  Sol's  heat  is 
Quench'd  in  the  lap  of  the  salt  sea,  or  Thetis. 
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LXX. 

And  Catherine  (we  mtist  say  thus  much  for  Catheiine) 
Though  hold  «iid  hloody ,  was  the  kind  of  thing 

Whose  temporary  passion  was  quite  flattering, 
Because  each  lover  look'd  a  sort  of  king. 

Made  up  upon  an  amatory  pattern — 
A  royal  husband  in  all  save  the  ring-^ 

Which,  being  the  damnedest  part  oi  matrimony, 

Seem'd  taking  out  .the  sting  to  leaye  the  honey. 

LXXL 

And  when  you  add  to  this,  her  womJlnhood 
In  its  meridian^  her  blue  eyes,  or  gray-— 

(The  last,  if  they  have  soul,  are  quite  as  good,     t\ 
Or  better,  as  the  best  examples  say  : 

Napoleon's,  Mary's  (Queen  of  Scotland)  ^ould 
Lend  to  that  colour  a  transcendent  ray; 

And  Pallas'^alsO'^anctions  the  same  hue — 

Too  wise  to  look  through  optics  black  or  blue}—* 

LXXII. 

Her  sweet  smile j- and  her  then  majestic  figure,      il  * 
Her  plumpness^  her  imperial  condejscension,       v 

Her  preference  of  a  boy  to  men  much  bigger 
(Fellows  whom  Messalina's  self  would  pension) , 

Her  pYime  of  life,  just  now  in  juicy  vigour. 
With  other  extras  whidi  we  need  not  mention,r-^ 

All  these,  or  any%>ne  of  these,  explain   -' 

Enough  to  make*a  stripling  very  vain. 

LXXIH. 

'     And  that 's  enough,  for  lovd  is  Vanity, 

Selfish  in  its  beginning  as  its  end»^   * 
Except  where  't  is  a  mere  insanity,    .  '       >' 

A  maddening  spirit  which  would- strive  to  blend 
Itself  with  beauty^s  frail  inanity,  .:?^. 

On  which  the  pa^ion's  self  seems  to  depend  :        .    i 
And  hence  some  heathenish  philosophers 
Make  love  the  mam-spring  of  the  universe.         . : 

LXXIV. 

Besides  Platonic  love,  besides  t^e  love 
Of  God,  the  love  of  sentiment,  the  loving 

Ot  faithful  pairs — (I  lieeds  must  rhyme  with  dove,  ' 
That  good  old  steam-boat  which  keeps  verses  moving 

'Gainst  reason — ^reason  ne'er  was  hand-and-glove 
With  rhyme,  but  always  lean'd  less  to  improving 

The  sound  than  sense)-^besides  all  these  pretences 

To  love,  there  are  thos^  things  which  words  name  senses  s 
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LXXV. 

Those  movements,  those  improyements  in  our  hodies, 

Which  make  all  hodies  anxious  to  get  out 
Of  their  own  sand-pits  to  mix  with  a  goddess — 

For  such  all  women  are  at  first,  no  douht. 
How  heantiful  that  moment !   and  how  odd  is 

Tliat  fever  which  precedes  the  languid  rout 
Of  our  sensations !    What  a  curious  way 
The  whole  thing  is  of  clothing  souls  in  clay !  <* 

LXXVl. 

The  noblest  kind  of  love  is  love  platonical, 

To  end  or  to  begin  with ;  the  next  grand 
Is  that  which  may  be  christened  love  canonical, 

Because  the  clergy  take  the  thing  in  hand ; 
The  third  sort  to  be  noted  in  our  chronicle, 

As  flourishing  in  every  christian  land, 
Jsy  when  chaste  matrons  to  their  other  ties 
Add  what  may  be  caUM  marriage  in  disguise. 

LXXVII. 

Well,  we  won't  analyse — our  story  must 

Tell  for  itself :  the  sovereign  was  smitten, 
Juan  much  flatter'd  by  her  love,  or  lust; — 

I  cannot  stoop  to  alter  words  once  written, 
And  the  two  are  so  mix'd  with  human  dust. 

That  he  who  names  one,  both  perchance  may  hit  on  ; 
But  in  such  matters  Russia's  mighty  empress 
Behaved  no  better  than  a  common  sempstress. 

Lxxvin. 

The  whole  court  melted  into  one  wide  whisper,      "*'  • 

And  all  lips  were  applied  unto  all  ears ! 
The  elder  ladies*  wrinkles  curFd  mtich  crisper       > 

As  they  beheld ;  the  younger  cast  some  leers 
On  one  another,  and  each  lovely  lisper 

Smiled  as  she  talked  the  matter  o'er ;  but  tears 
Of  rivalship  rose  in  each  clouded  eye 
Of  all  the  standing  anny  who  stood  by. 

LXXIX. 

All  the  ambassadors  of  all  the  powers 

Inquired,  who  was  this  very  new  young  man, 
Who  promised  to  be  great  iasome  few  houcs  ? 

Which  is  full  soon  (though  life  is  but  a  span)  : 
Already  they  beheld  the  silver  showers 

Of  roubles  rain,  as  fast  as  specie  can,  ,   <  -  < 

Upon  his  cabinet,  besides  the  presents 
Of  several  ribbons  and  some  thousand  peasants. 
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LXXX. 

Catherine  was  generous ; — ^1  such  ladies  are  t 
Loye,  that  great  opener  of  the  heart  and  all 

The  ways  that  lead  t)juer«,  be  they  near  ior  fiu*, 
Above,  below,  by  turnpikes  great  or  snaall,-^ 

Love— (though  she  had  9-  ^rsed  taste  for  war, 
And  was  not  tbe  b08t  wjle,  fudess  we  c^U 

Such  Clytemnestra ;  though  perhaps  *t  is  better 

That  one  should  di«,  thw  tvo  c^ag  on  the  letter) — 

Love>had  made  Catherine  nud^e  eadi  lorer^s  fortune^ 

Unlike  our  own  half-efaasle  Elizabeth, 
Whose  avarice  all  disbursements  did  importune. 

If  history,  the  grand  liar^  ever  saiith 
The  truth ;  and  thou^  gn^f  her  old  age  might  shorten, 

Because  she  put  a  favomite  to  death, 
Her  vile  ambiguous  method  of  flirtation, 
And  stinginess,  disgrace  her  sex  and  station. 

Lxxxn. 

But  when  the  levee  rose,  and  all  was  bni^le 

In  the  dissolving  circle,  all  the  nations' 
Ambassadors  began  as  *t  were  to  bustle 

Round  the  young  man  with  their  congratulations^ 
Also  the  softer  silks  were  heard  to  rustle 

Of  gentle  dames,  among  whose  recreations 
It  is  to  speculate  on  hj|ndsome  Caices, 
Especially  when  such  lead  to  high  places. 

LXXXIII. 

Juan,  who  found  faioiself,  he  knew  not  how, 

A  general  object  of  attention,  made 
His  answers  with  a  yery  graceful  bow. 

As  if  born  for  the  ministerial  trade. 
Though  modest,  on  his  nnembacrass'd  brow 

Nature  had  written  *^  gentleman."     He  saud 
Little,  but  to  the  purpose ;  and  his  manner 
Flung  hovering  graces  o'er  him  like  a  banner* 

LXXXIV. 

An  order  from  her  majesty  eonsign*d 
Our  young  lieutenant  to  the  genial  care 

Of  those  in  office :  all  the  world  lookM  kind 
(As  it  will  loQk  spmetimes  with  the  first  stare. 

Which  youth  would  not  act  iH  to  keep  in  mind) ; 
As  also  did  Miss  Protosoff  then  there, 

Named,  from  her  mystic  office,  'TEprouvcuse,'* 

A  term  inexplicabb  to.  the  Muse. 
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LXXXV. 

With  her  then,  ^  in  humble  daty  bdnnd, 
Jnan  retiredy-^-and  so  wiU  I,  until 

My  Pegasus  shall  tire  of  touching  ground. 
We  have  just  Ut  on  a  ''  heayen-kissing  hill, 

So  lofty  that  1  f^et  my  brain  turn  round, 
And  all  my  &ncies  whirling  like  a  mill ; 

Which  is  a  signal  to  my  nerves  and  brain 

To  take  a  quiet  ride  in  some  green  lanei 
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NOTES  TO  CANTO  IX.  , 


Note  1.  Stanza  i. 
Hnnuuiit J  would  rise,  and  thunder  *  Naj  f* 
Query,  Ney/— Prditsr's  Dbvil. 

Note  8.  Stanza  fi 

And  lend  the  sentinel  before  yonr  gate 
A  slice  or  two  from  your  luxurious  meals. 

''I  at  this  time  got  a  post,  being  for  fatigue,  with  four  other8.-^We  were  sent  to 
break  biscuit,  and  make  a  mess  for  Lord  Wellington's  hounds.  I  was  very  hungry, 
and  thought  it  a  good  job  at  the  time,  as  we  got  our  own  fill  while  we  broke  the  biscuit, 
— « thing  I  had  not  got  for  some  days.  When  thus  engaged,  the  Prodigal  Son  was 
nerer  once  out  of  my  mind ;  and  I  sighed,  as  I  fed  the  dogs,  over  my  humble  situatioa 
and  my  ruined  hopes."— Jbtcmo/  of  a  Sddier  of  the  7Ut  RegimBnt  during  the 
war  in  Spain, 


Note  3.  Stanza  xxxiii. 

Beeanse  he  could  no  more  digest  his  dinner. 

Be  was  kiOed  in  a  conspiracy,  after  his  temper  had  been  exasperated,  by  his  ex- 
treme costivity,  to  a  degree  of  insanity. 

Note  4.  Stanza  xlvii. 

And  had  Just  boried  the  ihir-lhced  Lanskoi. 

He  was  the  **  grande  passion  "  of  the  granck  Catherine.— See  her  Lives,  under 
ifae  bead  of  **  Uoskoi." 

Note  5.  Stanza  xUx. 

Bid  Ireland's  Londonderry's  Marquess  show 
His  iMurts  of  speech. 

This  was  written  hag  before  the  suicide  of  that  person. 

Note  6.  Stanza  txiii. 

Tour  *  fortune*  was  in  a  fhir  way  *  to  swell 
A  man,*  as  Oiles  says. 

**  His  fortune  swells  him,  it  is  rank,  he's  married." — Sir  Giles  Overreach ;  Mas- 
■moBE.— See  il  New  Way  to  Pay  Old  Debts, 
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CANTO    X. 


I. 

When  Newton  saw  an  apple  fall,  he  found 
In  that  slight  startle  from  his'  contemplation^ 

T  is  9aid  (for  I  '11  not  answer  above  ground 
For  any  sage^s  creed  or  calculation) — 

A  mode  of  proving  that  the  earth  turned  round 
In  a  most  natural  whirl,  call'd  *'  gravitation;^' 

And  thus  is  the  sole  mortal  who  could  grapple, 

Since  Adam,  with  a  £Sll,  or  with  an  apple. 

11. 

Man  fell  with  apples,  and  with  apples  rose, 
If  this  be  true ;  for  we  must  deem  Hie  mode 

In  which  Sir  Isaac  Newton  could  disclose. 
Through  the  then  unpaved  stars,  the  turnpike  road, 

A  thing  to  counterbalance  human  woes ; 
For,  ever  since,  immortal  man  hath  glow*d 

With  all  kinds  of  mechanics,  and  full  soon 

Steam-engines  will  conduct  him  to  the  moon. 

III. 

And  wherefore  this  exordium? — ^Why,  just  now. 
In  taking  up  this  paltry ^sheet  of  paper, 

My  bosom  underwent  a  glorious  glow, 
And  my  internal  spirit  cut  a  caper : 

And  though  so  much  inferior,  as  1  know, 

To  those  who,  by  the  dint  of  glass  and  vapour. 

Discover  stars,  and  sail  in  the  wind's  eye, 

I  wish  to  do  as  much  by  poesy. 

In  the  wind's  eye  I  have  sail'd,  and  sail ;  but  for 

The  stars,  I  own  my  telescope  is  dim  ; 
But  at  the  least  I  've  shunn'd  the  common  shore. 

And,  leaving  land  far  out  of  sight,  would  skim 
The  ocean  of  eternity :  the  roar 

Of  breakers  has  not  daunted  my  slight,  trim, 
But  9tiU  sea-worthy  skiff;  and  she  may  float 
Where  ships  have  foundered,  as  doth  many  a  boat* 
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V. 

We  left  our  hero  Juan  in  the  biootn 
Of  faTOuritism,  but  not  yet  in  the  blush  j 

And  far  be  it  from  my  Muses  to  presume 
^or  I  have  more  than  one  Muse  at  a  push) 

To  follow  him  beyond  the  drawing-room  : 
It  is  enough  that  fortune  found  him  flpsfa 

Of  youth  and  vigour,  beauty,  and  those  things, 

Which  for  an  insjtant  clip  enjoyment's  wings. 

VI, 

But  soon  they  grow  again,  and  leave  their  nest. 

<'  Oh .' ''  saith  the  Psahnist,  <'  that  I  had  a  dove's 
Pinions  to  flee  away  and  be  at  rest  I  '* 

And  who  that  recollects  young  years  and  loves, — 
Though  hoary  now,  and  with  a  withering  bre^ist, 

And  palsied  lanpy,  which  no  longer  roves 
Beyond  its  dimm'd  eye's  sphere  ,-^but  would  mu^li  rather 
^(gh  like  his  son,  than  ^ough  lili^e  his  gr^dfather? 

VII. 

But  sighs  subside,  and  tears  (even  widows')  stiruikp 

Like  Amo,  in  thp  summer,  to  a  sallow, 
$0  narrow  as  to  shame  their  wintry  brink, 

Which  threatens  inundations  deep  and  yellow ! 
3uch  difference  doth  a  few  months  make.     You  M  thinl( 

Grief  a  rich  field  which  never  would  lie  fallow ; 
P(o  more  it  doth,  its  ploughs  but  change  their  boys. 
Who  furroiv  some  new  soil  to  sow  for  joys. 

vra. 

But  coughs  will  come  when  sighs  depart — ai^d  now 
And  then  before  sighs  cease;  for  oft  the  on^ 

Will  bring  the  other,  ere  the  UJce-like  brow 
Is  ruffled  by  a  wrinkle,  or  the  sun 

Of  life  reach  ten  o'clock :  suxd,  while  a  glow. 
Hectic  and  brief  aS  summer's  day  nigh  done, 

O'erspreads  the  cheek  which  seems  too  pure  for  clay^ 

Thousands  blaze,  IpVe,  hope,  die — ^how  happy  th^y ! 

But  Juan  was  not  meant  to  die  so  soon. 

We  left  him  in  the  focus  of  such  glory 
^  may  be  won  by  favour  of  the  moon. 

Or  kdies'  fancies — rather  transitory 
Perhaps :  but  who  would  scorn  the  month  of  June, 

Because  December,  with  his  breath  so  hoary. 
Must  come  ?    Much  rather  should  he  court  the  ray, 
To  hoard  up  warmth  against  a  wintry  day. 
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X. 

Besides,  he  had  somt  <|ii«l«tie9  wUeifiE 

Middle-aged  ladiM  erefi  more  ihsa  jowoig :  .     . 

The  former  know  wliat  's  wfajtt ;  wMle  n^w^fltdged  ehidos^ 

Know  little  more  of  Idre  thad  what  ia  swi^ 
In  rhymes,  or  dreaoi'd  (for  iancy  will  phj  tricks) 

In  visions  of  thorn)  skieki  from  «rhcns&  lore  apt nngi^ 
Some  reckon  women  by  tbcir  stns  or  years-^ 
I  rather  think  the  moon  should  dat^  the  y^ikrs, 

XI. 

And  why  ?  because  she  's  duttg eabl^  and  chast«4 

I  know  no  other  reteon,  whatsoe'er 
Suspicious  people,  who  find  fauU  ia  hatite, 

May  chuse  to  tax  me  with ;  which  is  not  £ur, 
Nor  flattering  to  '*  their  temper  or  th«ir  taste/' 

As  my  friend  Jeffrey  writes  wkh  such  an  air : 
However,  I  forgive  him,  and  I  trusf  < 

He  will  forgive  himself; — ^if  not,  I  mu^,  . ,      . 

XU. 

Old  enemies  who  have  beoome  new  friends' 

Should  so  continue — 't  is  a  point  of  honour ; 
And  1  know  nothing  which  could  make  amends 

For  a  return  to  hatred  :    I  would  shun  her 
Like  garlick,  howsoever  she  extends 

Her  hundred  arms  and  legs,  and  fain  outrun  her. 
Old  flames,  new  wives,  becosae  our  bitterest  foes — 
Converted  foes  should  scorn  to  join  with  those. 

XIIL 

This  were  the  worst  desertbn  \  renegadoes, 

Eve»  shuffling  Southey — that  incarnate  lie — 
Would  scarcely  joiu  again  the  *'  reformadoes," - 

Whom  he  forsook  to  fill  the  laureate's  sty : 
And  honest  men,  from  Iceland  to  Barbadoes, 

Whether  in  Caledon  or  Italy, 
Should  not  veer  round  with  every  breaitfa,  nor  seize. 
To  pain,  the  nooment  when  you  cease  to  please. 

XIV. 

The  lawyer  and  the  critic  but  behold 

The  baser  sides  of  literature  and  life, 
And  nought  remains  unseen,  but  much  untold. 

By  those  who  scour  those  double  vales  of  strife. 
While  common  men  grow  ignorantly  old, 

The  lawyer's  brief  is  like  the  surgeon's  knife, 
Dissecting  the  whole  inside  of  a  question, 
And  with  it  all  the  process  of  digestion. 
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XV. 

A  legal  broom  *s  a  moral  cbimney-sweaper. 
And  that  *s  the  reason  he  himself 's  so  dirty; 

The  endless  soot  *  bestows  a  tint  far.  deeper  . 
Than  can  be  hid  by  altering  his  shirt ;  he 

Retains  the  sable  stains  of  the  dark  creeper—* 
At  least  some  twenty-nine  do  out.  of  thirty,  .     . 

In  all  their  habits :  not  so  you,  I  own ; 

As  Caesar  wore  his  robe,  you  wear  your  gown. 

XVI. 

And  all  our  little  fetids,  at  least  aU  mate, 

Dear  Jeffrey,  once  my  most  redoubted  foe 
(As  far  as  rhyme  and  critidsm  combine 

To  make  such  puppets  of  us  things  below), 
Are  over:  Here  's  a  health  to  *'  Auld  Lang  Syne !  " 

I  do  not  know  you,  and  may  never  know 
Your  face, — but  you  have  acted  on  the  whole 
Most  nobly,  and  I  own  it  from  my  ^onl. 

XVII. 

And  when  I  use  the  phrase  of  **  Auld  Lang  Syne^  ** 
T  is  not  addressM  to  you — the  more  's  the  pity 

For  roe,  for  I  would  rather  take  my  wine 

With  you,  than  aught  (save  Scott)  in  your  proud  city. 

But  somehow, — it  may  seem  a  schoolboy's  whine, 
And  yet  I  seek  not  to  be  grand  nor  witty. 

But  I  am  half  a  Scot  by  birth,  and  bred 

A  whole  one,  and  my  heart  flies  to  my  head  : • 

xvin. 

As  ''Auld  Lang  Syne"  brings  Scotland,  one  and  all, 

Scotch  plaids,  Scotch  snoods,  the  blue  hills,  and  clear  steams 

The  Dee,  the  Don,  Balgounie's  Brig's  black  wall. 
All  my  boy  feelings,  all  my  gentler  dreams 

Of  what  I  then  dreamt,  clothed  in  their  own  pall, 
Like  Banquets  offspring — floating  past  me  seems 

My  childhood  in  this  childishness  of  mine ; 

I  care  not — 't  is  a  glimpse  of  **  Auld  Lang  Syne." 

XIX.. 

And  though,  as  you  remember,  in  a  fit 
Of  wrath  and  rhyme,  when  juvenile  and  curly, 

I  rail'd  at  Scots  to  show  my  wrath  and  wit. 
Which  must  be  own'd  was  sensitive  and  surly. 

Yet 't  is  in  vain  such  sallies  to  permit — 
They  cannot  quench  young  feelings  fresh  and  early  : 

I  '*9coteh'd,  not  kiird,"  the  Scotchman  in  my  blood. 

And  love  the  land  of  **  mountain  and  of  flood." 
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XX* 

Don  Juan,  who  was  realtor  ideal, — 

For  both  are  much  the  same,  since  what  men  think 

E&ists  when  the  once  thinkers  are  less  real 

Than  what  they  thought,  for  mind  can  never  sink, 

And  "gadnst  the  body  makes  a  strong  appeal; 
And  yet 't  is  very  puzzling  on  the  brink 

Of  what  is  call'd  eti^rnity,  to  stare, 

And  know  no  more  of  what  is  here  than  there : — 

XXI.  ' 

Don  Juan  grevF  a  very  potisVd  Russian — 

Bom  we  won^t  mention,  why  we  iieed  not  say : 
Few  youthful  minds  can  stand  the  strong  concussion 

Of  any  slight  temptation  in  their  way  ; 
But  his  just  now  were  spread  as  is  a  cushion 

Smoothed  for  a  monarch's  seat  of  honour :  gay 
Damsels,  and  dances,  revels,  ready  money. 
Made  ice  seem  paradise,  and  winter  sunny. 

XXII. 

The  favour  of  the  empress  was  agreeable  ;' 

And  though  the  duty  wax'd  a  little  hard, 
Young  people  at  his  time  of  life  should  be  able 

To  come  off  handsomely  in  that  regard. 
He  now  was  growing  up  like  a  green  tree,  able 

For  love,  war,  or  ambition,  which  reward 
Their  luckier  votaries,  till  old  age's  tedium 
Make  some  prefer  the  circulating  medium. 

XXIII. 

About  this  time,  as  nught  have  been  anticipated. 

Seduced  by  youth  and  dangerous  examples, 
Don  Juan  grew,  I  fear,  a  little  dissipated ; 

Which  is  a  sad  thing,  and  not  only  tramples 
On  our  fresh  feelings,  but— as  being  participated 

With  all  kinds  of  incorrigible  samples 
Of  frail  humanity — must  make  us  selfish, 
And  shut  our  souls  up  in  us  like  a  shell-fish; 

XXIV. 

This  we  pass  over.     We  will  also  pass 

The  usual  progress  of  intrigues  between 
Unequal  matches,  such  as  are,  alas ! 

A  young  lieutenant's  with  a  riot  old  queen. 
But  one  who  is  not  so  youthful  as  she  was 

In  all  the  royalty  of  sweet  seventeen. 
Sovereigns  may  sway  materials,  but  not  matter, 
And  wrinkles  (the  d — d  democrats)  won't  flatter  : 
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XXV. 

And  Death,  the  sovereign's  sovereign ,  though  the  gre^t 

Qracchus  of  all  noortdiityy  who  levels. 
With  his  Agrarian  laws,  the  high  estate 

Of  him  who  feasts,  and  fights,  and  roars,  and  revels, 
To  one  small  gras^-grown  patch  (which  must  await 

Corruption  for  its  crop)  with  the  poor  devils 
Who  never  had  a  foot  of  land  till  now,—* 
Death  *s  a  reformer,  all  men  must  allow* 

XXVL 

He  lived  (not  Death,  hut  Juan)  in  a  hurry 
Of  waste,  and  haste,  2|nd  glare,  and  gloss,  and  glitter, 

In  this  gay  clime  of  bear-skins  black  and  furry — 
Which  (though  I  hate  to  say  a  thing  that^s  bitter, 

Peep  out  sometimes,  when  things  are  in  a  fhirry, 
Tlvough  all  tiie  '*  purple  and  ^  linen,"  Qtter 

For  Babylon's  than  Russia's  royal  harlot — 

And  neutralize  her  outward  diow  of  scarlet* 

XXVU. 

And  this  same  state  we  won*t  describe :  we  would 
Perhaps  from  hearsay,  or  from  recollection  ; 

But  getting  nigh  grim  Dante's  ''  obscure  wood," 
That  horrid  equinox,  that  hateful  section 

Of  human  years,  that  half-way  house,  that  rude 

Hut,  whence  wise  travellers  drive  with  circumspection 

Life's  sad  post-horses  o'er  the  dreary  frontier 

Of  age,  and,  looking  back  to  youth,  give  one  tear ; — 

XXVIU. 

I  won't  describe — that  is,  if  I  can  help 
Description :  and  I  won't  reflect — that  is,1 

If  I  can  stave  oflF  thought,  which — as  a  whelp 

Clings  to  its  teat — sticks  to  me  through  the  abyss 

Of  this  odd  labyrinth ;  or  as  the  kelp 
Holds  by  the  rock  ;  or  as  a  lover's  kiss 

Drains  its  first  draught  of  lips :  but,  as  I  said, 

1  nxm't  philosophize,  and  will  be  read. 

XXIX. 

Juan,  instead  of  courting  courts,  was  courted, 
A  thing  which  happens  rarely  ;  this  he  ^owed 

Much  to  his  youth,  and  much  to  his  reported 
Valour ;  much  also  to  the  blood  hie  show'd, 

Like  a  race-horse ;  much  to  each  dress  he  sported, 
Which  set  the  beauty  oflT  in  which  he  glowM, 

As  purple  clouds  befringe  the  sun ;  but  most 

He  owed  to  an  old  woman  and  his  post. 
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He  wrote  to  Spam : — suid  dll  bis  near  relatioQf, 

Perceiviog  he  was  in  a  handsome  way 
Of  letting  on  himself,  and  finding  stations 

For  cousins  a)so,  answered  the  same  day. 
Several  prepared  themselves  for  emigrations ; 

And,  eating  ipes,  were  overheard  to  saj, 
That  with  the  addition  of  a  i^ght  pdisse, 
Madrid*s  and  Moscow*8  dimM  were  of  a  pi^6, 

XXXI. 

His  mother,  Donna  Ines,  Ending  tod 

That  in  the  lieu  of  drawing  on  his  banker, 
Where  his  assets  were  wasting  rathdr  few, 

He  had  brought  his  spending  to  a  handsome  tndi^,^-« 
Replied,  '*  that  she  was  glad  lo  see  him  through 

Those  pleasnres  after  which  wild  yonth  will  hmkor ; 
As  tiie  sole  sign  of  man's  being  in  his  senses 
Is,  learning  to  redtee  his  past  eiq^enses* 

XXXIt. 

*<  She  also  recommMided  him  to  God, 

And  no  less  to  God*s  Son,  ail  well  as  Mother, 
Warned  him  tfigftinst  Oreek-wonfaip)  which  looks  odd 

In  catholic  eyes  -.  but  told  him  too  to  smother 
Outward  dislike,  which  don't  look  well  abroad ; 

Informed  him  that  he  had  a  little  brother 
Bom  in  a  second  wedlock ;  and  above 
All,  praised  the  empress's  maiermU  love* 

xxxm. 

^'  She  could  not  too  much  give  her  iqsprobation 

Unto  an  empress^  who  preferred  young  men 
Whose  age,  and,  what  was  better  still,  whose  nation 

And  cUmate,  stopp'd  aU  scandal  (now  and  then) : — 
At  home  it  might  have  given  her  some  vexation ; 

3ut  where  thermometers  sunk  down  to  ten, 
Or  five,  or  one,  or  aero,  she  could  never 
Believe  that  virtue  thaw'd  before  the  river," 


XXXIV. 

Oh  for  aforty-panm  poner*  to  chaunt 
Thy  praise,  hypocrisy !    Oh  for  a  hymn 

Loud  as  the  virtues  thou  dost  loudly  vaunt. 
Not  practise  !     Oh  for  trumps  of  cherubim ! 

Or  the  ear-trumpet  of  my  good  old  aunt, 
Who,  though  her  spectacles  at  last  grew  dim. 

Drew  quiet  consolation  through  its  hint, 

Wben  she  no  nu>re  could  read  the  pious  print. 
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XXXV 

She  was  no  hypocrite,  at  least,  poor  soui ! 

But  went  to  heaven  in  as  sincere  a  way 
As  any  body  on  the  elected  roll, 

Which  portions  out  upon  the  judgment  day  ',,  . 

Heaven's  freeholds,  in  a  sort  of  doomsday  scroll, 

Such  as  the  conqueror  Willi^un  did  repay 
His  knights  with,  lotting  others'  properties 
into  some  sixty  thousand  new  knights'  fees. 

XXXVI. 

I  can't  complain,  whose  ancestors  are  there, 
Erneis,  Radulphus — eight-and-forty  manors 

(If  that  my  memory  doth  not  greatly  err) 

Were  their  reward  for  following  Billy's  banners ; 

And,  though  I  can't  help  thinking  't  was  scarce  fair 
To  str^  the  Saxons  of  their  hydesy'^  like  tanners, 

Yet  as  they  founded  churches,  with  the  produce, 

You  '11  deem,  no  doubt,  they  put  it  to  a  good  use. 

XXXVII. 

The  gentle  Juan  flourish'd,  though  at  times 
He  felt  like  other  plants  caU'd  sensitive, 

Which  shrink  from  touch,  as  monarchs  do  from  rhymes, 
Save  such  as  Southey  can  afford  to  give. 

Perhaps  he  long'd,  in  bitter  frosts,  for  climes  . 
In  which  the  Neva's  ice  would  cease  to  live       \ 

Before  May-day :  perhaps,  despite  his  duty. 

In  royalty' s  vast  arms  he  sigh'd  for  beauty :       : :  ; 

XXXVIII. 

Perhaps, — but,  9am  perhaps,  we  need  not  seek 
For  causes  young  or  old  :  the  canker-worm 

Will  feed  upon  the  fairest,  freshest  cheek, 
As  well  as  further  drain  the  wither'd  form : 

Care,  like  a  housekeeper,  brings  every  week 
His  bills  in,  and,  however  we  may  storm. 

They  must  be  paid ;  though  six  days  smoothly  run, 

The  seventh  will  bring  blue  devils  or  a  dun. 

XXXIX. 

1  don't  know  how  it  was,  but  he  grew  sick  : 
The  empress  was  alarm'd,  and  her  physician 

(The  same  who  physick'd  Peter)  found  the  tick 
Of  his  fierce  pulse  betoken  a  condition 

Which  augur'd  of  the  dead,  however  quick 
Itself,  and  show'd  a  feverish  disposition  -, 

At  which  the  whole  court  was  extremely  troubled, 

The  sojrereign  shock'd,  and  all  his  medicines  doubled. 
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XL. 

Low  were  the  wbispersr,  manifold  the  rumours : 
Some  said  he  had  been  poison'd  by  Potemkin ; 

Others  talk'd  learnedly  of  certain  tumours, 
Exhaustion,  or  disorders  of  the  same  kin ; 

Some  said  *t  was  a  concoction  of  the  humours, 
Which  with  the  blood  too  readily  will  claim  kin; 

Others  again  were  ready  to  maintain, 

*'  *T  was  only  the  fatigue  of  last  campaign." 

XLL 

But  here  is  one  prescription  out  of  many : 
'^  Sodse-sulphat.  8.  vi.  3.  s.     Mannse  optim. 

Aq.  fervent.    F.  3.  iss.  3.  ij.  tinct.  Sennee 

Haustus  *'  (and  here  the  surgeon  came  and  cuppM  him). 

*'  R.  Pulv.  Com.  gr.  iii.  Ipecacuanha" 
(With  more  beside,  if  Juan  had  not  stoppM  'em), 

«<  Bolus  potassffi  sulphur et.  sumendus, 

Et  haustus  ter  in  die  capiendus." 

XLIL 

This  is  the  way  physicians  mend  or  end  us, 
''  Secundum  artem : "  but  although  we  sneer 

In  health — when  ill,  we  call  them  to  attend  us. 
Without  the  least  propensity  to  jeer : 

While  that  "  hiatus  maxime  deflendus,** 

To  be  fill'd  up  by  spade  or  mattock,  's  near, 

Instead  of  gliding  graciously  down  Lethe, 

We  tease  mild  BaiUie,  or  soft  Abernethy. 

XLIII.  .   * 

Juan  demurr'd  at  this  ^st  notice  to 

Quit ;  and,  though  death  had  threatened  an  ejection, 
His  youth  and  constitution  bore  him  through, 

And  sent  the  doctors  in  a  new  direction. 
But  still  his  state  was  delicate :  the  hue 

Of  health  but  flickered  with  a  faint  reflection 
Along  his  wasted  cheek,  and  seemM  to  gravel 
The  faculty — who  said  that  he  must  travel. 

XLIV. 

The  climate  was  too  cold,  ihey  said,  for  him. 
Meridian-born,  to  bloom  in.     This  opinion 

Made  the  chaste  Catherine  look  a  little  grim, 
Who  did  not  like  at  first  to  lose  her  minion  : 

But  when  she  saw  his  dazzling  eye  wax  dim. 

And  drooping  like  an  eagle's  with  clipp'd  pinion, 

She  then  resolved  to  send  him  on  a  mission, 

But  in  a  style  becoming  his  condition. 
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XLV. 

There  was  just  then  a  kind  of  a  difijufUiioii^ 

A  sort  of  treaty  or  negotiatioD| 
Between  the  British  cabinet  and  Russian, 

Maintained  with  all  the  dae  preTarication 
With  which  great  states  such  things  are  apt  to  pqsli  pii; 

Something  about  the  Baltic's  navigation « 
Hides,  train-oil,  tallow,  and  the  rights  of  Tb^ti^ 
Which  Britons  deem  their  **  uti  possidetis.^* 

XLVl 

So  Catherine,  who  had  a  handsome  way 

Of  fitting  oat  her  fo?ourites,  conferred 
This  secret  charge  on  Juan,  to  display 

At  once  her  royal  splendour,  aod  reward 
His  senriees.    He  kissed  bands  the  next  day, 

Received  instmetions  how  to  play  his  ^ard» 
Was  laden  with  all  kinds  of  gifts  and  ho^purs^ 
Which  show'd  what  great  discernment  was  the  dOQOr^Si 

But  she  was  lucky,  and  luck  's  all*    Your  qu^en^ 

Are  generally  prosperous  in  reigning ; 
Which  puzzles  us  to  know  what  fortune  meaqs. 

But  to  continue :  though  her  years  were  waning. 
Her  climacteric  teased  her  like  her  teen$ ;  I 

And  though  her  dignity  brpok'd  no  complainings 
So  much  did  Juan's  setting  off  distress  her, 
She  could  not  find  at  first  a  fit  successor. 

XLvin. 

But  time,  the  comforter^  will  come  at  last ; 

And  four-and-twenty  hours,  and  twice  that  number 
Of  candidates  requesting  to  be  placed, 

Made  Catherine  taste  next  night  a  quiet  slumber  :-^ 
Not  that  she  meant  to  fix  again  in  baste, 

Nor  did  she  find  the  quantity  encumber, 
But  always  chusing  with  deliberation, 
Kept  the  place  open  for  their  emulation^ 

XJ4X. 

While  this  high  post  of  honpur  's  in  abeyance^ 

For  one  or  two  days,  reader,  we  request 
You  'n  mount  with  our  young  hero  the  conveyance  ^ 

Which  wafted  him  from  Petersbargh ;  the  best 
Barouche,  which  had  the  glory  to  display  once 

The  fair  Czarina's  autocratic  crest 
(When,  a  new  Iphigene,  she  went  to  Tauris), 
Was  given  to  hejr  favourite,*  and  now  bore  his* 
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h. 

A  batt-dog)  and  a  bull-fioch,  and  an  eroding) 

All  private  favourites  of  Don  Juan ;  for 
(Let  deeper  sages  the  trae  cause  determine) 

He  had  a  kind  of. inclination,  or 
Weakness^  for  what  most  people  deem  mere  vermiiH-^ 

Live  animab : — an  old  maid  of  threescore 
For  cats  and  birds  more  pentfumi  ne'er  displayed  ^ 
Although  he  was  not  old,  flor  even  a  m|ad. 

LL 

The  animals  aforesaid  occupied 

Their  station :  there  were  falets,  secretariesi 
In  other  vehicles  ;  hot  at  his  mde 

Sat  little  Leila^  who  survived  the  parries 
He  made  Against  Cossack  sabres,  in  the  wide. 

Slaiighter  of  Ismail.   Though  my  wild  muse  varies 
Her  note,  she  don't  forget  the  infant  girl 
Whom  he  preserved)  a  pure  and  living  pearl. 

Ltl. 

Poor  little  thing  !   She  was  as  fair  as  dacile, 

And  with  that  gentle,  serious  character^ 
As  rare  in  living  beings  as  a  fossile 

Man,  'midst  thy  mouldy  mammoths,  <'  grwad  Cwrm  !'* 
Ill  fitted  with  her  ignorance  to  jostle  * 

With  this  overwhelming  world,  where  all  OMist  err : 
But  she  was  yet  bat  ten  years  old,  and  therefore 
Was  tranquil,  though  she  knew  not  why  or  wherefore* 

Lin. 

Don  Juan  loved  her,  and  she  loved  him,  as 

Nor  brother,  father,  sister,  daughter  love. 
I  cannot  tell  exactly  what  it  waa ; 

He  was  not  yet  quite  old  enough  to  prove 
Parental  feelings,  and  the  other  class^ 

Caird  brotherly  affection,  could  not  move 
His  bosom — for  he  net er  had  a  sister  : 
Ah  !  if  he  had,  how  much  he  would  havo  mlss'd  her  1 

LIV. 

And  still  less  was  it  sensual ;  ibr  besides 

That  he  wu  not  an  ancient  debauchee 
(Who  like  sour  fruit  to  stir  their  veins'  salt  tides, 

As  acids  rouse  a  dormant  alkali). 
Although  ('<  fn*^  happen  as  our  planet  guides) 

His  youth  was  not  the  chastest  that  might  be, 
There  was  the  purest  platonism  at  bottom 
Of  all  his  feelings — only  he  forgot  'em. 


.f 
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LV. 

Just  DOW  there  was  no  peril  of  temptation  ; 

He  loved  the  infant  orphan  he  had  saved, 
As  patriots  (now  and  then)  may  love  a  nation  ; 

His  pride  too  felt  that  ^e  was  not  enslaved, 
Owing  to  him ; — as  also  her  salvation, 

Through  his  means  and  the  church's,  might  be  paved. 
But  one  thing  *s  odd^  which  here  must  be  inserted — 
The  little  Turk  refused  to  be  converted. 

LVI. 

'T  was  strange  enough  she  should  retain  the  impression 
Through  such  a  scene  of  change,  and  dread,  and  slaughter ; 

But,  though  three  bishops  told  her  the  transgression. 
She  show'd  a  great  dislike  to  holy  water : 

She  also  had  no  passion  for  confessidn ; 

Perhaps  she  had  nothing  to  confess : — ^no  matter ; 

Whatever  the  cause,  the  church  made  little  of  it — 

She  still  held  out  that  Mahomet  was  a  prophet. 

LVII. 

In  fact,  the  only  christian  she  could  bear 

Was  Juan,  whom  she  seem'd  to  have  selected 

In  place  of  what  her  home  and  friends  once  were» 
He  natwraUy  loved  what  he  protected  ; 

And  thus  they  form'd  a  rather  curious  pair  : 
A  guardian  green  in  years,  a  ward  connected 

In  neither  clime,  time,  blood,  wilii  her  defender ; 

And  yet  this  want  of  ties  made  theirs  more  tender. 

< 

LVIII. 

They  journey'd  on  through  Poland  and  through  Warsaw, 
Famous  for  mines  of  salt  and  yokes  of  iron  : 

Through  Courland  also,  which  that  famous  farce  saw. 
Which  gave  her  dukes  '  the  graceless  name  of  *'  Biron.*^ 

T  is  the  same  landscape  which  the  modem  Mars  saw, 
Who  march'd  to  Moscow,  led  by  fame,  the  syren  1 

To  lose,  by  one  month's  frost,  some  twenty  years 

Of  conquest,  and  his  guard  of  grenadiers. 

UX. 

Let  not  this  seem  an  antindimax  : — *-*•  Oh  ! 

My  guard  !  my  old  guard  !"  exclaim'd  that  god  of  clay- 
Think  of  the  thunderer's  falling  down  below 

Carotid-artery-cutting  Castlereagh ! — 
Alas !  that  glory  should  be  chill'd  by  snow  ! 

But,  should  we  wish  to  warm  us  on  our  way 
Through  Poland,  there  is  Kosciusko's  name 
Might  scatter  fire  through  ice,  like  Hecla's  flame. 
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LX. 

From  Poland  tbey  came  on  through  Pntfsia  Proper, 

And  Koningsberg  the  capital,  whose  vaunt, 
Besides  some  veins  of  iron,  lead,  or  copper, 

Has  lately  been  the  great  Professor  Kant. 
Juan,  who  cared  not  a  tobacco-stopper 

About  philosophy,  pursued  his  jaunt 
To  Germany,  whose  somewhat  tardy  millions 
Hare  princes  who  spur  more  than  their  postilions. 

LXI. 

And  thence  thrdugfa  Berlin,  Dresden,  and  the  like. 

Until  he  reached  the  casteHated  Rhme  : — 
Ye  glorious  gothic  scenes !  how  much  ye  strike 

All  phantasies,  not  e'en  excepting  mine  : 
A  gray  wall,  agreen  ruin,  rus^  pike 

Make  my  soul  pass  the  equinoctial  line 
Between  the  present  and  past  worlds,  and  hover 
Upon  their  airy  confine,  halfnseas-over. 

LXII. ' 

But  Juan  posted  on  through  Manheim,  Bono, 

Wluch  Drachenl6ls  frowns  over,  like  a  spectre 
Of  the  good  feudal  times  for  ever  gcme. 

On  which  I  have  not  time  just  now  to  lecture. 
From  thence  he  was  drawn  onwards  to  Cologne, 

A  city  which  presents  to  the  inspector 
Eleven  thousand  maddenheads  of  bone. 
The  greatest  number  flesh  hath  ever  known.' 

LXIII.  ! 

From  thence  to  HoDand's  Hague  and  Helvoetslnys, 

That  water-land  of  Dutchmen  and  of  ditches. 
Where  juniper  expresses  its  best  juice — 

The  poor  man's  sparkling  subi^tute  for  riches. 
Senates  and  sages  have  condemned,  its  use — . 

But  to  deny  the  mob  a  cordial  which  is 
Too  often  all  the  clothing,  meat,  or  fuel, 
Good  government  has  left  them^  seems  but  cruel. 

LXIV. 

Here  he  embark*d,  and,  with  a  flowing  sail. 

Went  bounding  for  the  island  of  the  free, 
Towards  which  the  impatient  wiud  blew  half  a  gale ; 

High  dash'd  the  spray,  the  bows  dipp'd  in  the  sea» 
And  sea-sick  passengers  torn'd  somewhat  pale  : 

But  Juan,  seasoned,  as  he  well  might  be 
By  former  voyages,  stood  to  watch  the  skiffs 
Which  pass'd,  or  catch  the  first  glimpse  of  the  cliffs. 

IV.  10 
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LXV. 

At  length  they  rose,  like  a  white  wall  abiig 
The  hlue  sea's  border  ;  and  Don  Jnan  felt-^ 

What  even  young  strangers  feel,  a  Little  strong 
>At  the  first  sight  of  Albion's  chalky  belt — 

A  kind  of  pride  that  he  ^ouid  be  among 
Those  haughty  shopkeep^s,  vAto  sternly  dealt 

Their  goods  and  edicts  ovt  from  pole  to  pole, 

And  made  the  very  baUows  pay  tih«m  tott. 

LXVI. 

I  have  no  great  cause  lo  knre  that  apoC  of  eaHli» 
Which  holds  what  ntigM  kme  6een  l^e  iioblest  nation  ; 

But,  though  I  owe  it  tittlio  but  my  birth, 
I  feel  a  mix'd  regret  a&d  ^feneration 

For  its  decaying  fame  and  former  worth. ' 
Seven  years  (the  usual  term  of  transportation) 

Of  absence  lay  One's  old  resentment  ]«vel. 

When  a  man's  country  's  going  to  ^e  <dci?ii. 

LXVIL 

Alas !  could  she  but  fully,  truly,  know 

How  her  great  name  is  now  throughout  abhorred ; 

How  eager  all  the  earth  is  for  the  blow 

Which  shall  lay  bare  her  bosom  to  the  nwwd ; 

How  all  the  nations  deem  her  their  ^ma^t  he. 
That  worse  than  worst  qffoet, — ^the  tfnte  adoned 

False  friend,  who  held  out  freedom  to  mankind, 

And  now  would  chaun  them  to  the  very  mind ; — 

tXVftl. 

Would  she  be  proud,  or  boast  betself  thts  ttee. 
Who  is  but  first  of  slaves?    The  nations  are 

In  prison  ;  but  the  jailbr,  what  is  he  ? 
No  less  a  victim  to  the  bolt  and  bar. 

Is  the  poor  privilege  to  turn  the  key 

Upon  the  captive,  freedom  ?     He  's  as  far 

From  the  enjoyment  of  the  earth  and  air 

Who  watches  o'er  the  chain,  ais  tiiey  who  wear. 

LXIX, 

Don  Juan  now  saw  Albion^s  earliest  beaiitiefr-^ 
Thy  clifis,  dear  Dover  !  harbour,  and  hot&l ; 

Thy  custom-house  with  all  hs  delicate  duties ; 
Thy  waiters  running  mucks  at  every  beU ; 

Thy  packets,  all  whose  passengers  are  booties 
To  those  who  upon  land  or  water  dwell ; 

And  last,  not  least,  to  strangers  umnstructed, 

Thy  long,  long  bills,  whence  nothing  is  deducted. 
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LXX. 


Joan,  tlioagh  careleM*  youwg,  and  magnifiauey 
And  rich  in  roaUos,  diaBM>nds,  cash,  and  credit, 

Who  did  not  limit  much  his  bills  per  week, 
Yet  stared  at  this  a  little,  though  he  paid  It — 

(His  maggicT  duomo,  a  smart  subtle  Greek, 

Before  him  summ'd  the  awful  scroll  and  read  it : 

But  doubtless  as  the  air,  though  seldom  sunny, 

Is  free,  the  respiration  's  worth  the  mo^y. 

LXXI. 

On  with  the  horses !    Off  to  Canterbury  ! 

Tramp,  tramp  o'er  pebble,  and  i|»lash,  splash  through  puddle, 
Hurrah !  how  swiftly  speeds  the  post  so  merry ! 

Not  like  slow. Germany,  wherein  they  muddle 
Along  the  road,  as  if  they  went  to  bury 

Their  fare;  and  also'  payse,  besides,  to  fuddle 
With  *  *  schnapps  " — sad  dogs !  whom  *  *  Hundsfot"  or  **  Ferflucter'* 
Affect  no  more  than  lightning  a  conductor. 

LXXIL 

Now  there  is  nothing  gives  a  man  such  spirits. 

Leavening  his  blood  as  Cayenne  doth  a  curry. 
As  going  at  full  qieed — no  matter  where  its 

Direction  be,  so  't  i&  but  in  a  hprry, 
And  merely  for  the  sake  of  its  own  merits : 

For  the  less  cause  there  is  for  all  this  flurry, 
The  greater  is  the  pleasure  in  arriving 
At  the  great  end  of  travel — ^whioh  is  driving. 

Lxxm. 

They  saw  at  Cantertmry  the  cathedral ; 

Black  Edward'/}  helm,  and  Becket's  bloody  stone, 
Were  pointed  out  as  usual  by  the  bedral, 

In  the  same  quaint,  unint^ested  tone  : 
There  's  glory  again  for  you,  gentle  reader  !  All 

Ends  in  a  rusty  casque  and  dubious  bone. 
Half-solved  into  those  sodas,  or  magnesias, 
Which  form  that  bitter  draught,  the  human  species. 

i^xxiy. 

The  effect  on  Juan  Was  of  course  sublime  ; 

He  breathed  a  thousand  Cressys,  as  be  saw 
That  casque,  which  never  stoop'd,  except  to  Time. 

Even  tiie  bold  churchmflm's  tomb  eixited  awe, 
Who  died  in  tihe  then  great  attempt  to  climb 

O'er  kings,  who  now  at  least  nrnti  talk  of  law, 

Before  they  butcher.    Little  Leila  gazed, 

And  ask'd  why  such  a  structure  had  been  raised : 

^  19* 
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LXXV. 

And  being  told  it  jras  ''  God*8  boose,"  she  said 
He  was  well  lodged,  but  only  wonder'd  bow 

He  suff^d  infidels  in'bis  bomestead, 
Tbe  cruel  Nazarenes,  wbo  had  laid  low 

His  holy  temples  in  the  lands  which  bred 
The  true  believers ; — ^and  her  infant  brow 

Was  bent  with  grief  that  Msdioinet  should  resign 

A  mosque  so  noble,  flung  like  pearls  to  swine. 

LXXVI. 

On,  on !  through  meadows,  managed  like  a  garden, 

A  paradise  of  hops  and  high  production ; 
For,  after  years  of  travel  by  a  bard  in 

Countries  of  greater  heat  but  lesser  suction, 
A  green  field  is  a  sight' which  makes  him  pardon 

The  absence  of  that  more  sublime  construction 
Which  mixes  up  vines,  olives,  precipices, 
Olaciers,  volcanos,  oranges,  and  ices. 

LXXVIL 

And  when  I  think  upon  a  pot  of  beer    >    ■ 
But  I  won't  weep  != — and  so,  drive  on,  postilions ! 

As  the  smart  boys  spurr'd  fast  in  their  career, 
Juan  admired  thesc^  highways*  of  free  millions ; 

A  country  in  all  senses  the  most  dear 

To  foreigner  or  native,  save  some  silly  ones, 

Who  *'  kick  against  the  pricks**  ^nst  at  this  juncture, 

And  for  their  pains  get  only  a  f^esh  puncture. 

LXXVIIL 

^Vbat  a  delightful  tlung  *s  a  turnpike  road ! 

^    So  smooth,  so  level,  such  a  mode  of  shavipg 

The  earth,  as  scarce  the  eagle  in  the  broad 

Air  can  accomplish,  with  hb  wide  wings  waving. 
Had  such  been  cut  in  Phaeton's  time,  the  god 

Had  told  his  son  to  satisfy  his  craving 
With  the  York  mail ; — ^but^  onward  as  we  roll, 
**  Surgit  amari  aliqoid" — ^the  toll ! 

LXXIX. 

Alas!  how  deeply  painful  is  all  payment  1 

Take  lives,  take  wives,  take  aught  except  men's  purses. 
As  Machiavel  shows  those  in  purple  raiment, 

Such  is  the  shortest  way  to  general  curses. 
They  hate  a  murderer  much  less  than  a  cldmant 

On  that  sweet  ore,  which  every  body  nurses : 
Kill  a  man's  family,  and  he  may  brook  it— 
But  keep  your  hands  out  of  his  breaches'  pocket. 
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LXXX. 

So  said  the  Florentine  :  ye  monarchs,  hearken 

To  your  instructor.    Juan  now  was  borne, 
Jost  as  the  day  began  to  wane  and  darken, 

O'er  the  high  hill  which  looks  wiUi  )>ride  or  scorn 
Toward  the  great  city : — ye  who  have  a  spark  in 

Your  veins  of  Cockney  spirit,  smile  or  moarn. 
According  as  you  take  things  well  or  ill — 
Bold  Britons,  we  are  now  on  Shooter's  Hill ! 

LXXXI. 

The  sun  went  down,  the  smoke  rose  up,  as  from 

A  half^unqnench'd  volcano,  o'er  a  space 
Which  well  beseem'd  the  '^  Qevil's  drawing-room,^'  ^ 

As  some  have  qualified  that  wondrous  place* 
But  Juan  felt,  though  not  approaching  Aome, 

Ab  one  who,  though  he  were  not  of  the  race, 
Revered  the  soil,  of  those  true  sons  the  mother, 
Who  butcher'd  half  the  earth,  and  bullied  t'  other.  • 

Lxxxn. 

A  mighty  mass  of  brick,  and  smoke,  and  shipping. 

Dirty  and  dusky,  but  as  wide  as  eye    . 
Cou]4  reach,  with  here  and  there  a  sail  just  skipping  ^ 

In  sight,  then  lost  amidst  the  forestry 
Of  masts ;  a  wilderness  of  steeples  peeping 

On  tiptoe,  through  their  sea-coal  canopy ; 
A  huge  dun  cupola,  like  a  foolscap  crown 
On  a  fooFs  head — and  there  is  London  town  / 

Lxxxin. 

But  Juan  saw  not  this  :  eacK  wreath  of  smoke 

Appeared  to  him  but  as  tlie  magic  vapour 
Of  some  alchymic  furnace,  from  whence  broke 

The  wealth  of  worlds  (a  wealth  qf  tax  and  paper) ; 
The  gloomy  clouds,  which  o'er  it  as  ^  yoke 

Are  bow'd,  and  put  the  sun  out  like  a  taper. 
Were  nothing  but  the  natural  atmosphere — 
Extremely  wholesome,  though  but  rarely  clear. 

LXXXIV. 

He  paused — and  so  will  I ;  as  doth  a  crew 

Before  they  give  their  broadside.    By  and  by. 
My  gentle  countrymen,  we  will  renew 

Our  old  acquaintance,  and  at  least  I  '11  try 
To  tell  you  truths  you  will  not  take  as  true, 

Because  they  are  so, — a  male  Mrs.  Fry, 
With  a  soft  besom  will  I  sweep  your  halls. 
And  brush  a  web  or  two  from  off  the  walls. 
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LXXXV. 

Oh,  Mrs.  Fry .'  why  go  to  Newgate  ?    Why 

Preach  to  poor  rogaes  ?    And  wherefore  not  begin 

With  Carlton,  or  with  other  houses  ?    Try 
Your  hand  at  hardened  and  imperial  sin. 

To  mend  the  people  ^s  an  absurdity, 
A  jargon,  a  mere  philanthropic  din. 

Unless  you  make  their  betters  better  : — Fie ! 

I  thought  you  had  more  religion,  Mrs.  Fry. 

LXXXVI. 

Teach  them  the  decencies  of  good  threescore ; 

Cure  them  of 'tours.  Hussar  and  Highland  dresses ; 
Tell  them  that  youth  once  gone  returns  no  more^ 

That  hired  huzzas  redeem  no  land's  distresses ; 
Tell  them  Sir  William  Curtis  is  a  bore, 

Too  dull  even  for  the  dullest  of  excesses — 
The  witless  Falstaff  of  a  hoary  Hal, 
A  fool  whose  bells  have  ceased  to  ring  at  all;—* 

LXXXVII. 

Tell  them,  though  it  may  be  perha^  too  late, ' 
On  lifes  worn  confine,  jaded,  bloated,  sated, 

To  set  up  vain  pretences  of  being  great, 
*T  is  not  so  to  be  good ;  and  be  it  stated, 

The  worthiest  kings  have  ever  loved  least  state ; 
And  tell  them ^but  you  won't  ^  and  I  have  prated 

Just  now  enough ;  but  by  and  by  1 11  prattle 

Like  Roland's  horn  in  Roncesvalles'  battle. 
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NOTES  TO  CANTO  X. 


Note  1.  Stanza  xiii. 

Would  scarcely  join  again  tbe  *'  refonnadoef.* 

**  Reformers"  or  rather  ^Reformed."  The  Baron  Bradwardine,  in  Wareiley,  is 
authority  for  the  word. 

Note  2.  Stanza  XV. 

The  endless  soot  bestows  a  tint  ftr  deeper 
Than  can  be  hid  by  altenng  his  shirt. 

Query,  suit  ?--PtasmsR*a  Qevil. 

Note  3.  Stanza  xtui. 

The  Dee,  the  Don,  Balgoonie's  Brix's  black  waU, 

The  brig  of  Don,  near  the  ^  auld  toun"  of  Aberdeen,  with  its  one  arch  and  its 
black  deep  salmon  stream  below,  is  in  my  memory  as  yesterday.  I  still  remember, 
though  perhaps  I  may  misquote,  the  awful  proverb  which  made  me  pause  to  cross 
it,  and  yet  lean  over  it  with  a  ahildish  delight,  being  an  only  son,  at  least  by  the 
mother's  side.  The  saying,  as  recollected  by  me,  was  this — but  I  have  never  heard 
or  seen  it  since  I  was  nine  years  of  age : — 

Brif  of  Balgonnie,  blftclra  year  wa'; 
Wi'  a  wife's  at  ton  and  a  mear's  tufoal 
Doan  ye  shall  &'f 

Note  4.  Stanza  xxxiv. 

Oh  for  tifortv-paraon  power  to  chaunt 
Thy  praise,  hypocrisy. 

A  metaphor  taken  from  the  ** forty-horse  power''  of  a  steam-engine.  That  mad 
wag,  the  Reverend  S.  S.,  sitting  by  abrother  clergyman  at  dinner,  observed  after- 
wards that  his  dull  ne^hbour  had  a  twelve-parson  power  of  conversation. 

Note  5.  Stanza  xxxvi. 

To  strip  fhe  Saxons  of  their  hifdes,  like  turners. 

^  Hyde." — ^I  believe  a  hyde  of  land  to  be  a  legitimate  word,  and  as  such  subject 
to  the  tax  of  a  quibble. 

Note  6.  Stanza  xtix. 

Was  given  to  her  favourite,  and  now  bore  hit. 

The  Empress  went  to  the  Crimea,  accompanied  by  the  Emperor  Joseph,  in  the 
year— I  forget  which. 

Note  7.  Stan^lviii. 

Which  gave  her  dukes  the  graceless  name  of  ^Biron.» 

In  the  Empress  Anne's  time,  Biron  her  &vourite  assumed  the  name  and  arms  of 
the  **Birons'»  of  France,  which  famili^  are  yet  extant  with  that  of  England.   There 
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are  ■till  the  daughters  of  Courland  of  that  name ;  one  of  them  I  remember  teeing  in 
England  in  the  bleesed  year  of  the  Allies— the  DucheM  of  S.— to  whom  the  English 
Duchess  of  S     "t  presented  me  as  a  name-sake. 

Note  8.  Staasalxii. 

Elerea  thouand  aaaideiiheadfl  of  bone. 
The  sreateit  number  fleih  bath  ever  kaovn. 

St.  Ursula  and  hen'  eleyen  thousand  Tirgins  were  still  extant  in  1816,  and  mnj  be 
80  yet  as  much  as  erer. 

Note  9.  Stanza  Ixxxt 
Who  Imlcher'd  half  the  earth,  and  boUled  V  other. 
India.  America. 
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CANTO    XL 

I. 

When  Bbbop  Berkeley  said  *'  there  was  no  matter," 
And  proved  it — ^*t  vr$is  no  matter  what  be  said : 

They  say  his  system  't  is  in  vain  to  batter, ;. 
Too  subtle  for  the  airiest  hmnan  head ; 

And  yet  who  can  believe  it  ?    I  would  shatter 
Gladly  all  matters  down  to  stone  or  lead, 

Or  adamant,  to  find  the  world  a  spirit, 

And  wear  kny  head,  denying  that  I  wear  it, 

U. 

What  a  sublime  discovery  *t  was  to  make  the 

Universe  universal  egotism, 
That  all  *8  ideal — all  ourselves!   I  'U  stake  the 

World  (be  it  what  yau  will)  that  thai  *s  no  schism. 
Oh  doubt  I — ^if  thou  be*st  doubt,  for  which  some  take  thee. 

But  which  I  doubt  extremely — ^tbou  sole  prism 
Of  the  truth's  rays,  spoil  not  my  draught  of  spirit ! 
Heaven's  brandy,  though  our  brain  can  hardly  bear  it. 

III. 

For  ever  and  anon  comes  indigestion 

(]Not  the  most  '^  dainty  Ariel"),  and  perplexes 

Our  soarings  with  another  sort  of  question  : 
And  that  which,  after  all,  my  spirit  vexes 

Is,  that  I  find  no  spot  where  man  can  rest  |ye  on. 
Without  confusion  of  the  sorts  and  sexes,     • 

Of  beings,  stars,  and  this  unriddled  wonder. 

The  world,  which  at  the  worst  ^s  a  glorious  blunder — 

IV. 

If  it  be  chance ;  or  if  it  be  according* 
To  the  old  text,  still  better !  lest  it  should 

Tom  out  so,  we  'U  say  nothing  'gainst  the  wording. 
As  several  people  think  such  hazards  rude  : 

They  're  right ;  our  days  are  too  brief  for  affording 
Space  to  dispute  what  no  one  jever  could 

Decide,  and  every  botfy  one  day  will 

Know  very  clearly — or  at  last  lie  still. 


2flB  BYRON'S  WORKS.    . 

V- 

And  therefore  will  I  leave  off  metaphysical 
Discussion,  which  is  neither  here  n'or  there  : 

If  I  ag^ee  that  what  is,  is — ^then  this  I  call 
Being  quite  perspicuous  and  extremely  fair. 

Hie  truth  is,  I  Ve  grown  lately  rather  phthisical : 
I  don't  know  what  the  reason  is — ^the  air, 

Perhaps ;  hut  as  I  suS&r  from  the  shocks 

Of  illness,  I  grow  much  more  orthodox. 

VI. 

The  first  attack  at  once  proved'  the  dirmity 
(But  that  I  neyer  doubted,  nor  the  deyil) ; 

The  next,  the  Virgin's  mystical  virginity ; 
The  third,  the  usual  origin  of  evil ; 

The  fourth  at  once  established  the  whole  Trinity 
On  so  incontrovertible  a  level, 

That  I  devoutly  wish  the  three  were  four, 

On  purpose  to  believe  so  much  the  more. 

VII. 

To  our  theme  : — The  man  who  has  stood  on  the  Acropolis^ 

And  look'd  down  over  Attica ;  or  he 
Who  has  sail'd  whefe  picturesque  Constantinople  i&. 

Or  seen  Tombuctoo,  or  hath  taken  tea 
In  small-eyed  China's  crockery-wsffe  me^opolis, 

Or  sat  amidst  the  bricks  of  Nineveh, 
May  not  ^hink  much  of  London's  first  appearance-— 
Bui  ask  him  what  he  thinks  of  it  a  year  hence  ? 

VIII. 

Don  Juan  had  got  out  on  'Shooter's  Hilt — 
Sunset  the  time,  the  place  the  same  declivity 

Which  looks  along  thaet  vale  of  good  and  ill, 
Where  London  streets  ferment  in  full  activity ; 

Wliile  every  thing  ^u-oiind  was  calm  and  still. 
Except  the  creak  of  wheels,  whicli  on  their  pivot  he 

Heard, — and  that  bee-like,  bubbling,  busy  hum 

Of  cities,  that  boil  over  with  their  scum  : — 

IX. 

I  say,  Don  Juan,  rapt  in  contemplation, 

Walk'd  on  behind  his  carriage,  o'er  the  sumnnt. 

And  lost  in  wonder  of  so  great  a  nation,   . 
Gave  way  to  't,  since  he  could  not  overcome  it. 

'<  And  here,"  he  cried,  ^^  is  freedom's  chosen  station; 
Here  peals  the  people's  voice,  nor  can  entomb  it 

Racks,  prisons,  inquisitions ;  resurrection 

Awaits  it,  each  new  meeting  or  election. 
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X. 

*'  Here  are  chaste  wives,  pure  lires ;  here  people  pay 
But  what  they  please ;  and  if  that  things  be  deary 

T  is  only  that  they  love  to  throw  away 
Their  cash,  to  show  how  much  they  haye  a-year. 

Here  laws  are  all  inviolate ;  none  lay 
Traps  for  the  traveller;  every  highway  *s  dear : 

Here *'  he  was  interrupted  by  a  knife, 

With  *'  D — n  your  eyes !  your  money  or  your  life." 

XI. 

These  freeborn  sounds  proceeded  from  four  pads, 

In  ambush  laid,  who  had  perceived  him  loiter 
Behind  his  carriage ;  and^  like  handy  lads, 

Had  seized  the  lucky  hour  to  recomioitrei 
In  which  the  heedless  gentleman  who  gads 

Upon  the  road,  unless  he  prove  a  fighter. 
May  find  himself,  within  that  isle  of  riches, 
Exposed  to  lose  his  life  as  well  as  breeches. 

XII. 

Juan,  who  did  not  understand  a  word 
Of  English,  save  their  shibboleth,  ^^  God  damn! " 

And  even  that  he  had  so  rarely  heard. 

He  sometimes  thought  *t  was  only  their  *'  sakm," 

Or  ^'  God  be  with  you ! " — and  *t  is  not  absurd 
To  think  so ;  for,  half  English  as  I  am 

(To  my  misfortune),  never  can  I  say 

I  heard  them  wish  •"  God  with  you,"  save  that  way  : — 

XIIL 

Juan  yet  quickly  understood  their  gesture. 

And,  being  somewhat  choleric  and  sudden, 
Drew  forth  a  pocket-pistol  from  his  vesture, 

And  fired  it  into  one  assailant's  pudding — 
Who  fell,  as  rolls  an  ox  o'er  in  his  pasture. 

And  roar'd  out,  as  he  writhed  his  native  mud  in. 
Unto  his  nearest  follower  or  henchman, 
'<  Oh  Jack !  I  'm  floored  by  that  'ere  bloody  Frenchman !" 

XIV. 

On  which  Jack  and  his  train  set  off  at  speed. 

And  Juan's  suite,  late  scatter'd  at  a  cUstance, 
Came  up,  all  marvelUmg  at  such  a  deed, 

And  offering,  as  usual,  late  assistance. 
Juan,  who  saw  the  moon's  late  minion  bleed 

As  if  his  veins  would  pour  out  his  existence, 
Stood  calling  out  for  bandages  and  lint. 
And  wish'd  he  'd  been  less  hasty  with  his  flint. 
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XV. 

'<  Perhaps,"  thongbt  he,  '^  it  is  the  couiiti3r's  wont 
To  welcome  foreigners  in  this  way  :  now 

I  recollect  some  innkeepers  who  don't 
Differ,  except  in  robbing  with  a  bow, 

In  lieu  of  a  bare  blade  and  brazen  front. 
But  what  is  to  be  done  ?    I  can't  allow 

The  fellow  to  lie  groaning  on  the  road  : 

So  take  him  up ;  1  'U  help  you  with  the  load.'^ 

XVI. 

But,  ere  they  could  perform  this  pious  duty, 
The  dying  man  cried,  ''  Hold !  I  *?e  got  my  gruel! 

Oh  \  for  a  glass  of  mauc!    We  'ye  miss'd  our  booty ; 
Let  me  die  where  I  am ! "    And,  as  the  fuel 

Of  life  shrunk  in  his  heart,  and  thick  and  sooty 
The  drops  fell  from  his  death-wound,  and  he  drew  ill 

His  breath,  he  from  his  swelling  throat  untied 

A  kerchief,  crying  '*  Give  Sal  that  I " — and  died. 

xvn. 

* 

The  crayat,  stain'd  with  bloody  drops,  fell  down 
Before  Don  Juan's  feet :  he  could  not  tell 

Exactly  why  it  was  before  him  thrown. 
Nor  what  the  meaning  of  the  man'«  fareweU^ 

Poor  Tom  was  once  a  kiddy  upon  town, 
A  thorough  varmint,  and  a  real  swell. 

Full  flash,  all  fancy,  until  fairly  diddled — 

His  pockets  first,  and  then  his  body  riddled. 

xvni. 

Don  Juan,  haying  done  the  best  he  could 

In  all  the  circumstances  of  the  case,    ' 
As  soon  as  '^crowner's  quest"  aUow'd,  pursued 

His  trayels  to  the  capital  apace  \-^ 
Esteeming  it  a  little  hard  he  should 

In  twelve  hours'  time,  and  very  little  space. 
Have  been  obliged  to  slay  a  freeborn  native 
In  selfniefence  :  this  made  him  meditative.  ., 

XIX. 

He  from  the  world  had  cut  off  a  great  man, 
Who  in  his  time  had  made  heroic  bustle. 

Who  in  a  row  like  Tom  could  lead  the  van, 
Booze  in  the  ken,  or  at  the  spelken  hustle? 

Who  queer  a  flat?    Who  (spile  of  fiow-street's  ban) 
On  the  high  toby-spice  so  flash  the  muzzle? 

Who  on  a  lark,  with  black-eyed  Sal  (liis  blowing), 

So  prime,  so  swell,  so  nutty,  and  so  knowinji^  ?  ' 
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XX. 

But  Tom  *8  no  more — and  so  no  more  of  Tom. 

Heroes  must  die ;  and  by  God's  blessings  *t  is 
Not  long  before  the  most  of  them  go  home. —        '' 

Hail!  Thamis,  hail!     Upon  thy  verge  it  is 
That  Jilan's  chariot,  rolling  like  a  drum 

In  thunder,  holds  the  way  it  can^t  well  miss, 
Through  Kennington  and  all  the  other  *^tons,**  /^ 

Which  make  us  wish  ourselves  in  town  at  once ; 

XXI. 

Through  '*  groves,**  so  call'd  as  being  void  of  trees 
(Like  2uctis  from  no  light)  ;  through  prospects  named 

Mount  Pleasant,  as  containing  nought  to  please,* 
Nor  much  to  climb ;  through  little  boxes  framed 

Of  bricks,  to  let  the  dust  in  at  your  ease, ' 
With  ^^  To  be  let "  upon  their  doors  proclaimed  ; 

Through  "rows"  most  modestly  calVd  "Paradise,'' 

Which  Eve  might  quit  without  much  sacrifice ; 

XXII. 

Through  coaches,  drays,  chok'd  turnpikes,  and  a  whirl 

Of  wheels,  and  roar  of  voices,  and  confusion ; 
Here  taverns  wooing  to  a  pint  of  '*  purl," 

There  mails  fast  flying  off  like  a  delusion ;  ' 
There  barbers'  blocks  with  periwigs  in  curl 

In  windows ;  here  the  lamp-lighter's  infusion 
Slowly  distill'd  into  the  glimmering  glass — 
(For  in  those  days  we  had  not  got  to  gas)  ; 

xxni. 

Through  this,  and  much,  and  more,  is  the  approach 

Of  travellers  to  mighty  Babylon  : 
Whether  they  come  by  horse,  or  chaise,  of  coach. 

With  slight  exceptions,  all  the  ways  seem  one; 
I  could  say  more,  but  .do  not  chuse  to  encroach 

Upon  the  guide-book's  privilege.    The  sun 
Had  set  some  time,  and  night  was  on  the  ridge 
Of  twilight,  as  the  party  cross'd  the  bridge. 

XXIV. 

That 's  rather  fine,  the  gentle  sound  of  Thamis — 

Who  vindicates  a  moment  too  his  stream^- 
Though  hardly  heard  through  multifarious  "dam'mes.'* 

The  lamps  of  Westminster's  more  regular  gleam ; « 
The  breadth  of  pavement,  and  yon  shrine  where  Fame  Is 

A  spectral  resident — whose  pallid  beam 
In  shape  of  moonshine  hov^^  o'er  the  pile 
Make  this  a  sacred  part  of  Albion's  isle. 


802  BYRON'S  WORKS. 

XXV. 

The  Druids'  ^oves  are  gone — ^so  mach  the  better : 
Stone-HeDge  is  not — bat  what  the  devil  is  it  ? — 

But  Bedlam  still  exists  with  its  sage  fetter, 
That  madmen  may  not  bite  you  on  a  visit ; 

The  Bench  too  seats  or  suits  full  many  a  debtor ; 

The  Mansion-house,  too  (though  some  people  quiz  it). 

To  me  appears  a  stiff  yet  grand  erection ; 

But  then  the  Abbey  's  worth  the  whole  collection. 

XXVL 

The  line  of  tights  too  up  to  Charing-Cross, 
Pall-Mall,  and  so  forth,  have  a  coruscation. 

Like  gold  as  in  comparbon  to  dross. 

Matched  with  the  continent's  illumination, 

Whose  cities  night  by  no  means  deigns  to  gloss. 
The  French  were  not  yet  a  lamp-lighting  nation, 

And  when  they  grew  so — on  their  new-found  lantern, 

Instead  of  wicks,  they  made  a  vncked  man  turn. 

XXVII. 

A  row  of  gentlemen  along  the  streets 

Suspended,  may  illuminate  mankind. 
As  also  bonfires  made  of  country-seats ; 

But  the  old  \vay  is  best  for  tbe  purblind : 
The  other  looks  tike  phosphorus  on  dieets, 

A  sort  of  ignis  fatuus  to  the  mind, 
Which,  though 't  is  certain  to  perplex  and  frighten. 
Must  burn  more  mildly  ere  it  can  enlighten. 

XXVIII. 

But  London  's  so  well  tit,  that  if  Diogenes 
Could  recommence  to  hunt  his  honest  many 

And  found  him  not  amidst  the  various  progenies 
Of  this  enormous  city's  spreading  spawn, 

'T  were  not  for  want  of  lamps  to  aid  his  dodging  his 
Yet  undiscovered  treasure.    What  /  can, 

I  Ve  done  to  find  the  same  throughout  tife's  journey, 

But  see  the  world  is  only  one  attorney. 

XXIX. 

Over  the  stones  still  rattting,  up  PaU-Mall, 

Through  crowds  and  carriages — but  waxing  thinner 

As  thunderM  knockers  broke  tbe  long-seal'd  spell 
Of  doors  'gainst  duns,  and  to  an  early  dinner 

Admitted  a  small  parly  as  night  fell, — 
Don  Juan,  our  young  diplomatic  sinner, 

Pursued  his  path,  and  drove  past  some  hotels, 

St.  James's  Palace  and  St.  James's  '*  HeUs."  * 
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They  reached  the  hotel ;  forth  streoRi'd  £rom  the  (root  door 

A  tide  of  well-clad  waiters,  and  arouod 
The  mob  stood,  aiid  as' usual  several  score 

Of  those  pedestrian  Paphians  who  abound 
In  decent  London,  when  the  daylight 's  o~  er ; 

Commodious  but  immoral,  they  ave  found 
Useful,  like  Malthus,  in  promottng  mariiag^e : 
But  Juan  now  is  stepping  from  his  carriage 

XXXI. 

Into  one  of  the  sweetest  of  hotels, 

Especially  for  foreigners — and  mostly 
For  those  whom  favour  or  whom  fortune  sw^ls, 

And  cannot  find  a  bill's  small  items  costly. 
There  many  an  envoy  either  dwelt  or  dweUs 

(The  den  of  many  a  diplomatic  lost  lie), 
Until  to  some  conspicuous  square  th«y  pass, 
And  blazon  o'er  the  door  their  names  in  brass.. 

XXXIf. 

Juan,  whose  was  a  delicate  commission. 

Private,  though  publicly  important,  bore 
No  tit'le  to  point  out  with  due  predston 

The  exact  affair  on  which  he  was  sent  o'er  : 
'T  was  merely  known  that  on  a  secret  mission  •        -     ■ 

A  foreigner  of  rank  had  graced  our  lAiore, 
Young,  handsome,  and  accompli^M,  w4u>  was  said 
(In  whispers)  to  have  turn'd  his  sovereign's  head. 

XXXHI. 

Some  rumour  also  of  some  strange  adventures 

Had  gone  before  him,  and  his  wars  and  loves ;  > 

And  as  romantic  heads  are  pretty  painters, 
And  above  all,  an  Englishwoman's  roves 

Into  the  excursive,  breaking  the  indentures 
Of'sober  reason,  wheresoe'er  it  moves, 

He  found  himself  extremely  in  the  fashion, 

Wbich  serves  our  thinking  people  for  a  passion. 

XXXIV. 

I  don't  mean  that  they  are  passionless,  but  quite 

The  contrary ;  but  then  't  is  in  the  head ; 
Yet,  as  the  consequences  are  as  briglit 

As  if  they  acted  with  the  heart  instead. 
What  after  all  can  signify  the  site 

Of  lakes' lucubrations?    So  they  lead 
In  safety  to  the  place  for  which  they  start, 
What  matters  if  the  road  be  head  or  heart? 
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XXXV.: 

Juan  presented  in  tbe  proper  place, 

To  proper  placemen,  every  Russ  credential; 

And  was  received  with  all  the  due  grimace, 
By  those  who  govern  in  the  mood  potential. 

Who,  seeing  a  handsome  stripling  with  smooth  £ice, 
Thought  (what  in  state  affiadrs  is  most  essential) 

That  they  as  easily  might  do  the  youngster, 

As  hawks  may  pounce  upon  a  woodland  songster. 

XXXVL ' 

They  err'd,  as  aged  men  will  do  \  hut  hy 
And  by  we  *)l  talk  of  that ;  and  if  we  don't, 

T  will  be  because  our  notion  is  not  high^ 
Of  politicians  and  their  double  front. 

Who  live  by  lies,  yet  dare  not  boldly  lie : — 
Now  what  I  love  in  women  is,  they  won't 

Or  can't  do  otherwise  than  lie,  but  do  it 

So  well,  the  very  truth  seems  falsehood  to  it. 

XXXVII. ': 

And,  after  all,  what  is  a  lie?    T  is  but 
Tlie  truth  in  masquerade ;  and  I  defy 

Historians,  heroes,  lawyers,  priests,  to  put  ] 
A  fact  without  some  leaven  of  a  lie. 

The  very  shadow  of  true  truth  would  shut 
Up  annals,  revelations,  poesy,  ^ 

And  prophecy — except  it  should  be  dated 

Some  years  before  the  incideutsTelated. 

XXXVIIL 

Prfldsed  be  all  liars  and  all  lies  !     Who  now 
Can  tax  my  mild  Muse  with  misanthropy?! 

She  rings  the  world's  *'  Te  Deum,"  and  her  brow 
Blushes  for  those  who  will  not : — ^but  to  sigh 

Is  idle ;  let  us,  like  most  others,  bow, 
Kiss  hands,  feet — any  part  of  Majesty, 

After  the  good  example  of  **  Green  Erin,"     . 

Whose  shamrock  now  seems  rather  worse  for  wearing. 

XXXIX. 

Don  Juan  was  presented,  and  his  dress 
And  mien  excited  general  admiration—- 

I  don't  know  which  was  most  admired  or  less : 
One  monstrous  diamond  drew  much  observation. 

Which  Catherine,  in  a  moment  of  *'ivresse" 
(In  love  or  brandy's  fervent  fermentation), 

Bestow'd  upon  him  as  the  public  learn'd ; 

And,  to  say  truth,  it  had  been  faurly  earn'd. 
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XL. 


Besidei  the  minister^  and  iin^rlings^ 
Who  must  be  courteous  to  t&e  accredited  <  * 

Diplomatists  of  rather  wavering  kings. 
Until  their  royal  riddle  's  fully  read, 

The  very  clerks — ^those  somewhat  dirty  springs 
Of  office,  or  the  house  of  office,  fei^ 

By  foul  corrupdon  into  streams — even  they 

Were  hardly  rude  enough  to  earn  their  pay  : 

And  insolence  no  doubt  is  what  they  are 

'    Employed  for,  smce  it  is  their  djuly  labour,    - 

In  the  dear'  offices  of  peace  or  war ; 

And  should  you  doubt,  pray  ask  of  your  next  neighbour. 
When  for  a  passport,  or  some  other  bar 

To  freedom,  he  applied  (a  grief  and  a  bore) 
If  he  found  not  this  spawn  of  tax-born  riches, 
Like  lap-dogs,  the  least  civil  sons  of  b is. 

V  XLII. 

But  Juan  was  received  with  much  ^*  empressement :' < — 

These  phrases  of  refinement  I  must  borrow 
'  From  our  next  neighbours*  land,  where,  like  a  chessman. 
There  is  a  move  set  down  for  joy  or^sorrow, 

Not  only  in  mere  talking,  but  the  press.     Man, 
In  islands  is,  it  seems,  downright  and  thorough^  - 

More  than  on  continents — as  if  the  sea 

(See  Billingsgate)  made  even  the  tongue  more  free. 

XI.IIL  . 

And  yet  the  British  *'  dam'me  "  *8  rather  Attic : 
Your  continental  oaths  are  but  incontiiient,* 

And  turn  on  things  which  no  aristocratic 
Spirit  would  name,  and  therefore  even  I  won't  anent ' 

This  subject  quote,  as  it  would  be  schismatic 
In  politesse,  and  have  a  sound  affironting  in  *t  :*- 

But  '^dam'me"  's  quite  ethereal,  though  too  daring — 

Platonic  blasphemy,  the  soul  of  swearing. 

XLIV. 

For  downright  rudeness  ye  may  stay  at  home ; 

For  true  or  false  politeness  (and  scarce  thai 
Jiow)  you  may  cross  the  blue  deep  and  white  foam-—* 

The  fiist  the  emblem  (rarely  though)  of  what 
xon  leave  behind,  the  next  of  much  you  come 

To  meet.     However,  *t  is  no  time  to  chat 
On  general  topics :  poems  must  confine 
Themselves  to  unity,  like  this  of  mine. 

IV. 
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XJUV. 

In  the  great  world, — whkl^  beinunteqireted, 
Meaneth  the  west. or  worst  eni  of  a  city, 

And  about  twice  two  thousand  people  bred 
•       By  no  means  to  be  very  wise  or  witty. 

But  to  sit  up  while  others  lie  in  bed, 
And  look  down  on  the  universe  with  pity--- 

Juan,  as  an  inveterate  {^trician, 

Was  well  received  by  persons  of  condition. 

He  was  a  bachelor,  which  is  a  matter 
Of  import  both  to  virgin  and  to  bride. 

The  former's  hymeneal  hopes  to  flatter.; 
And  (should  she  not  hold  fast  by  love  or  pride) 

*T  is  also,  of  some  moment  to  the  latter  : 
A  rib  's  a  thorn  in  a  wed  gallant's  side. 

Requires  decorum,  and  is  apt  to  double 

The  horrid  sin — ^and,  what 's  still  worse,  the  trouble. 

xLvn, 

But  Juan  was  a  bachelor'^-H>f  arts. 

And  parts,  and  hearts :  he  danced  and  sung,  and  had 
An  air  as  sentimental  as  Mozart's 

Softest  of  melodies ;  and  coidd  be  sad 
Or  cheerful,  without  any  <*^ws  or  starts," 

Just  at  the  proper  time ;  and,  though  a  lad. 
Had  seen  the  world-^which  is  a  curious  fiig^t,' 
And  very  much  unlike  wkait  people  write. 

XLVIIL 

Fair  virgins  blush'd  upon  him ;  wedded  dames 

Bloom'd  also  in  4ess  transitory  hues ; 
For  both  commodities  dwell  by  the  Thames, 

The  paintiug  and  the  painted ;  youth,  ceruse. 
Against  his  heart  preferred  their  usual  claims. 

Such  as  no  gentiieman  can  quite  refuse ; 
Daughters  admired  his  dress,  and  pious  mothers 
Inquired  his  income,  and  if  he  had  brothers. 

XhUL 

The  milliners  who  furnish  ''  drapery  misses  '*  ^ 
Throughout  the  season,  upon  speculation 

Of  payment  ere  the  honeymoon's  last  kisses 
Have  waned  into  a  crescent's  coruscation^ 

Thought  such  an  opportunity  as  this  is. 
Of  a  rich  foreigner's  initiation, 

Not  to  be  overlooked,  and  gave  such  credit. 

That  future  bridegrooms  swore,  and  sigh'd,  and  paid  it. 
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L. 

The  Blaes,  that  tender  tribe,  who  mgh  o'er  sonnets, 

And  with  the  pa^es  of  the  last  review 
Line  the  interior  of  their  heads  or  bonnets, 

Advanced  hi  all  their  azure**  highest  fane : 
They  talk'd  bad  French  or  Spanish,  and  upon  its 

Late  auihors  ask^d  him  for  a  hint  or  two ; 
And  which  was  softest,  Russian  or  Castihan  ? 

And  whether  in  his  travels  lie  saw  Ilion  ? 

./ 

LL 

Joan^  who  was  a  little  superlwial, 

And  not  in  litentare  a  greaX  Drawcansir, 
Examined  by  this  learned  and  espedal 

Jury  of  matrons,  scarce  knew  what  to  answer : 
His  duties  warlike,  lovingr,  or  offidal, 

His  steady  sqpplication  as  a  dancer. 
Had  kept  him  from  the  bruik  of  Hippocrene, 
Which  now  he  found  was  blue  instead  of  green. 

WX, 

However,  he  replied  at  haiard,  wil^ 

A  modest  conEdeace  and  calm  assurance. 
Which  lent  his  learned iucnbrations  pith,    . 

And  passed  for  aurumtats  of  good  endurance. 
That  prodigy,  MisF^raminta  Smith 

(Who,  at  sixteen,  translated  ^<  Hercules  Fnrens*' 
Into  as  fiirious  English),  with  her  best  look, 
Set  down  his  swings  in  her  common-place  book. 

Juan  knew  several  languages — as  well 

He  might — and  brought  them  np  with  skill,  in  time 

To  save  his  fame  with  each  accomplished  belle. 
Who  still  regretted  tliat  he  did  not  rhyme ; 

There  wanted  but  this  requisite  to  swell 
His  qualities  (with  them)  into  sublime  ; 

Lady  Fitz-Frisky,  and  Miss  Maevia  Mannish, 

Both  long'd  extremely  to  be  sung  in  Spanish. 

However,  he  did  pretty  weH,  and  was 

Admitted  as  an  aspirant  to  all 
The  coteries,  and,  as  in  Banquo's  glass. 

At  great  assemblies  or  in  parties  small. 
He  saw  ten  thousand  living  authors  pass, 

That  being  about  their  average  numeral ; 
Also  the  eighty  '^  greatest  living  poets,** 
As  every  paltiy  magazine  can  show  U$* 

«0» 
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LV. 

ft 

lo  twice  five  yean  the  *'  greatest  living  poet,** 
like  to  the  champion  iA  the  fistj.ring. 

Is  call'd  on  to  support  his  claim,  or  show  it. 
Although  *t  is  an  imaginary  tiling.  * 

Even  I — albeit  1  *m  sure  I  did  not  know  it. 
Nor  sought  of  foolscap  subjects  to  be  king, — 

Was  reckoned,  a  considerable  time, 

The  grand  Napoleon  of  the  realms  of  rhyme. 

LVL 

But  Juan  was  my  Moscow,  and  Faliero 

My  Leipsic,  and  my  Mont-Saint-Jean  seems  Gain : 
**  La  Belle  Alliance"  of  dunces  down  at  zero, 

Now  that  the  lion  *s  M*n,  may  rise  again:    v 
But  I  will  fall  at  least  as  fell  my  hero ; 
,  Nor  reign  at  all,  or  as  a  immoreA  reign ; 
Or  to  some  lonely  isle  of  jailors  go. 
With  turncoat  Sonthey  for  my  turnkey  Lowe. 

INlh 

Sir  Walter  reign*d  before  me ;  Moore  and  Campbell 
Before  and  alter ;  but  now  grown  more  holy. 

The  Muses  upon  Sion*s  hill  must  ramble 
With  poets  almost  clergymen  or  whofty  ;^ 


liTIIL 

*  *  *  *  ♦ 

*  »  ♦  •  • 


lAJL 

Then  there  *s  my  gentle  Euplmes,  who,  they  say. 
Sets  up  for  being  a  sort  of  moral  me; 

He  'U  find  it  rather  difficult  some  day 
To  turn  out  both,  or  either,  it  may  be. 

Some  persons  think  that  Coleridge  hath  the  sway  ; 
And  Wordsworth  has  supporters,  two  or  three ; 

And  that  deep-mouth'd  Boeotian,  *^  Savage  Landor, 

Has  taken  for  a  swan  rogue  Southey*s  gander* 
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LX. 

John  Keats — ^wfao  was  kiird  off  by  one  critique, 

Just  as  he  reallj  promised  something. great. 
If  not  intelligible, — without  Greek 

Contrived  to  talk  about  the  gods  of  late, 
Much  as  they  might  have  been  supposed  to  speak. 

Poor  fellow !  his  was  an  untoward  fate  : 
'T  is  strange  the  mind,  that  very  fiery  particle,* 
Should  let  itself  be  snuff'd  out  by  an  article* 

LXL 

The  list  grows  long  of  live  and  dead  pi'etenders 
To  tha^  which  none  wiQ  gain — or  none  will  know 

The  conqueror  at  least;  who,  ere  Time  renders 
Hb  )ast  award,  will  have  the  long  grass  grow 

Above  his  burnt-out  brain  and  sapless  cinders. 
If  I  might  augur,  I  should  rate  but  low 

Their  chances ;  they  're  too  num^ous,  like  the  thirty^ 

Mock  tyrants,  when  Rome's  annals  waz'd  but  dirty. 

LXn.      :.    .. 
This  is  the  literary  lower  empire, 

Where  Uie  Prsetorian  bands  tak'e  up  the  matter ; — 
A  '' dreadfn^trade,"  like  his  who  "gathers  samphire," 

The  insolent  soldiery  to  soothe  and  flatter, 
With  the  isame  feelings  as  you  'd  coax  a  vampire. 

Now,  were  I  once  at  home,  and  in  good  satire, 
I  'd  try  conclunons  with  those  janiasaries,  • 
And  show  them  what  an  intellectual  wsur  is. 

Lxm. 

1  think  I  know  a  trick  or  two  would  turn 

Their  flanks ; — ^but  it  is  hardly  worth  my  while 
With  such  small  gear  to  giv6  myself  concern  : 

Indeed  I  've  not  the  necessary  bile ; 
My  natural  temper  's  really  aught  but  stem, 

And  even  my  Muse's  worst  reproof's  a  smile; 
And  then  she  drops  a  brief  and  modest  curtsey. 
And  glides  away,  assured  she  never  hurts  ye. 

LXIV. 

My  Juan,  whom  I  left  in  deadly  peril 

Amongst  live  poets  and  blue  ladies,  pass'd 
With  some  small  profit  through  that  field  so  sterile. 

Being  tired  in  time,  and  neither  least  nor  last, 
Left  it  before  he  had  been  treated  very  ill ; 

And  henceforth  found  himself  more  gaily  class'd^      • 
Amongst  the  higher  spirits  of  the  day, 
The  sun's  true  son—no  vapour,  but  a  ray. 
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LXV. 
His  morns  be  paM*d  in  business-^wbicli,  dissected, 

Was  like  all  business,  a  laborious  nothing, 
That  leads  to  lassitude,  the  most  infected. 

And  centaur  Nessus  gaib  of  mortal  dotfaing, 
And  on  our  sofss  makes  us  lie  dejected. 

And  talk  in  tender  horrors  of  our  loathbg 
All  kinds-of  toil,  save  for  our  country's  good — 
Which  grows  no  better,  ^ngh  't  is  time  it  should. 

LXVI. 

His  afternoons  he  passed  in  irisits,  lundieDns, 
Lounging!  end  boxing ;  and  the  twilight  hour 

In  riding  round  those  TOgetable  puncheons 
Caird  <*  Parks,''  where  there  is  neither  fruit  nor  flower 

Enough  to  gratify  a  bee's  dight  munchings ; 
But  after  all  it  is  the  only  '^  bower" 

(In  Moore's  phrase)  where  the  fiasluonsble  £ur 

Can  form  a  slight  acquaintance  with  fresh  air. 

ULVII. 

Then  dress,  then  dinner,  then  awakes  the  woridi 
Then  gUure  the  lamps,  then  whirl  the  wheels,  then  roar 

Through  street  and  square  fast-flashmg  diariots,  iMirl'd 
Like  hamess'd  meteors ;  then  along  the  floor 

ChaUc  mimics  painting ;  then  festoons  are  twiri'd ; 
Then  roll  the  brasen  thunders  of  the  door 

Which  opens  to  the4housaiid  happy  few 

An  earthly  paradise  of  '^  or  molu." 

Lxyui. 

There  stands  the  noble  hostess,  nor  shaU  sink 
With  the  three-thousandth  curtsey ;  there  the  walti — 
*    The  only  dance  which  teadies  girls  to  think — 
*  Makes  one  in  love  even  with  its  very  faults. 
Saloon,  room,  hall  o'erflow  beyond  their  brink. 

And  long  the  latest  of  arrivals  halts, 
'nfidst  royal  dukes  a^d  dames  condemn^  to  climb. 
And  gain  an  inch  of  staircase  at  a  time. 

LXIX. 

Thrice  happy  he  who,  after  a  survey 
Of  th6  good  company,  can  win  a  corner, 

A  door  that  's  in,  or  boudoir  <nU  of  the  way, 
Where  he  may  fix  himself,  like  small  ^^  Jack  Horner," 

And  let  the  Babel  round  run  as  it  may,  • 
And  look  on  as  a  mourner,  or  a  scorner, 

Or  an  approver,  or  a  mere  spectator. 

Yawning  a  little  as  the  night  grows  later. 
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Bat  diis  won*t  do,  8*ye  by  and  by ;  and  be 
Who,  like  Don  Jnan,  takes  an  active  share, 

Must  steer  with  care  through  all  that  glittering  sea 
Of  gems  and  {^mes,  and  pearls  and  silks,  to  where 

He  deems  it  is  his  proper  place  to  be ; 
Dissolving  in  the  waltz  to  some  soft  air, 

Or  proudlier  prancing  with  n^rcurial  skill 

Where  science  marshals  forth  her  own^uadrille. 

LXXI. 

Or^  if  he  dance  not,  but  hath  higher  views 
Upon  an  heiress,  or  his  neighbour's  bride. 

Let  him  take  care  that  that  which  he  pursues 
Is  not  at  once  too  palpably  descried* 

Full  many  an  eager  gentleman  oft  rues 

His  haste  :  impatimice  is  a  blundering  guide 

Amongst  a  people  famous  for  reflection. 

Who  like  to  play  the  fool  with  circumspection. 

LXXIL 

But,  if  you  can  contrive,  get  next  at  supper ; 

Or,  if  forestall'd,  get  opposite  and  ogle  r — 
Oh  ye  ambrosial  moments !  always  cpper 

In  mind,  a  sort  of  sentimental  bogle,  * 
Which  sits  for  ever  upon  memory's  crupper, 

The  ghost  of  vanished  pleasures  once  in  rogne  I   HI 
Can  tender  sonb  relate  the  rise  and  faQ 
Of  hopes  and  fears  which  shake  a  i^gle  ball. 

Lxxni. 

But  Aese  precautionary  hints  can  touch 
Only  the  common  run,  who  must  pursue. 

And  watch,  and  ward ;  whose  plans  a  word  too  much 
Or  little  overturns ;  and  not  the  f eW 

Or  many  (for  the  number  's  sometimes  sudi) 
Whom  a  good  mien,  especiaBy  if  new, 

Or  fame,  or  name,  for  wit,  war,  sense,  or  nonsense. 

Permits  whate'er  they  please,  or  did  not  long  since. 

LXXIV. 

Our  hero,  as  a  hero,  young  and  handsome. 
Noble,  rich,  celebrated,  and  a  stranger,  '- 

Like  other  slaves  of  course  must  pay  his  ransom 
Before  he  can  escape  from  so  much  danger 

As  will  environ  a  conspicuous  man^     Some 
Talk  about  poetry,  and  **Tack  and  manger," 

And  ugliness,  disease,  as  toil  and  trouble  ; — 

I  wi^  they  knew  the  life  of  a  young  noble. 
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They  *re  yoong,  bttt  know  not  yonib — ^it  is  Anticipated ; 

Handsome  but  wasted,  rich  without  a  sous ; 
Their  vigour  in  a  thousand  arms  is  dissipated ; 

Their  cash  comes  from^  tiieir  wealth  goes  to,  a  Jew ; 
Both  senates  see  their  nightly  votes  participated 

Between  the  tyrants  asad  the  tribune's  crew ; 
And,  haying  voted,  dined,  drank,  gamed,  and  whored. 
The  family  vault  receives  another  lord. 

LXXVI. 

'*  Where  is  the  world,'*  cries  Young,  *'  at  dghi^  ?  Where 
The  world  in  which  a  man  was  born ! ''    Alas ! 

Where  is  the  world  of  eight  years  past?  *T  nxu  there— 
I  look  for  it — *t  is  gone,  a  globe  of  glass ! 

Crack'd,  shivered,  vanished,  scarcely  gazed  on  ere 
A  silent  change  dissolves  the  glittermg  mass. 

Statesmen,  chiefit,  orators,  queens,  patriots,  kings, 

And  dandies,  aU  are  gone  on  the  wind's  wings. 


Lxxyii. 

Where  is  Napoleon  the  Grand  ?    God  knows :  , , 

Where  little  CasUereagh  ?    The  devil  can  tell :] 
Where  Grattan,  Curran,  Sh^idan,  all  those 

Who  bound  the  bar  o»  senate  in  their  spell? 
Where  is  the  unhappy  queen,  with  all  her  woes  ? 

And  where  the  daughter,  whom  the  isles  loved  well  ? 
Where  are  those  martyr'd  saints,  the  five  per  cents  ? 
And  where — oh  where  the  devil  ar^  the  rents  ? 

LXXVill. 

« 

Where 'sBnimmel?Dish'd.  Where'sLongPoleWellesley?  Diddled. 

Where 's  Whitbread?  Romilly  ?  Where  's  George  the  Third  ? 
Where  is  his  w^  ?     (That 's  not  so  soon  unriddled.) 

And  whiere  is  "  Fum"  the  Fourth,  our  "  royal  bird  ?  " 
Gone  down,  it  seems,  to  Scotland,  to  be  fiddled 

Unto  by  Sawney^s  vioUn,  we  have  heard  : 
"  Caw  me,  caw  thee" — ^for  six  months  hath  been  hatching 
This  scene  of  royal  itch  and  loyal  scratching. 

LXXIX. 

Where  is  Lord  This?    And  where  my  Lady  That? 

The  Honourable  Mistresses  and  Musses  ? 
Some  laid  aside  like  an  old  opera-hat, 

Married,  unmarried,  and  remarried — (this  is 
An  evolution  oh  performed  of  late). 

Where  are  the  Dublin  shohts — and  London  hisses  ? 
Where  are  the  Grenvilles?  Turn'd,  as  usual.  Where 
My  friends  the  whigs?    Exactly  where  they  were.. 
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LXXX. 

Where  are  the  Lady  Carolines  and  Franceses  ? 

Divorced  or  doing  there  anent.    ye  annals 
So  hriniant,  where  the  list  of  roots  and  dances  is — 

Thou  Morning  Post,  sole  record  of  the  panels 
Broken  in  carriages,  and  all  the  phantasieil 

Of  fashion— Hsay  what  streams  now  fill  those  channels? 
Some  die,  some  %,  some  languish  on  the  continent, 
Because  die  times  have  hardlj  left  them  one  tenant. 

LXXXI. 

Some  who  once  set  their  cap  at  cautious  dukes. 
Have  taken  up  at  length  with  younger  brothers ; 

Some  heiresses  have  bit  at  sharpers'  hooks ; 

Some  maids  have  been  made  wives — some  merely  mothers ; 

Odiers  have  lost  their  fresh  and  fairy  looks ;  , 
In  short,  the  list  of  alterations  bothers. 

There  *s  little  strange  in  this,  but  something  strange  is 

The  unusual  quickness  of  these  common  changes. 

LXXXU, 

Talk  not  of  seventy  years  as  age ;  in  seven 
1  Ve  seen  more  changes,  down  from  monarchs  to 

The  humblest  individual  under  heaven^ 
Than  might  suffice  a  moderate  century  through. 

I  knew  that  nought  was  lasting,  but  now  even 
Change  grows  too  changeable,  without  being  new : 

Nought  *8  permanent  among  the  human  race, 

Except  the  whigs  not  getting  into  place. 

Lxxxm. 

I  *ve  seen  Napoleon,  who  seem'd  quite  a  Jupiter, 

Shrink  to  a  Saturn.    I  have  seen  a  duke 
(No  matter  which)  turn  politician  stupider, 

If  that  can  well  be,  than  bis  wooden  look. 
But  it  is  time  that  I  should  hoist  my  '*  blue  Peter," 

And  sail  for  a  new  theme  :  I  Ve  seen — and  shook 
To  see  it — the  king  hiss'd,  and  then  carest ; 
But  don't  pretend  to  settle  which  was  best.  * 

hXXXlY. 

I  Ve  seen  the  landholders  without  a  rap— 

I  Ve  seen  Johanna  Southcote — ^I  have  seen 
The  House  of  Commons  tum'd  to  a  tax-trap — 

I  Ve  seen  that  sad  affair  of  the  late  queen — 
I  've  seen  crowns  worn  instead  of  a  fool's  cap— • 

I  've  seen  a  congress  doing  sill  that 's  mean — 
I  Ve  seen  some  nations,  like  o'erloaded  asses. 
Kick  off  their  burthens — ^meaning  the  high  classes. 
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I  Ve  seen  small  poets,  and  great  prosers,  and 
Interminable — wd  eUrwA — speakers — 

I  Ve  seen  the  lands  at  war  with  house  and  land — 
I  Ve  seen  the  conntry  gentlemen  torn  squeakers — 

I  Ve  seen  tfie  people  ridden  o*er  like  sand 
By  slares  on  horseback — ^I  hare  seen  malt  liquors 

Exchanged  for  ^*  thin  potations*'  by  John  Bult-- 

I  Ve  seen  John  half  detect  hintoelf  a  fooL 

L3DCSVI. 

But  "  carpe  diem,"  Juan,  *'  carpe,  carpe  !** 

To-morrow  sees  another  race  as  gay 
And  transient,  and  derourM  by  the  same  harpy. 

^'  life  V  a  poor  player,'* — ^dien  ^'  play  out  tibe  pby, 
Ye  villains  ! "  and,  above  aU,  keep  a  sharp  eye 

Much  less  on  what  you  do  than  what  you  say  : 
Be  hypocritical,  be  cautions,  be 
Not  what  you  «wm,  but  always  what  you  see. 

ucxxvn. 

But  how  shall  I  relate  in  other  cantos 

Of  what  befel  our  hero,  in  the  land 
Which  *t  is  the  common  cry  and  lie  to  vannt  as 

A  moral  country  ?    But  I  hold  my  hand — 
For  I  disdain  to  write  an  Atalantis  ; 

But  *t  is  as  well  at  once  to  understand. 
You  Ve  no*  a  moral  people,  and  you  know  it 
Without  the  aid  of  too  sincere  a  poet. 

LXXXVIIL 

What  Juan  saw  and  underwent  sshall  be 
My  topic,  with  of  course  the  due  restriction 

Which  is  required  by  proper  courtesy  ; 
And  recollect  the  work  is  only  fiction, 

And  that  I  sing  of  neither  mine  nor  me, 
Though  every  scribe,  in  some  slight  turn  of  diction^ 

Will  hint  allusions  never  nwunf •    Ne*er  doubt 

TM — when  I  speak,  I  doirii  hint,  but  tpeak  oui. 


Whether  he  married  with  tfie  third  or  fourth 

Offspring  of  some  sage,  husband-hunting  countess, 

Or  whether  with  some  virgin  of  more  worth 
(I  mean  in  fortune's  matrimonial  bounties) 

He  took  to  regularly  peopling  eauth, 
Of  which  your  lawfiil  awful  wedlock  fount  ii 

Or  whether  he  was  taken  in  for  damages. 

For  being  too  excursive  in  his  homages — 
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XC. 

Is  yet  within  the  unread  events  of  time. 

Thus  for,  go  forth,  thou  lay,  which  I  will  hack 
Against  the  same  giyen  quantity  of  rhyme, 

For  heing  as  much  tiie  snhject  <^  attadc 
As  eyer  yet  was  any  work  sublime, 

By  those  who  lore  to  say  that  white  is  black. 
So  much' the  better ! — ^I  may  stand  alone, 
But  would  not  change  my  free  thoughts  for  a  throne. 
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NOTES  TO  CANTO  XI, 


Kotel 

WtoMiateifc»villi 


Tlie  advnee  oC  mitmot  mwd  oC  lusaice  bu  icikwd  iC  ■■weeHuj  to 
Ike  above  good  aad  true  Fe^lwfc,  ■pokea  m  its  arigiaBl  purity  by  tbe  aekd 
aad  tbeir  patroH.    Tlie  IbttowiaK  ii  a  ftaaaa  of  a  aoag  wbieb  was  very  popobr, 
k  ay  early  ^V* ' — 

OaCktUikfr 

ba^ite 
tfyeaattk 

T«a*Ube 


_  » 

11  auelr  twa  Mifc 
Jackawybe 


I 


If  tboe  be  aqy  sem'awa  eo  jgaemat  as  to  requke  a 
oU  friead  aad  eoipoieal  pastv  aad  aHafeer,  Jobs  JbcksoB,  Baq.,  nnfeosarof  pogSHB; 
ai»,  I  tiiMl,  sCin  retaias  tbe  streagtb  awl  syHMtry  of  bb  BMMiel  of  a  fbni,  tosetber 
widi  bii  good  boaMMir,  aad  atbletic  as  nd  m 


Note  3.  StoMa 
aiui.n ;^_i Wbat  tbcir  amber  Bar  MDw  be  k  lbs  Ife.  I  knoi 


not.  BdbfelwasafaselkBewtbaapret^aeciinitely,  botb*'goU'>aBd*'alver.>' 
I  was  oaee  aearfy  caled  oat  by  aa  aoquaailaBee,  bccaasti  wbea  be  adied  we  whers 
I  tboogbt  tl^  bii  sool  woaU  be  fiMmd  befcafiler,  I  avwcrcd,  « la  Sihrcr  Hcfl." 


Noie3L  Slanaa 

cvcalwM^t 


"Aaeat"  was  a  Scoieb  pbiase  aiiaiiis^  «*  i  iMiiiiaiBft,"— "  witb  wgud  to."    It 
bas  beea  BMMle  £^U  Vy  tbe  Seoldi  Noreb ;  omI,  as  tbe  FkcM^MB  Hid— **  if  it 

Note  4.  SiaaAxfiz. 


**  Dmpay  attnes^"    Tbk  ter»  it  pnbably  aay  tbiag  aow  bat  a  aifstoif .  It  was 
bowcTcralMstootoaKwbealiratretiiiiMdfiratolbeEaaaini— I8UL  It 
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a  pKfty,  a  high-bom,  a  fitthiouible  yoang  feuMle,  weB  iBBtnieted  bj  her  fncuds, 
mad  fomnhed  by  her  niOiiier  with  a  wardrobe  upon  credit,  to  be  repaid,  when 
wmnried,  bj  the  katbamd.  Hie  riddle  was  first  reed  toae  by  a  young  and  pretty 
hdress,  onnqr  jHaiangdie  **  draper  "^i^AB  *'all•<oe^efW*but*'pret|yvirginitie•'' 
(like  Ifrs.  Anne  Piige)  of  the  tkm  day,  which  has  now  been  eome  years  yesterday : 
— die  assured  me  tint  the  thing  was  common  in  Lmidon;  and  as  her  own  thoosands. 
and  Uolmiing  hxAsj  and  ridi  simplicity  of  anay,  put  waj  saqiicion  in  her  own 
ont  of  the  qnestkni,  I  confess  I  gave  some  credit  to  the  allegation.  If 
anthorities  might  be  cited,  in  which  cnae  I  eooM  quote  both  **  drapery  *  and  the 
wearers.    Let «  hope,  however,  that  it  is  now  obsolete. 

Note  &  Stanaa  Ix. 

T  is  atmce  fhB  mdmi,  Ikst  very  ftny  particle, 
SImmM  let  itaelfbe  woFtd  o«t  by  m  •rtida 

**  IKtibv  particolam  anrB.** 
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CANTO   XII. 


I. 

Of  all  the  barbarous  middle  agea,  that 
Which  is  most  barbarous  is  the  middle  age 

Of  man ;  it  is — ^I  really  scarce  know  what; 
But  when  we  boyer  between  fool  and  sage, 

And  don^t  know  justly  what  we  would  be  at — 
A  period  something  like  a  printed  page. 

Black  letter  upon  foolscap,  while  our  hair 

Grows  grizaded,  and  we  are  not  what  we  were ; — 

U. 

Too  old  for  youth — too  young,  at  thirty-fire, 
To  herd  with  boys,  or  hoard  with  good  threescore — 

I  wonder  people  should  be  left  ali?e ; 
But,  since  they  are,  that  epoch  is  a  bore  : 

Love  lingers  still,  although 't  were  late  to  wire; 
And  as  for  other  lore,  the  illusion  's  o*er ; 

And  money,  that  most  pure  imagination, 

Gleams  only  through  the  dawn  of  its  creation* 

m. 

Oh  gold !  why  call  we  misers  miserable  ? 

Theirs  is  the  pleasure  that  can  never  pall,      , 
Theirs  is  the  l)pst  bower-anchor,  the  chun-cable 

Which  holds  fast  other  pleasures  great  and  small. 
Ye  who  but  see  the  saying  man  at  table, 

And  scorn  his  temperate  board,  as  none  at  all, 
And  wonder  how  the  wealthy  can  be  sparing. 
Know  not  what  visions  spring  from  each  cheese-paring. 

IV. 

Love  or. lust  makes  man  sick,  and  wine  much  sicker; 

Ambition  rends,  and  gaming  gains  a  loss ;  ^ 
But  making  money,  dowly  first,  then  quicker. 

And  adding  still  a  little  through  each  cross 
(Which  wiU  come  over  things),  beats  love  or  liquor. 

The  gaq^ster^s  counter,  or  the  statesman's  dras$» 
Oh  gold !  Bfetill  prefer  thee  unto  paper, 
Which  makes  bank  credit  like  a  bark  of  vapour. 
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V. 

Who  hold  the  balance  of  the  world  ?    Who  reign 

O'er  congress,  whether  royalist  or  liberal? 
Who  rouse  the  shirtless  patriots  of  Spain 

(That  make  old  Earope*s  journals  squeak  and  gibber  all)  ? 
Who  keep  the  world,  both  old  and  new,  in  pain 

Or  pleasure  ?    Who  make  politics  run  glibber  all  ? 
The  shade  of  Bonaparte*s  noble  daring  ? — 
Jew  Rothschild,  and  his  fellow — christian  fiaring. 

VI. 

Those,  and  the  truly  liberal  Laffitte, 

Are  the  true  lords  of  Europe.    Every  loan 
Is  not  a  merely  speculative  hit, 

But  seats  a.  nation  or  upsets  a  throne. 
Republics  also  get  involved  a  bit ; 

Columbia's  stock  hath  holders  not  unknown 
On  'Change  ;  and  even  thy  silver  soil,  Pern, 
Must  get  itself  discounted  by  a  Jew. 

VII, 

Why  call  the  miser  miserable  ?  as 

1  said  before :  the  frugal  life  is  his. 
Which  in  a  saint  or  cynic  ever  was 

The  theme  of  praise  :  a  hermit  would  not  miss 
Canonization  for  die  self-same  cause. 

And  wherefore  blame  gaunt  wealth's  austerities? 
Because,  you  11  say,  nought  calls  for  su6h  a  trial ; — 
Then  there  's  more  merit  in  his  self-denial. 

vni. 

He  is  your  only  poet ; — passion,  pure 

And  sparkling  on  firom  heap  to  heap,  displays, 
Po8Me$$*dy  the  ore,  of  which  mere  hopes  allure 

Nations  athwart  the  deep  :  the  golden  rays 
Flash  up  in  ingots  from  the  mine  obscure ; 

On  him  the  diamond  pours  its  brilliant  blaze ; 
While  the  mild  emerald's  beam  shades  down  the  dyes 
Of  other  stones,  to  soothe  the  miser's  eyes. 

IX. 

The  lands  on  either  nde  are  his ;  the  ship . 

From  Ceylon,  Inde,  or  far  Cathay,  unloads 
For  lum  the  fragrant  produce  of  each  trip  ; 

Beneath  his  cars  of  Ceres  groan  the  roads, 
And  the  vine  blushes  like  Aurora^s  lip  ; 

His  very  celUrs  might  be  kings'  abodes, 
While  he,  despising  every  sensual  call, 
Conunands — the  intellectual  lord  of  all. 
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Perhaps  he  hath  great  projects  in  his  mind, 

To  build  a  college,  or  to  found  a  race,. 
An  hospital,  a  church, — ^and  leave  behind 

Some  dome  surmounted  by  his  meagre  face  : 
Perhaps  he  fain  would  liberate  mankind 

Even  with  the  very  ore  which  makes  them  base ; 
Perhaps  he  would  be  wealthiest  of  his  nation, 
Or  revel  in  the  joys  of  calculation. 

XL 

But  whether  all,  or  each,  or  none  of  these, 
*  May  be  the  hoarder^s  principle  of  action. 
The  fool  will  call  such  mania  a  di^ase  : —  « 

What  is  his  tnvn?    Go — ^look  at  each  transaction. 
Wars,  revels,  loves — do  these  bring  men  more  ease 

Than  the  mere  plodding  through  each  *'  vulgar  fraction?'* 
Or  do  they  benefit  mankind?    Lean  miser ! 
Let  spendthrifts*  heirs  inquire  of  yours — ^who  *s  wiser  ?  , 

XU. 

How  beauteous  are  rouleaus !  how  chaiming  chests 

Contadning  ingots,  bags  of  dollars,  coins. 
Not  of  old  victors  (all  whofte  heads  and  crests 

Weigh  not  the  thin  ore  where  their  visage  shines), 
But  of  fine  unclipp'd  gold,  where  dully  rests 

Some  likeness  which  the  glittering  cirque  confines, 
Of  modern,  reigning,  sterling,  stupid  stamp  : — 
Yes !  ready  money  i»  Aladdin's  lamp. 

xin. 

**  Love  rules  the  camp,  ihe  court,  the  grove," — "for  love 
Is  heaven,  and  heaven  is  love  :" — so  sings  the  bard  ; 

Which  it  were  rather  difficult  to  prove 
(A  thing  with  poetry  in  general  hard). 

Perhaps  there  may  be  something  in  "  the  grove," 
At  least  it  rhymes  to  "  love,"  but  I  *m  prepared 

To  doubt  (no  less  than  landlords  of  their  rental) 

If  "  court&"  and  '^  camps"  be  quite  so  sentimental. 

XIV.      / 

But  if  love  don*t,  ca»h  does,  and  cash  alone ; 

Cash  rules  the  grove,  and  fells  it  too  besides; 
Without  cash,  camps  were  thin,  and  courts  were  none ; 

Without  cash,  Malthus  tells  you — '^  take  no  brides." 
So  cash  rule's  love  the  ruler,  on  his  own 

High  ground,  as  Virgin  Cynthia  sways  the  tides; 
And,  as  for  "  heaven  being  love,"  why  not  say  honey 
Is  wax?    Heaven  is  not  love,  't  is  matrimony. 
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XV. 

Is  not  all  love  prohibited  whatever, 

Excepting  marriage  ?  which  is  love,  no  'doubt, 
After  a  sort ;  but  somehow  people  never 

With  the  nme  thought  the  two  words  have  helped  out : 
Love  may  exist  with  marriage,  and  shtmld  ever, 

And  marriage  also  may  exist  without ; 
But  love  sans  bans  is  both  a  sin  and  shame, 
And  ought  to  go  by  quite  another  name. 

XVI. 

Now  if  the  '*  court"  and  '*camp"  and  ** grove"  be  not 

Recruited  all  with  constant  married  men, 
Who  never  coveted  their  neighbour's  lot, 

I  say  thai  line  's  a  lapsus  of  the  pen ; — 
Strange  too  in  my  ''  buon  camerado"  Scott, 

So  celebrated  for  his  morals,  when 
My  Jeffrey  held  him  up  as  an  example 
To  me ;— of  which  these  morals  are  a  sample. 

XVII. 

Well,  if  I  don't  succeed,  I  have  succeeded, 

And  that  's  enough  ;  succeeded  in  my  youth, 
The  only  time  when  much  success  is' needed  :  * 

And  my  success  produced  what  I  in  sooth 
Cared  most  about ;  it  need  not  now  be  pleaded — 

Whate'er  it  was,  't  was  mine  ;  I  Ve  paid,  in  truth, 
Of  late  the  penalty  of  such  success. 
But  have  not  learn'd  to  wish  it  any  less. 

XVIII. 

That  suit  in  Chancery, — which  some  persons  plead 

In  an  appeal  to  the  unborn,  whom  they, 
In  the  faith  of  their  procreative  creed, 

Baptize  posterity,  or  future  clay, — 
To  me  seems  but  a  dubious  kind  of  reed 

To  lean  on  for  support  in  any  way ; 
Since  odds  are  that  posterity  will  know 
No  more  of  them,  than  they  of  her,  I  trow. 

XIX. 

Why,  I  'm  posterity — ^and  so  are  you  ; 

And  whom  do  we  remember  ?    Not  a  hundred. 
Were  every  memory  written  down  all  true,  ^ 

The  tenth  or  twentieth  name  would  be  but  blunder'd  : 
Even  Plutarch's  Lives  have  but  pick'd  out  a  few. 

And  'gainst  those  few  your  annalists  have  thunder'd  ; 
And  Mitford,  in  the  nineteenth  centtiry, 
Oives,  with  Greek  truth,  the  good  old  Greek  the  lie.  * 
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XX. 

Good  people  all,  of  every  degree, 
Ye  gentle  re^idersand  ungentle  writers. 

In  ^  twelfth  canto  't  is  my  wish  to  be 
As  serioua.  as  if  I  had  for  inditers 

Malthus  and  WiU)erforc«  :  the  last  set  free 
The  negroes,  and  b  worth  a  million  fighters; 

While  Wellington  has  but  enslayed  the  whites. 

And  Malthus  does  the  thing  'gainst  which  he  writes, 

XXL 

^  • 

I  'm  serious — so  are  all  men  upon  paper  : 
And  wtiy  should  I  not  form  my  speculation, 

And  hold  up  to  the  sun  my  little  taper? 
Mankind  just  now  seem  rapt  in  meditation 

On  constitutions  and  steam-boats  of  vapour ; 
While  sages  write  against  all  procreation. 

Unless  a  man  can  calculate  his  means 

Of^eeding  brats  the  Moment  his  wife  weans. 

XXII. 

That 's  noble !  that 's  romantic !    Fofmy  part, 
I  think  that>'  philo-genitiveness'"  is — 
'      (Now  here  's  a  war6.  quite  after  my  own  heart. 

Though  there  's  a  shorter  a  good  deal  than  this, 

If  that  politeness  set  it  not  apart ; 

But  I  'm  resolv€(,d  to  say  nought  that 's  amiss) — 

I  say,  methinks  that  ''  philo-genitiveness  " 

Might  meet  from- men  a  little  more  forgiveness. 

XXIU. 

And  now  to  business.    Qh,  my  gentle  Juan  I 
Thou  art  in  London — ^in  that  pleasant  place 

Where  every  kind  of  mischief 's  daily  brewing, 
Which  can  await  warm  youth  in  its  wild  race. 

'T  is  true,  that  thy  career  is  not  a  new  on£, 
Thou  art  no  novice  in  the  headlong  chase 

Of  early  life ;  but  this  is  a  new  land, 

Which  foreigners  can  never  understand. 

XXIV. 

What  with  a  small  diversity  of  climate, 
Of  hot  or  cold,  mercurial  or  sedate, 

I  coiAi  send  forth  my  mandate  like  a  primate, 
Upon  the  rest  of  Europe's  social  state ; 

But  thou  art  the  most  difficult  to  rhyme  at, 
Great  Britain,  which  the  Muse  may  penetrate  : 

An  countries  have  their  '^  lions,''  but  in  thee 

There  is  but  one  superb  menagerie. 
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XXV. 

Bat  I  am  sick  of  politicg.    Begm, 

<*  Paulo  majora,"    Juan,  nndecided 
Amongst  the  paths  of  being  ''  taken  in,"  . 

Above  the  ice  had  like  a  skaiter  glided : 
When  tired  of  play,  he  flirted  without  tin 

With  some  of  liose  fair  creatores  who  haye  prided 
Themselves  on  innocent  tanttfaatiop. 
And  hate  all  vice  ezpept  its  reputation. 

XXVI. 

Bat  these  are  few,  and  in  the  end  they  make 

Some  devilish  escapade  or  atir,  whidi  shows 
That  even  the  purest  people  may  mistake 

Their  wsly  through  virtue's  primrose  paths  of  snows; 
And  then  men  stare,  as  if  a  new  ass  spake 

To  Balaam,  and  from  tongue  to  ear  overflows 
Quick-silver  small  talk,  endwg  (if  you  note  it) 
With  the  kind  world's  amen — **  Who  would  have  thought  it?'* 

XXVIL 

The  little  Leila,  with  her  orient  eyes 

And  taciturn  Asiatic  disposition 
(Which  saw  all  western  things  with  small  surprise, 

To  the  surprise  of  people  of  condition. 
Who  think  that  novelties  are  butterflies 

To  be  pursued  as  food  for  inanition). 
Her  charming  figure  and  romantic  history, 
Became  a  kind  of  fastuonable  mystery. 

xxvm. 

The  women  much  divided — as  is  usual 

Amongst  the  sex  in  little  things  or  great, 
Think  not,  fair  creatures,  that  I  mean  to  abuse  you  all — 

I  have  always  Mked  you  batter  than  I  state, 
Since  I  Ve  grown  moral :  still  1  must  accuse  you  all 

Of  being  apt  to  talk  at  a  great  rate ; 
And  now  there  wa&  a  general  sensation 
Amongst  you,  about  Leila's  education. 

XXIX. 

In  one  point  only  were  you  settled — and 
You  liSd  reason ;  't  was  that  a  young  child  of  OracCj 

As  beautiffll  as  her  own  native  land. 
And  far  away,  the  last  bud  of  her  race, 

Howe'er  our  friend  Don  Juan  might  command 
Himself  for  five,  four,  three,  or  two  years'  space, 

Would  be  much  better  taught  beneath  the  eye 

Of  peeresses  whose  follies  had  run  dry. 

21* 
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XKX. 

So  first  there  was  a  generous  emulation, 
And  then  there  was  a  general  competition 

To  undertake  the  orphan's  education. 
As  Juan  was  a  person  of  condition, 

It  had  heen  an  a&ont  on  this  occasion 
To  talk  of  a  subscription  or  petition ; 

But  sixteen  dowagers,  ten  unwed  she-sages, 

Whose  tale  belongs  to  <*  Hallam*s  Middle  Ages," 

XXXI. 

And  one  or  two  sad,  separate  wlyes,  without 
A  fruit  to  bloom  upon  their  withering  bough— 

BeggM  to  bring  tq)  the  little  girl,  and  out,-^ 
For  that  *s  the  phrase  that  jetties  all  things  now, 

Meaning  a  yirgin's  first  blush  at  a  rout, 

And  all  her  points  as  thorough-bred  to  show  : 

And  I  assure  you,  that  like  virgin  honey 

Tastes  their  first  season  (mostly  if  they  >e  money). 

XXXII. 

How  all  the  needy  honourable  misters, 

Each  out-at-elbow  peer,  or  desperate  dandy, 

The  watchful  mothers  and  the  careful  sisters 
(Who,  by  the  by,  when  clever,  ai-e  more  handy 

At  making  matches,  where  *'  't  is  gold  that  glisters," 
Than  their  he  relatives),  like  flies  o'er  candy ,| 

Buzz  round  *'  the  Fortune"  with  their  busy  battery. 

To  turn  her  head  with  waltzing  and  with  flattery ! 

XXXIII. 

Each  aunt,  each  cousin  hath  her  speculation ; 

Nay,  married  dames  will*  now  and  then  discover 
Such  pure  disinterestedness  of  passion, 

I  've  known  them  court  an  heiress  for  their  lover. 
*'  Tantaene?"    Sueh  the  virtues  of  high  station. 

Even  in  the  hopeful  isle,  whose  outlet 's  "  Dover !  " 
While  the  poor  rich  wretch,  object  of  these  cares, 
Has  cause  to  wish  her  sire  had  had  male  heirs. 

XXXIV. 

Some  are  soon  bagg'd,  but  some  reject  three  dozen. 

'T  is  fine  to  see  them  scattering  refusals 
And  wild  dismay  o'er  every  angry  cousin 

(Friends  of  the  party),  who' begin  accusals 
Such  as — '^  Unless  Miss  (Blank)  meant  to  have  chosen 

Poor  Frederick,  why  did  she  accord  perusals 
To  his  billets  ?    fThy  waltz  with  him  ?    Why,  I  pray, 
Look  yet  last  night,  and  yet  say  no  to-day  ? 
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XXXV. 

'*  Why  ?— Why  ?— Besides,  Fred,  really  was  aWuh'd; 

T  was  not  her  fortune — ^he  has  enough  without : 
The  time  will  come  she  '11  wish  that  she  had  snatch'd 

So  good  an  opportunity,  no  douht : — 
But  the  old  marchioness  some  plan  had  hatchM, 

As  I  'U  tell  Aurea  at  to-morrow's  rout : 
And  after  all  poor  Frederick  may  do  hotter — 
Pray,  did  you  see  her  answer  to  his  lettef  ?  '* 

XXXVI. 

Smart  uniforms  and  sparlding  coronets  ■  .  ^ 

Are  spum'd  in  turn,  until  her  turn  arrives, 
After  much  loss  of  time,  and  hearts,  and  bets 

Upon  the  sweepstakes  for  substantial  wiyes ; 
And  when  at  last  the  pretty  creature  gets 

Some  gentleman  who  fights,  or  writes,  or  drives, 
It»soothes  the  awkward  squad  of  the  rejected 
To  find  how  very  badly  she  selected* 

.  XXXVII. 

For  sometimes  they  accept  some  long  pursuer, 

Worn  out  with  importunity ;  or  fall 
(But  here  perhaps  the  instances  are  fewer; 

To  the  lot  of  him  who  scarce  pursued  at  all. 
A  hazy  widower  turnM  of  forty  's  sure  ■ 

(If  't  is  not  vain  examples  to  recall) 
To  draw  a  high  prize  :  now,  howe'er  he  got  lier,  I 
See  nought  more  strange  in  this  than  t'  other  lottery. 

XXXVIII. 
I,  for  my  part — (one  **  modem  instance"  more), 

*'  True,  't  is  a  pity— pity  *t  is,  't  is  true  "-^ 
Was  chosen  from  out  an  amatory  score, 

Albeit  my  years  were  less  discreet  than  few ; 
But,  though  I  also  had  reformed  before, 

Those  became  one  who  soon  were  to  be  two, 
I  '11  not  gainsay  the  generous  public's  voice. 
That  the  young  lady  made  a  monstrous  choice. 

XXXIX. 

Oh,  pardon  me  digression — or  at  least 

Peruse  I    'T  is  always  with  a.  moral  end 
That  I  dissert,  like  ^race  before  a  feast :  • 

For  like  an  aged  aunt,  or  tiresome  friend, 
A  rigid  guardian,  or  a  zealous  priest, 

My  Muse  by  exhortation  means  to  mend 
All  people,  at  all  tiroes,  and  in  most  places, 
Which  puts  my  Pegasus  to  these  grave  paces. 


8B6  BYRON'S  WORKS. 

XL. 

Bat  now  1  'm  going  U>  be  immoral ;  now 
I  mean  to  show  things  really  as  tfaey  are, 

Not  as  they  ought  to  be :  for  I  ayow, 
That  till  we  see  what 's  what  in  fact,  we  >e  fiir 

From  much  improvement  with  that  virtuous  ploiigfa 
Which  skims  the  sur&ce,  leaving  scarce  a  scar 

Upon  the  hlack  loam  long  manured  by  vice. 

Only  to  keep  its  corn  at  (iie  old  price. 

XU. 

But  first  of  little  Leila  we  '11  dispose ; 

For,  like  a  day-dawn,  she  was  young  and  pure. 
Or  like  the  old  comparison  of  snows, 

Which,  are  more  pure  than  pleasant  to  be  sure, 
Like  many  people  every  body  knows : 

Don  Juan  was  delighted  to  secure 
A  goodly  guardian  for  his  infant  chaige. 
Who  might  not  profit  much  by  being  at  large. 

XLIL 

Besides,  he  'd  found  out  that  he  was  no  tutor 
(I  wish  that  others  would  find  out  the  sanie)  ; 

And  rather  wish'd  in  such  things  to  stand  neuter, 
For  silly  wards  will  bring  their  guardians  blame  : 

So  when  he  saw  each  iHncient  dame  a  suitor 
To  make  his  little  wild  Asiatic  tame> 

Consulting  the  *'  Society  for  Vke 

Suppression,"  Lady  Pinchbeck  was  his  choice. 

XLfll. 

Olden  she  was — ^but  had  been  very  young ; 

Virtuous  she  was— «Dd  had  been,  I  believe  : 
Although  the  world  has  such  an  evil  tongue 

That — ^but  my  chaster  ear  will  not  receive 
An  echo  of  a  syllable  that  *s  wrong : 

In  fact  there  *s  nothing  makes  me  so  much  grieve 
As  that  abominable  tilde-tattle. 
Which  is  the  cud  eschew'd  by  human  cattle. 

XUV. 

Moreover  I  Ve  remarked  (and  I  was  eace 

A  slight  observer  in  a  modest  way). 
And  so  may  every  one  except  a  dimce. 

That  ladies  in  their  youth  a  little  gxy, 
Besides  their  knowledge  of  the  worid^  and  sense 

Of  the  sad  consequence  of  going  astray, 
Are  wiser  in  their  warnings  *gainst  the  woe 
Which  the  mere  passionless  can  never  know. 
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XLV. 

While  the  harsh  prade  indemDi£ies  her  virtae 

By  railing  at  the  unknown  and  envied  passion, 
Seeking  far  less  to  save  you  than  to  hurt  you, 

Or,  what  *s  still  worse,  to  put  you* out  of  fashion, — 
The  kinder  veteran  with  calm  words  will  court  you. 

Entreating  you  to  pause  hefore  you  dash  on ; 
Expounding  and  illustrating  the  riddle 
Of  epic  love's  beginning,  end,  and  middle,  ^ 

XLVI. 

Now,  whether  it  be  thus,  or  that  they  are  stricter. 

As  better  knowing  why  they  should  be  so, 
I  think  you  *ll  find  from  many  a  fanuly^icture, 

That  daughters  of  such  mothers  as  may  know 
The  world  by  experience  rather  than  by  lecture, 

Turn  out  much  better  for  the  Smithfield  show 
Of  vestals  brought  into  the  marriage  mart, 
Than  those  bred  up  by  prudes  without  a  heart. 

XLVII. 

X  said  that  Lady  Pinchbeck  had  been  talk'd  about^ 

As  who  has  not,  if  female,  young,  and  pretty  ? 
But  now  no  more  the  ghost  of  scandal  stalk'd  about; 

She  merely  was  deemM  amiable  and  witty, 
And  several  of  her  best  bon  mots  were  hawk'd  about; 

Then  she  was  given  to  charity  and  pity. 
And  pass'd  (at  least  the  latter  years  of  life) 
For  being  a  most  exemplary  wife. 

XLVIIL 

High  in  high  circles,  gentle  in  her  own. 

She  was  the  mild  reprover  of  the  young. 
Whenever — ^whick  means  every  day — they  'd  shown 

An  awkward  inclination  to  go  wrong. 
The  quantity  of  good  she  did  's  unknown, 

Or  at  the  least  would  lengthen  out  my  song  : — 
In  brief,  the  little  orphan  of  the  east 
Had  raised  an  interest  in  her,  which  increased. 

XUX. 

Joan  too  was  a  sort  of  favourite  with  her, 
Because  she  thought  him  a  good  heart  at  bottom, 

A  little  spoiUd,  but  not  so  altogether  ; 
Which  was  a  wonder,  if  you  think  who  got  him, 

And  how  he  had  been  tossM,  he  scarce  knew  whiiher  : 
Though  this  might  ruin  others,  it  did  not  him, 

At  least  entirely — for  he  had  seen  too  many 

Changes  in  youth  to  be  surprised  at  any. 
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And  these  vicissitudes  tell  best  in  youth ; 

For  when  they  happen  at  a  riper  a^e, 
People  are  apt  to  blame  i\e  fates,  forsooth. 

And  wonder  Providence  is  not  more  sage ; 
Adversity  is  the  first  path  to  truth  -. 

He  who  hath  proved  war,  storm,  or  woman's  rage, 
'Whether  his  winters  be  eighteen  or  eighty, 
Hath  won  the  experience  which  is  deem'd  so  weighty. 

LI. 

How  far  it  profits  is  another  matter,— 

Our  hero  gladly  saw  his  J|ttle  charge 
Safe  with  ^  lady,  whosii  last  grown-up  daughter 

Being  long  married,  and  thus  set  at  large » 
Had  left  all  the  accomplishments  she  taught  ber 

To  be  transmitted,  like  the  lord  mayor's  barge, 
To  the  next  comer  ;  or — as  it  will  tell 
More  muse-like — ^like  Cytherea's  shell. 

LII. 

I  call  such  things  transmission ;  for  ther%«is 

A  floating  balance  of  accomplishment 
Which  forms  a  pedigree  from  Miss  to  Miss, 

According  as  their  minds  or  backs  are  bent. 
Some  waltz ;  some  draw  ;  some  fathom  the  abyss 

Of  metaphysics ;  others  are  content 
With  muac ;  the  most  moderate  shine  as  wits, ' 
While  others  have  a  genius  turn'd  for  fits. 

LUI. 

But  whether  fits,  or  wits,  or  harpsichords, 

Theology,  fine  arts,  or  finer  stays. 
May  be  the  baits  for  gentlemen  or  lords 

With  regular  descent,  in  these  our  days,  • 
The  last  year  to  the  new  transfers  its  hoards  •, 

New  vestals  claim  men's  eyes  with  the  same  praise 
Of  *<  elegant,"  et  etetera,  in  fresh  batches — 
All  matchless  creatures,  and  yet  bent  on  matches. 

LIT. 

But  now  I  will  begin  my  poem.     *T  is 
Perhaps  a  little  strange,  if  not  quite  new, 

That  from  the  first  of  cantos  up  to  this 

I  Ve  not  begun  what  we  have  to  go  through  : 

These  first  twelve  books  are  merely  flourishes, 
Preludios,  trying  just  a  string  or  two 

Upon  my  lyre,  or  making  the  pegs  sure  ; 

And  when  so,  you  shall  have  the  overture. 
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LV. 

My  Mnses  do  n^t  care  a  pinch  of  rosbi 
About  what 's  call'd  success,  or  not  succeeding  : 

Such  thoughts  are  quite  below  the  strain'  they  Ve  chosen  ; 
'T  is  a  *'  great  moral  lesson'"  they  are  reauling. 

I  thought,  at  setting  off,  about  two  dozen 
Cantos  would  do  ;  but  at  Apollo's  pleading. 

If  that  my  Pegasus  should  not  be  founder*d,    . 

I  think  to  canter  gently  through  a  hundred. 

LVL 

Don  Juan  saw  that  microcosm  on  stilts, 

Yclept  the  great  world ;  for  it  is  the  least. 
Although  the  highest :  but  as  swords  have  hilts 

By  which  their  power  of  mischief  is  increased. 
When  man  in  battle  or  in  quarrel  tilts, 

Thus  the  low  world,  north,  south,  or  west,  or  east, 
Must  stiU  obey  the  high — ^which  is  their  handle, 
Their  moon,  their  sun,  their  gas,  their  farthing  candle. 

Lvir. 

He  had  many  friends  who  had  majiy  wives,  and  was 

Well  look'd  upon  by  both,  to  that  extent 
Of  friendship  which  you  may  accept  or  pass  f 

It  does  nor  good  nor  harm,  being  merely  meant 
To  keep  the  wheels  going  of  the  higher  class, 

And  draw  them  nightly  when  a  ticket 's  sent : 
And  what  with  masquerades,  and  fetes,  and  balls,  « 

For  the  first  season  such  a  life  scarce  palls. 

Lviir. 

A  young  unmarried  man,  with  a  good  name 

And  fortune,  has  an  awkward  part  to  play ; 
For  good  socie^  is  but  a  game, 

"  The  royal  game  of  goose,"  as  I  may  say 
Where  every  body  has  some  separate  aim, 

An  end  to  answer,  or  a  plan  to  bly — 
The  single  ladies  wishing  to  be  double, 
The  married  ones  to  save  the  virgins  trouble. 

LIX. 

I  don't  mean  this  as  general,  but  particular  *     - 

Examples  may  be  found-  of  such  pursuits : 
Though  several  also  keep  their  perpendicular. 

Like  poplars,  with  good  principles  for  roots  ; 
Yet  many  have  a  method  more  retictdar — 

"  Fishers  for  men,'*'  like  sirens  with  soft  lutes ; 
Fpr  talk  six  times  with  the  same  single  lady, 
And  you  may  get  the  wedding-dresses  ready. 
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Perhaps  you  11  bave  a  leUer  from  the  mother, 
To  say  her  daughter's  feelings  are  trepann'il ; 

Perhj^ps  you  '11  hare  a  visit  from  the  brother, 
All  strut,  and  stays,  and  whiskers,  to  demaed 

What ''  your  intentions  are  V — One  way  or  other 
It  seems  the  virgin's  heurt  espects  your  hand ; 

And  between  pity  for  her  case  and  yours, 

You  '11  add  to  matrimony's  list  of  cures. 

I  Ve  known  a  dozen  weddti^  made  even  tkut, 
And  some  of  them  high  names :  I  Ve  also  known 

Young^  men  who — ^though  they  hated  to  discuss 
Pretensions  which  they  ne?er  dream'd  to  have  shown— 

Yet  neither  frighten'd  by  a  female  fuss^ 
Nor  by  mustachids  moved^  were  let  alone. 

And  lived,  as  did  the  broken-hearted  fair,  • 

In  happier  plight  than  if  they  form'd  a  pair. 

JJLVL 

.  There  's  also  nightly,  to  the  uninitiated, 
A  peril — not  indeed  like  love  or  marriage, 
But  not  the  less  for  this  to  be  depreciated  : 
It  is — I  meant  and  mean  not  to  disparage 
.   The  shdw  of  virtue  even  in  the  vitiated — 

It  adds  an  outward  grace  vnto  their  carriage — 
But  lo  denounce  the  amphibious  aort  of  hailot, 
'*  Couleur  de  rose,"  who  's  oeillier  white  nor  searlet. 

USMh 

Such  is  your  old  coquette,  who  can^t  say  *'No," 
And  won't  say  '*Yes,"  and  keeps  you  oa  and  ofing, 

On  a  lee  shore,  till  it  begins  to  blow — 
Then  sees  your  heart  wreck'd,  with  an  inward  scoflSng. 

This  works  a  world  of  sentimental  woe,   . 
And  sends  new  Werters  yearly  to  their  coffin  ; 

•But  yet  is  merely  innocent  flirtation. 

Not  quite  adultery,  but  adulteration. 

LXIV. 

*<  ¥e  gods,  I  grow  a  talker  !"     Let  us  prate. 

The  next  of  perib,  though  I  place  it  tlemest. 
Is  when,  without  regard  to  **  diurch  or  state,'* 

A  wife  makes  or  takes  love  in  upright  earnest. 
Abroad,  such  things  decide  few  women's  frtte — 

(Such,  early  traveller  !  is  the  truth  thou,  learnest)-— 
But  in  old  England  when  a  young  bride  errs, 
Poor  thing  !  Eve's  was  a  trifling  case  to  hers  ; 
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.  LXV. 

For 't  is  a  low,  newspapar,  hoKMiniiii,  teivsiiit 
Coantry,  where  a  yoang  couple  of  tSie  same  ages 

Can't  form  a  friendship  hot  the  world  o'erawes  it* 
Then  there  's  the  Tulgar  trick  of  those  d — d  damages; 

A  verdict — gnevons  foe  to  those  who  cause  it ! — 
Forms  a  sad  climax  to  romantic  homages ; 

Besides  those  soothing  speeches  of  the  pleaders, 

And  evidences  whidi  fegietk  all  roadors  i 

LXYI. 

Bat  they  who  blander  th«s  are  raw  begtaaefB ; 

A  little  genial  spriokHpg  of  hypocrisy 
Has  saved  the  fame  of  thousand  splendid  Mnners, 

The  loveliest  oligarchs  of  oar  gynecracy ; 
Yoa  may  see  sach  at  all  the  balls  and  dimiers. 

Among  the  prondesC  of  our  aristocracy, 
So  gentle,  charming,  charitable,  chaste-^ 
And  all  by  having  taei  as  weU  as  taste* 

LXVU. 

Joan,  who  did  not  stand  in. the  predicamei^ 

Of  a  mere  novice,  bad  one  ssiegvard  more  ; 
For  he  was  ack,-^-no,  ^  was  not  the  word  mek  I  meant — 

But  he  had  seen  so  much  good  love  before,  « 

That  he  was  not  in  heart  so  very  weak  ; — I  meant 

But  thus  much,  and  no  sneer  against  the  shore 
Of  white  cliffs,  white  necks,  blue  eyes,  bluer  stockings. 
Tithes,  taxes,  duns,  and  doors  with  double  knocking^. 

LXYIU. 

But  coming  yonng  from  lands  and  scenes  romanlic, 
Where  lives,  not  lawsuits,  must  be  risk'd  for  passion* 

And  passion's  self  must  have  a  spice  of  frantic. 
Into  a  country  where  't  k  hsdf  a  fashion, 

Seem'd  to  him  half  commercial,  half  pedantic. 
However  he  might  eateeaa  this  moral  nation  ; 

Besides  (alas !  his  taste — forgive  and  pity  I) 

At  first  he  did  not  think  the  women  pretty. 

LXIX. 

I  say  Atjirft — for  he  found  out  at  kui^ 

But  by  degrees,  that  they  were  fairer  far 
Than  the  more  glowing  dames  whose  lot  is  cast 
'  Beneath  the  influence  of  ttie  eastern  star — 
A  further  proof  we  should  not  judge  in  haste ; 

Yet  inexperience  could  not  foe  his  bar 
To  taste :— the  truth  is,  if  men  would  confess, 
That  novelties  please  less  than  they  impress. 
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LXX. 

Though  trayeU'd,  I  \me  never  had  the  luck  to 
Trace  up,  those  shuffliDg  negroes^  Nile  or  Niger, 

To  that  impracticable  place,  Tombactoo, 

Where  geography  finds  no  one  to  oblige  her 

With  such  a  chart  as  may  be  safely  stuck  to— 
For  Europe  ploughs  in  Afric  like  ^^  bos  piger  :** 

But  if  I  held  been  at  Tombuctoo,  there 

No  doubt  I  should  be  told  that  black  is  fair. 

LXXI. 

It  is.     I  will  not  swear  that  black  is  white  ; 

But  I  suspect  in  fact  that  white  is  black, 
And  the  whole  mattor  rests  upon  eye-sight. 

Ask  a  blind  man,  the  best  judge.     You  'U  attack, 
Perhaps,  this  new  position — but  I  *m  rig^ht ; 

Or  if  I  'm  wrong,  I  ^UjDot  be  ta'en  aback  : 
He  hath  no  morn  nor  night,  but  all  is  dark 
Within  ;  and  what  see'st  thou?    A  dubious  spark. 

LXXII. 

But  I  *m  relapsing  into  metaphysics, 
That  labyrinth,  whose  cl«e  is  of  the  same 

Construction  as  your  cures  for  hectic  phthisics, 
Those  bright  moths  fluttering  round  a  dying  flame : 

And  this  reflection  brings  me  to  plain  physics, 
And  to  the  beauties  of  a  foreign  dame^ 

Compared  with  those  of  our  pure  pearls  of  price, 

Those  Polar  summers,  itU  sun,  and  some  ice. 

LXXIU/ 

Or  say  they  are  like  virtuous  mermaids,  whose 
Beginnings  are  fair  faces,  ends  mere  fishes ; — 

Not  that  there  's  not  a  quantity  of  those 

Who  have  a  due  respect  for  their  own  wbhes. 

Like  Russians  rushing  from  hot  baths  to  snows ' 
Are  they,  at  bottom  virtuous  e'en  when  vicious^ : 

They  warm  into  a  scrape,  but  keep  of  course, 

As  a  reserve,  a  plunge  into  remorse. 

LXXIV. 

But  this  has  nought  to  do  with  their  outsides. 

I  said  that  Juan  did  not  think  them  pretty 
At  the  first  blush ;  for  a  fair  *Briton  hides 

Half  her  attractions — probably  from  pity — 
And  rather  calmly  into  the  heart  glides, 

Than  storms  it  as  a  foe  would  take  a  city ; 
But  once  there  (if  you  doubt  this,  prithee  try) 
She  keeps  it  for  yon  like  a  true  ally. 
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LXXV. 

She  cannot  step  as  does  an  Arab  barb. 
Or  Andalusian  girl  from  mass  returning, 

Nor  wear  as  gracefully  as  Gauls  her  garb, 
Nor  in  her  eye  Ausonia's  glance  is  burning ; 

Her  voice,  though  sweet,  is  not  so  fit  to  warb- 
le those  brayuras  (which  I  still  am  learning 

To  like,  though  I  have  been  seven  years  in  Italy, 

And  have,  or  had,  an  ear  that  served  me  prettily) ; — 

Lxxvr. 

She  cannot  do  these  things,  nor  one  or  two 

Others,  in  that  off-hand  and  dashing  style 
Which  takes  so  much — ^to  give  the  devil  his  due ; 

Nor  is  she  quite  so  ready  with  her  smile, 
Nor  settles  all  things  in  one  interview 

(A  thing  approved  as  saving  time  and  toil) : — 
But  though  the  soil  may  give  you  time  and  trouble. 
Well  cultivated,  it  will  render  double. 

LXXVII. 

And  if  in  fact  she  takes  to  a  *'  grande  passion,^' 

It  is  a  very  serious  thing  indeed  ; 
Nine  times  in  ten*'t  is  but  caprice  or  fashion, 

Coquetry,  or  a  wish  to  take  the  lead, 
The  pride  of  a  mere  child  with  a  new  sash  on, 

Or  wish  to  make  a  rival's  bosom  bleed ; 
But  the  tenth  instance  will  be  a  tornado. 
For  there  's  no  saying  what  they  will  or  may  do. 

Lxxvm. 

The  reason  's  obvious  :  if  there  's  an  eclat, 

They  lose  their  caste  at  once,  as  do  the  Parias ; 

And  when  the  delicacies  of  the  law 

Have  fiird  their  papers  with  their  comments  various, 

Society,  that  china  without  flaw, 

(The  hypocrite  !)  will  banish  them  like  Marius, 

To  sit  amidst  the  ruins  of  their  guilt : 

For  Fame  's  a  Carthage  not  so  soon  rebuilt. 

LXXIX. 

Perhaps  this  is  as  it  should  be ; — ^it  is 

A  conunent  on  the  GospeFs  ^'^in  no  more. 
And  be  thy  sins  forgiven  :" — ^but  upon  this 

I  leave  the  saints  to  settle  their  own  score. 
Abroad,  though  doubtless  they  do  much  amiss. 

An  erring  woman  finds  an  open  door 
For  her  return  to  virtue — as  they  call 
The  lady  who  should  be  at  home  to  all. 
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For  me,  I  leave  the  matter  vrhere  I  fiad  it, 
Knowing  that  such  wieasy  virtue  leads 

People  some  ten  timet  less  In  facf^to  mind  it» 
And  care  hut  for  diwoveries  and  not  cfeeds. 

And  as  for  chastity,  you  '11  never  bind  it  .  • 

By  all  the  laws  the  strictest  kwyer  pleads. 

But  aggravate  the  crime  you  have  not  prevented. 

By  rendering  desperate  ^ose  wk^  'd  eto  repented* 

LXXXI. 

But  Juan  was  no  casaist,  uor  had  pondered 

Upon  the  moral  lessons  of  mankind : 
Besides,  he  had  not  seen,  of  several  hundred, 

A  lady  altogether  to  his  mindv 
A  little  <'  blase  "— *t  is  not  to  be  wondered 

At,  that  his.  heart  had  got  a  tougher  rind : 
And  though  not  vainer  from  his  past  success, 
No  doubt  his  sensibilities  were  less.   • 

liXXXII. 

He  also  had  been  busy  seeing  sights — 
The  parliament  and  all  the  other  houses ; 

Had  sate  beneath  the  galleries  at  nights,       •  • 
To  hear  debaites  whose  thunder  rouMed  (not  rauset) 

The  world  to  gaze  upon  those  northern  lights  ^ 
Which  flashM  as  far  as  where  the  nuisk*bull  browses : 

He  had  also  stood  at  times  behind  the  throne — 

But  Grey  was  not  arrived,  and  Chatham  gone. 

LXXXIU. 

He  saw,  however,  at  the  closing  session, 
That  noble  sight,  when  rea%  free  the  nation, 

A  king  in  constitutional  possession 
Of  such  a  throne  as  is  the  proudest  station. 

Though  despots  know  it  not--4iU  the  progression 
Of  freedom  shall  complete  their  education. 

'T  is  not  mere  splendour  nukes  the  show  august 

To  eye  or  heart — it  is  the  people's  trust. 

LXXXIV. 

There  too  he  saw  (whatever  he  may  be  now) 
A  prince,  the  prince  of  princes,  at  the  time 

With  fascination  in  his  very  bow« 

And  fdll  of  promise,  as  the  spri^  of  prime* 

Though  royal^  was  written  on  his  brow, 

He  had  then  the  grace  too,  rare  in  every  clime. 

Of  being,  without  alloy  of  fop  or  beau, 

A  finished  gentleman  from  top  to  toe. 
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LXXXV. 

And  Juan  was  received,  as  hath  l^^en  said^ 

Into  the  best  society :  and  there 
Occurred  what  often  happens,  I  'm  afraid, 

However  disciplined  and  debonnaire  : 
The  talent  and  ^ood  humour  he  displayed. 

Besides  the  mark'd  distinction  of  his  air, 
Exposed  him,  as  was  natural,  to  temptation, 
Evii^  though  himself  avoided  the  occasion, 

LXXXVI. 

But  what,  and  where,  with  whom,  and  when,  and  why,       • 

Is  not  to  be  put  hastily  together ; 
And  as  my  object  b  morality 

(Whatever  people  say),  I  don*t  know  whether 
I  'U  leave  a  single  reader's  eyelft  dry. 

But  harrow  up  his  feelings  till  they  wither. 
And  hew  out  a  huge  monument  of  pathos, 
As  Philip's  son  proposed  to  do  with  Athos/ 

LXXXVII. 

Here  the  twelfth  canto  of  our  introduction 

Ends.    When  the  body  of  the  book  's  begun, 
You  '11  find  it  of  a  different  construction 

From  what  some  people  say  't  will  be  when  done : 
The  plan  at  present  *s  simply  in  concoction. 

I  can't  oblige  you,  reader !  to  read  on ; 
That 's  your  afi^,  not  mine  :  a  real  spirit 
Should  neither  court  neglect,  nor  dread  to  bear  it. 

Lxxxviir. 

And  if  my  thunderbolt  not  always  rattles, 

Remember,  reader !  you  have  had  before 
The  worst  of  tempests  and  the  best  of  battles 

That  e'er  were  brew'd  from  elements  or  gore. 
Besides  the  fnost  sublime  of — Heaven  kliows  what  else : 

An  usurer  could  scarce  expect  much  more — 
But  my  best  canto,  save  one  on  astronomy, 
Will  turn  upon  *'  political  economy." 

LXXXIX. 

Thai  is  your  present  theme  for  popularity : 
Now  that  the  public  hedge  hath  scarce  a  stake, 

It  grows  an  act  of  patriotic  charity,  * 
To  show  the  people  the  best  way  to  break. 

3fy  plan  (but  I,  if  but  for  singularity. 
Reserve  it)  will  be  very  sure  to  take. 

Meantime  read  all  the  national  debt-sinkers. 

And  tell  me  what  you  think  of  your  great  thinkers. 
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NOTES  TO  CANTO  XII. 


Note  I.  Stanza  xix. 

Gives,  with  Greek  truth,  the  good  old  Greek  the  lie. 

See  MnrORD's  Greece.  ^Onecia  Verax.**  His  great  pleasure  ooneists  in 
praising  tyrants,  abasing  Platarch,  spelling  oddly,  and  writing  quaintly ;  and,  what 
iS'Strange  after  all,  his  is  the  best  modem  history  of  Greece  inany  language,  and  he 
is  periiaps  the  best  of  all  modem  historiAs  whatsoever.  Having  named  his  sins*  it 
is  but  lair  to  state  his  virtues — Gleaming,  labour,  research,  wrath,  and  partiality. 
I  can  the  latter  virtues  in  a  writer,  because  they  make  him  write  in  earnest 

Note  2.  Stanza  xxxvii. 
A  hazy  widower  tum'd  of  forty  *s  rare. 
This  line  may  puzsle  the  commentators  more  than  the  present  generation. 

Note  3.  Stanza  Ixxiii. 

Like  Roniana  nuhing  from  hot  baths  to  mows. 

91ie  Russiajis,  as  is  well  known,  run  out  from  theif  hot  baths  to  plunge  into  the 
Neva ;  a  pleasant  practical  antithesis,  which  it  seems  does  them  no  harm. 

Note  4.  Stanza  Ixxxii. 


-4hoge  northern  lights 


Which  flash'd  as  fhr  as  where  the  mask-bull  browses. 

For  a  description  and  print  of  this  inhabitant  of  the  polar  ivgion  and  native 
country  of  the  aurorae  boreales,  see  Parby^s  Voyage  in  search  of  a  North-West 
Passage. 

Note  5.  Stanza  Ixxxvi. 
As  Philip's  son  proposed  to  do  with  Athos. 

A  sculptor  projected  to  hew  Mount  Athos  into  a  statue  of  Alexander,  with  a  dty 
in  one  hand,  and,  I  believe,  a  river  m  his  pocket,  with  various  other  similar  devices. 
But  Alexander 's  gone,  and  Athos  remains,  I  trust,  ere  long,  to  look  over  a  nation  of 
freemen. ' 
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CANTO    XIII. 


I. 

I  NOW  mean  to  be  serious ; — it  is  time, 

Since  laughter  now-a-days  is  deem*d  too  serious. 

A  jest  at  vice  by  virtue  ^s  call'd  a  crime, 
And  criticaUy  held  as  deleterious  : 

Besides,  the  sad  *s  a  source  of  the  sublime, 
Although  when  long  a  little  apt  to  weary  us ; 

And  therefore  shall  my  lay  soar  high  and  solemn 

As  an  old  temple  dwindled  to  a  column. 

II. 

The  Lady  Adeline  Amnndeville 

("T  is  an  old  Norman  name,  and  to  be  found 
In  pedigrees  by  those  who  wander  still 

Along  the  last  fields  of  that  gothic  ground) 
Was  high-bom,  wealthy  by  her  father's  will, 
^     And  beauteous,  even  where  beauties  most  abound, 
In  Britain — which  of  course  true  patriots  find 
V  The  goodliest  soil  of  body  and  of  mind. 

III. 

i  'U  not  gainsay  them  ;  it  is  not  my  cue ; 
I     I  leave  them  to  their  taste,  no  doubt  the  best : 
:  An  eye  *s  an  eye,  and  whether  black  or  blue^ 
Is  no  great  matter,  so  't  is  in  request : 
^T  is  nonsense  to  dispute  about  a  hue — 

The  kindest  may  be  taken  as  a  test. 
The  fair  sex  should  be  always  fair ;  and  no  man, 
Till  thirty,  should  perceive  there  's  a  plain  woman. 

i  ^ 

And  after  that  serene  and  somewhat  dull 
Epoch,  that  awkward  corner  turned  for  days 

More  quiet,  when  our  moon  's  no  more  at  full, 
We  may  presume  to  criticise  or  praise; 

Because  indifference  begins  to  lull 

Our  passions,  and  we  walk  in  wisdom's  ways ; 

Also  because  the  figure  and  the  face 

Hint,  that 't  is  time  to  give  the  younger  place. 

IV.  «2 
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V. 

I  know  that  some  would  fiun  postpone  this  era, 

Relactant  as  all  placemen  to  resign 
Their  post ;  but  dieirs  is  merely  a  chimera, 

For  they  have  pass'd  life's  equinoctial  line  : 
But  then  diey  have  their  claret  and  madeira, 

To  irrigate  the  dryness  of  deeline ; 
And  county  meetings  and  the  parliament, 
And  debt,  and  what  not,  for  their  solace  sent. 

VI. 

And  is  there  not  religion  and  reform. 

Peace,  war,  the  taxes,  and  what  *s  call'd  the  **•  Mtum  ? 
The  struggle  to  be  pilots  in  a  storm  ? 

The  landed  and  ^e  monied  speeulation  ? 
The  joys  of  mutual  hate  to  keep  them  warm, 

Instead  of  love,  that  mere  hijlucinatioli  ? 
Now  hatred  is  by  far  the  longest  pleasure ; 
Men  love  in  haste,  but  they  detest  at  leisure* 

VII. 

Rough  Johnson,  the  great  moralist,  profisflsM, 
Right  honestly,  <<  he  liked  an  honest  haftar  "— ' 

The  only  truth  that  yet  has  been  confessed 
Within  these  latest  thouaand  years  or  later. 

Perhaps  the  fine  old  fellow  spoke  in  jesti — 
For  my  part,  I  am  but  a  mere  spectator, 

And  gaze  where'er  the  palace  or  tbe  hovel  is, 

Much  in  the  mode  of  GoSthe's  Mephistopheles ; 

vm 

But  neither  love  nor  hate  in  much  excess ; 

Though  't  was  not  onco  so.    If  I  sneer  sometimes, 
It  is  because  I  cannot  well  do  less, 

And  now  and  then  it  also  suits  (ay  rhymes. 
I  should  be  very  willing  to  repress 

Men's  wrongs,  and  rather  check  than  punish  crimes, 
Had  not  Cervantes^  in  that  too  true  tale 
Of  Quixote,  shown  how  all  svrch  efforts  fail. 

IX. 

Of  all  tales  't  is  the  saddet^t— and  niorei  sad. 
Because  it  makes  ujs  smile ;  his  hero 's  right, 

And  still  pursues  the  right  ;-^tQ  curb  the  bad, 
His  only  object,  and  'gainst  odds  to  fight, 

His  guerdon  :  't  is  his  virtue  ro^eSr  him  mad ! 
But  his  adventures  foran,  a  soriy  sight  -^ 

A  sorrier  still  is  the  great  moral  tai]|giht 

By  that  real  epic  untJO  a^  who  've  thought. 


•r 
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Redreaiing^  injory,  reveogiftg;  i^od^, 
To  aid  the  damsel  and  destroy  the  ci^lSff ; 

Opposing  singly  the  united  strong, 
From  foreign  yoke  to  free  the  helpless  native ; 

Alas .'  most  noblest  tiews,  like  an  old  song, 
Be  for  mere  £uicy*s  Sport  a  theme  creative  t 

A  jest,  a  riddle,  fame  through  thin  and  ^ick  i^M^^ht? 

And  Socrates  himself  hut  wisdom*s  €}uik<yfe  ? 

XI. 

Cervantes  smiled  Sp^'s  chivalry  away ; 

A  single  laugh  demolished  the  right  s^na 
Of  his  own  country ; — ^seldom  since  that  diy 

Has  Spain  had  heroes.   While  rouuMc^  doidid  dtarin, 
The  world  gave  ground  before  her  bright  tittsfi 

And  therefore  hav6  dis  Volumes  ioM  such  Inmii, 
That  all  their  glory  as  a  compositioU 
Was  dearly  purchased  by  his  httk&B  pefditiou 

in. 

I  *m  *'  at  my  old  htti«fs"-^gi'est6on,  aiki  kftget 

The  Lady  Adefine  Amundeville; 
The  fair  most  fatal  Jnto  ever  met. 

Although  she  was  not  etil  nor  infant  iU ! 
But  destiny  and  passidn  spread  the  net 

(Fate  is  a  good  excuse  for  our  own  vriU), 
And  caught  them ;  whut  dc«  they  nof  catch,  m^tlhiiytt? 
But  I  *m  not  CEdipus,  and  fife  *ik  a  Sphinx. 

I  tell  the  tale  as  it  is  told,  nor  dare 

To  venture  a  soltftion  t  '^  Davus  sum !  ** 
And  now  I  will  proceed  upon  the  pair» 

Sweet  Adelme,  amidst  the  gay  world^s  houl. 
Was  the  queen-bee,  the  glass  of  all  that  *8  fiur  i 

Whose  charms  made  all  men  speak,  and  wmn«n  duarf)* 
The  last 's  a  miracle,  and  such  was  reokou'd, 
And  smce  that  time  there  has  not  beea  a  second* 

xnr. 

Chaste  was  she  to  detraction's  despefatiofi. 
And  wedded  unto  one  she  had  loved  w^ll-^ 

A  man  known  in  the  councils  of  tibe  natioU, 
Cool,  and  quite  English,  imperturbable. 

Though  apt  to  act  with  fire  upou  occasion, 
Proud  of  himself  and  her ;  the  world  could  tell 

Nought  against  either,  arid  both  seem'd  ieonr»^ 

She  in  her  virtue,  he  in  hb  AcMfetcr • 
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XV. 

It  chanced  some  diplomatical  relatioiis, 
Arising  out  of  business,  often  brongfat 

Himself  and  Juan  in  their  mutual  stations 

Into  close  contact.     Though  reserved,  nor  caught 

By  specious  seeming,  Juan's  youth,  and  patience, 
And  talent,  on  his  haughty  spirit  wrou^t, 

And  formed  a  basis  of  esteem,  which  ends 

In  making  men  what  courtesy  calb  friends. 

XVI. 

And  thus  Lord  Henry,  who  was  cautious  as 

Reserve  and  pride  could  make  him,  and  full  sIqw 

In  judging  men — ^when  once  his  judgment  was 
Determined,  right  or  wrong,  on  friend  or  foe. 

Had  all  the  pertinacity  pride  has, 
Which  knows  no  ebb  to  its  imperious  flow. 

And  loves  or  hates,  disdaining  to  be  guided. 

Because  its  own  good  pleasure  hath  decided. 

xvn. 

His  friendships,  therefore,  and  no  less  aversions, 
Though  oft  well  founded,  which  confirmed  but  more 

His  prepossessions,  like  the  laws  of  Persians 

And  Medes,  would  ne'er  revoke  what  went  before. 

His  feelings  bad  not  those  strange  fits,  like  tertians. 
Of  common  likings,  which  make  some  deplore 

What  they  should  laugh  at — the  mere  ague  still 

Of  men's  regard,  the  fever  or  the  chill. 

xvra. 

*^  'T  is  not  in  mortals  to  command  success; 

But  da  you  more^  Sempronius— ^on'/  deserve  it.'' 
And  take  my  word,  you  won't  have  any  less  : 

Be  wary,  watcl^the  time,  and  always  serve  it; 
Give  gently  way,  where  there  's  too  great  a  press ; 

And  for  your  conscience,  only  learn  to  neive  it, — 
For,  like  a  racer  or  a  boxer  training, 
'T  will  make,  if  proved,  vast  efforts  without  paining. 

XIX. 

Lord  Henry  also  liked  to  be  superior. 
As  most  men  do,  the  little  or  the  great ; 

The  very  lowest  find  out  aa  inferior. 
At  least  they  think  so,  to  exert  their  state 

Upon  :  for  there  are  very  few  things  wearier 
Than  solitary  pride's  oppressive  weight, 

Which  mortals  generously  would  divide, 

By  bidding  others  carry  while  they  ride* 
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XX. 

In  birth,  in  rank,  in  fortone  likewise  equal, 

0*er  Joan  he  conld  no  distinction  claim ; 
In  years  he  had  the  advantage  of  time's  sequel ; 

And,  as  he  thought,  in  country  much  the  same — 
Because  bold  Britons  have  a  tongue  and  free  quill, 

At  which  aU  modem  nations  vainly  aim ; 
And  the  Lord  Henry  was  a  great  debater. 
So  that  few  members  kept  the  House  up  later. 

XXI. 

These  were  advantages :  and  then  he  thought — 

It  was  his  foible,  but  by  no  means  sinister — 
That  few  or  none  more  than  himself  had  caught 

Court  mysteries,  having  been  himself  a  minister ; 
He  liked  to  teach  that  which  he  had  been  taught. 

And  greatly  shone  whenever  there  had  been  a  stir; 
And  reconciled  all  qualities  which  grace  man. 
Always  a  patriot,  and  sometimes  a  placeman. 

XXII. 

He  liked  the  gentle  Spaniard  for  his  gravity ; 

He  almost  honourM  him  for  his  docili^. 
Because,  though  young,  he  acquiesced  with  suavi^. 

Or  contradicted  but  with  proud  humility. 
He  knew  the  world,  and  would  not  see  depravity 

In  faults  which  sometimes  show  the  soil's  fertility, 
If  that  the  weeds  o'erlive  not  the  first  crop, — 
For  then  they  are  very  difficult  to  stop. 

xxin. 

And  then  he  talk'd  with  him  about  Madrid, 

Constantinople,  and  such  distant  places ; 
Where  people  always  did  as  they  were  bid. 

Or  did  what  they  should  not  with  foreign  grac6s. 
Of  coursers  also  spake  they  :  Henry  rid 

Well,  like  most  Englishmen,  and  loved  the  races; 
And  Juan,  like  a  true-bom  Andalusian, 
Could  back  a  horse,  as  despots  ride  a  Russian. 

XXIV. 

And  tbus  acquaintance  grew,  at  noble  routs, 

And  diplomatic  dinners,  or  at  others— 
For  Juan  stood  well  both  with  ins  and  outs. 

As  in  freemasonry  a  higher  brother. 
Upon  his  talent  Henry  had  no  doubts. 

His  manner  show'd  him  sprang  from  a  high  mother ; 
And  all  men  like  to  show  their  hospitality 
To  him  whose  breeding  marches  with  his  quality. 
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XXV. 

At  Blank-Blank  Square  ^or  w«  wiU  tvMk  m>  iqnar^ 
By  naming  streets :  sinc^  mfin  ar«  no  pepmNriioiiay 

And  apt  to  sow  an  auUior's  wkeat  with  tvei , 
Reaping  allusions  prirate  and  iogloriopSy 

Where  none  were  dreamt  pf,  onlQlove^s  {iffiiirs 
Which  were,  or  are,. or  are  to  b^  nptoriofis. 

That  therefore  do  I  previoosly  d^lare. 

Lord  Henry's  maiMioii  wa^  in  Blank-BI^Dk  Sqiwre* 

XXVI. 

Also  there  bin*  anoUi^r  fHous  reaaen 
For  making  squares  and  streets  anonyinevs  { 

Which  is,  that  there  is  scarce  a  single  seaspo 
Which  doth  not  shake  sone  vary  splendid  home 

With  some  slight  heartH)«ake  of  domestic  tnamnh^ 
A  topic  scandal  doth  detight  to  reuse  c 

Such  I  might  stmnble  ever  tmawares, 

Unless  I  knew  the  yerv  chastest  squares. 

XXVII. 

'T  is  true,  I  might  hare  ehosen  PiecadiUy, 
A  place  where  peccadilloes  are  upkne^Mni  i 

Bat  I  have  motivesy  whether  wise  or  siUy> 
For  letting  that  pure  sanotiiary  alone* 

Therefore  I  name  not  square,  street,  plaee,  wtil  I 
Find  one  where  nothing  nanghty  oan  be  fliowD« 

A  vestal  shrine  of  innocence  of  heart : 

Such  are — ^but  I  have  lost  the  London  chart* 

XX  VIII. 

At  Henry's  mansion  then  in  Blank-Blank  Sqiiare» 
Was  Juan  a  reekerehky  welcome  guest, 

As  many  other  nobl^  scions  were ; 
And  some  who  had  but  talent  for  their  crest; 

Or  wealth,  which  is  a  passport  ererywhere ; 
Or  even  mere  fashion,  which  indeed  's  the  best 

Recommendation,  and  to  be  well  drest 

Will  very  often  supersede  the  rest. 

XXIX. 

And  since  *^'  diere  's  safety  in  a  multitiide 

Of  counsellors,"  as  Solomon  has  said, 
Or  some  one  for  him,  in  some  sage  grave  OMiod  :*^ 

Indeed  we  see  the  daily  proof  displayed 
In  senates,  at  the  bar,  in  wordy  fend. 

Where'er  collective  wisdom  can  parade, 
Which  is  the  only  cause  that  we  can  guess 
Of  Britain's  present  wealth  and  happine^;-^^ 
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XXX. 

But  as  '^  there  's  safety  grtfted  in  the  attmber 

Of  counsellors"  for  meu, — thus  for  the  sex 
A  large  acquaintance  lets  not  Tfttae  sktmber ; 

Or,  should  it  shajce,  1^  choice  will  more  perplex^ 
Variety  itself  will  more  encumber. 

'Midst  many  rocks  we  fuard  more  agoitist  wreclm  ; 
And  thus  with  women :  howsoever  it  shock  some^t 
Self-love,  there  's  safety  in  a  crowd  of  coxcombs* 

XXXI. 

But  Adehne  had  not  the  least  occasion 
For  such  a  shi^,  which  lesrcs  but  little  raeril 

To  virtue  proper,  or  good  education,  / 

Her  chief  resource  was  in. her  own  high  aqpint, 

Which  judged  mankind  at  their  due  estiiqalion; 
And  for  coquetry,  she  disdain'd  to  wear  it  i 

Secure  of  admiralion,  its  impressiob 

Was  faint,  as  of  an  every-^y  possession. 

XXXIl. 

To  all  she  was  polite  without  parade ; 

To  some  she  show'd  attentidu  of  tlial  kind 
Which  flatters,  but  is  flattery  convey'd 

In  such  a  sort  as  cannot  leave  behind 
A  trace  unworthy  either  wife  or  mmd; 

A  gentle  genial  courtesy  qf  mind. 
To  those  who  were,  or  pass'd  for,  meritoriouSf 
Just  to  console  sad  glory  for  being  glorious ; 

XXXIII. 

Which  IS  in  all  respeet*,  sAve  now  a&d  then, 

A  dull  and  desolate  appendage*    Gaze 
Upon  the  shades  of  those  distinguish'd  meo. 

Who  were  or  Are  the  pvqppet-shows  of  prwse. 
The  praise  of  persecution*    Gaze  again 

On  the  mos|;  favoured ;  and,  amidst  the  l^laaie 
Of  sunset  halos  o'er  the  laOrel-brow'd, 
What  can  ye  reeogttize  ? — ^A  gilded  cloud. 

x^ftciv. 

There  also  was  of  course  in  Adeline 

That  calm  patrician  polish  in  the  address, 
Which  ne'er  can  pass  the  equinoctial  line 

Of  any  thing  which  Nature  would  express : 
Just  as  a  mandarift  finds  nothing  fine,-^ 

At  least  his  manner  suffers  not  to  guess 
That  any  thing  he  views  can  greatly  please — 
Perhaps  we  have  borrowed  this  from  the  Chinese, 
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XXXV. 

Perhaps  from  Horace;  his  "NU  adnurari*' 
Was  what  he  call'd  the  ^'  Art  of  Happiness  ;'* 

An  art  on  which  the  artists  greatly  yar  j, 
And  have  not  yet  attained  to  much  success* 

However,  't  is  expedient  to  he  wary : 
Indifference  certes  don't  produce  distress ; 

And  rash  enthusiasm  in  good  society 

Were  nothing  hut  a  moral  inebriety. 

XXXVI. 

But  Adeline  was  not  indifferent :  for, 

(Nom  for  a  coonnon-place !)  beneath  the  snow. 

As  a  volcano  holds  the  lava  more 

Within-— e<  ceetera.     Shall  I  go  on  ?— No ! 

I  hate  to  hunt  down  a  tired  metaphor : 
So  let  the  often-used  volcano  go* 

Poor  thing !  how  frequently,  by  me  and  others, 

It  hath  been  stirr'd  up  till  its  smoke  quite  smothers  I 

XXXVII. 

I  *11  have  another  figure  in  a  trice  : 

What  say  you  to  a  bottle  of  Champagne  ? 

Frozen  into  a  very  vinous  ice, 

Which  leaves  few  drops  of  that  immortal  rain. 

Yet  in  the  very  centre,  past  all  price, 
About  a  liquid  glassful  will  remain ; 

And  this  is  stronger  than  the  strongest  grape 

Could  e'er  express  in  its  eiqpanded  shape : 

XXX  VIU. 

'T  is  the  whole  spirit  brought  to  a  quintessence  ; 

And  thus  the  chilliest  aspects  may  concentre 
A  hidden  nectar  under  a  cold  presence, 

And  such  are  many — though  I  only  meant  her 
From  whom  I  now  deduce  these  moral  lessons, 

On  which  the  Muse  has  always  sought  to  enter  : 
And  your  cold  people  are  beyond  all  price, 
When  once  yon  've  broken  their  confounded  ice. 

XX]^. 

But  after  all  they  are  a  north-west  passage 
Unto  die  glowing  India  of  the  soul ; 

And  as  the  good  ships  sent  upon  that  message 
Have  not  exactly  ascertain'd  the  Pole 

(Though  Parry's  efforts  look  a  lucky  presage), 
Thus  gentlemen  may  run  upon  a  shoal ; 

For,  if  the  Pole  's  not  open,  but  all  frost 

(A  chance  stiU)>  't  is  a  voyage  or  vessel  lost* 
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XL. 

And  young  beginners  may  as  well  commence    ^ 

With  quiet  cruising  o*er  the  ocean  woman ; 
While  those  who  're  not  beginners,  should  hare  sense 

Enough  to  make  for  port,  ere  Time  shall  summon 
With  his  gray  signal-flag ;  and  the  past  tense. 

The  dreary  "JiamuB"  of  all  things  human, 
Must  be  declined,  whilst  life's  thin  thread 's  spun  oat 
Between  the  gaping  heir  and  gnawing  gout, 

XLL 

But  Heaven  must  be  diverted :  its  divenion  .- 

Is  sometimes  truculent — ^but  never  mind : 
The  world  upon  the  whole  is  worth  the  assertion 

(If  but  for  comfort)  that  ail  things  are  kind : 
And  that  same  devilish  doctrine  of  the  Persian, 

Of  the  two  principles,  but  leaves  behind 
As  many  doubts  as  any  other  doctarine 
Has  ever  puzzled  Faith  withal,  or  yoked  her  in» 

XLII. 

The  English  winter— ending  in  July, 

To  recommence  in  August — ^now  was  done. 
*T  is  the  postilion's  parage :  wheels  fly ; 

On  roads  east,  south,  north,  west,  there  is  a  run. 
But  for  post4iorses  who  finds  sympathy  ? 

Man's  pity  's  for  himself,  or  for  his  son. 
Always  premising  that  said  son  at  college 
Has  not  contracted  much  more  debt  than  knowledge* 

XLIU. 

The  London  winter  's  ended  in  July — 

Sometimes  a  little  later.     I  don't  err 
In  this :  whatever  other  blunders  he 

Upon  my  shoulders,  here  I  must  aver 
My  Muse  a  glass  of  weatherology ; 

For  Parliament  is  our  barometer  : 
Let  radicals  its  other  acts  attack. 
Its  sessions  form  our  only  almanack. 

XLIV. 

When  its  quicksilver  's  down  at  zero, — lo  I 

Coach,  chariot,  luggage,  baggage,  equipage ! 
Wheels  whirl  from  Carlton-palace  to  Soho, 

And  happiest  they  who  horses  can  engage ; 
llie  turnpikes  glow  with  dust,  and  Rotten-row 

Sleeps  from  the  chivalry  of  this  bright  age  ; 
And  tradesmen,  with  long  biUs  and  longer  faces, 
Sigh,  as  the  post-boys  fasten  on  the  traces. 


34«  BVROK'S  WORK& 

XLV. 

They  &nd  their  bilU>  ''Arcadians  both/* '  ar«  kit 
To  the  Greek  kakfMb  ef  another  settion. 

Alas !  to  them  of  rea^  cash  bereft. 
What  hope  remains  ?    Of  hope  the  faU  poiaeiaioii, 

Or  generous  drafts  eoaraded  aa  a  gift, 
At  a  long  date — tillthej  can  get  a  freah  one,-^ 

Hawk'd  abovt  at  at  diacoont,  smi^  or  large ; — 

Also  the  solace  of  an  enrerciiarge. 

Bat  these  are  trifles.    DewMrard  jfies  mj  lord, 
Nodding  beside  my  hAj  m  his  carriage. 

Away !  away !     **•  WteA,  basses  I"  are  the  word. 
And  changed  as  faickiy  sm  hearts  after  marriage* 

The  obsequioos  laodlard  haA  the  change  restored ; 
The  post-boys  hare  no  reaami  to  disparage 

Their  fee ;  but  ere  the  watered!  idbeds  may  hiss  hence, 

The  ostler  pleads  for  a  reminiscenee.^ 

XLVII. 

*T  is  granted ;  and  the  valet  moooits  dm  didkey — 
That  gentleman  of  lords  and  gentlemen ; 

Also  my  lady's  gentlewoman,  tricky, 

Trick'd  ont,  bat  modest  omre  than  poet's  pen 

Can  paint,  "  Can  viaggino  i  rieekii  '* 

(Excuse  a  foreign  slipslop  now  and  then, 

If  bat  to  show  I  Ve  travell*d ;  and  what 's  trarel. 

Unless  it  teaches  OM  to  quote  and  cavil?) 

XLvm. 

The  London  winter  and  the  coantry  somoier 
Were  well  nigh  orer.     'T  is  perhaps  a  pity, 

When  Nature  wears  the  gown  tiiat  doth  become  her. 
To  lose  those  best  months  in  a  sweaty  city. 

And  wait  until  the  nightingale  grows  dumber, 
Listening  debates  not  very  wise  or  witty, 

Ere  patriots  their  true  eouniry  can  remember  ;-— 

Bat  there  's  no  shooting  (save  grouse)  till  September. 

XLIX 

I  Ve  done  with  my  tirade.     The  world  was  gone ; 

The  twice  two  thousand  for  whom  earth  was  made, 
Were  vanished  to  be  what  they  call  alone, — 

That  is^  with  thirty  servants  for  parade. 
As  many  guests  or  more  ;  before  whom  groan 

As  many  covers,  duly,  daily  laid. 
Let  none  accuse  old  England's  hospitality — 
Its  quantity  is  but  condensed  to  quality. 
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Lord  Heniy  and  the  Ladj  Adeline 

Departed,  like  the  reat  of  their  compaers. 
The  peerage,  to  a  mansion  rery  fine ; 

The  gothic  Bahel  of  a  thousand  yean. 
None  than  themselves  could  boast  » longer  linA, 

Where  time  through  heroes  and  through  beauties  stean ; 
And  oaks,  as  olden  as  their  pedigree. 
Told  of  their  sires,  a  tomb  in  every  tree, 

A  paragraph  in  every  paper  told 

Of  their  departure :  such  is  modem  fame : 
'T  is  pity  that  it  takes  no  further  hold 

Than  an  advertisement,  or  much  the  same ; 
When,  ere  the  ink  be  dry,  the  sound  grows  cold. 

The  MomiDg  Post  was  foremost  to  proclaim 
'^  Departure,  for  his  countrytseat^  to-nlay, 
T^rd  H.  AmundeviUe  and  Lady  A. 

LIL 

<(  We  understand  the  splendid  host  intends 

To  entertain,  this  autumn,  a  select 
And  numerous  party  of  his  noble  Mends  $ 

*Midst  whom  we  Ve  heard  from  sources  quite  correct^ 
The  Dake  of  D the  shooting  season  spends. 

With  many  more  by  rank  and  f^hion  deck' d ; 
Also  a  foreigner  of  high  condition. 
The  envoy  of  the  secret  Russian  mission." 

Ulh 

And  thus  we  see — ^who  doubts  the  Morning  Post  ? 

(Whose  articles  are  like  the  '*  thirty-nine,'* 
Which  those  most  swear  to  who  believe  them  most)-^ 

Our  gay  Russ-Sp^ard  was  ordain*d  to  shine, 
Deck'd  by  the  rays  reflected  from  his  host. 

With  those  who,  Pope  says,  '<  greatly  daring  dine/* 
T  is  odd',  but  true, — last  war,  the  news  abounded 
More  with  these  dinnen  than  the  kill*d  or  wonnded.^ 

UV. 

As  thus :  '*  On  Thursday  there  was  a  grand  dinner; 

Present,  Lords  A.  B.  C'-^Earls,  dukes,  by  name 
AnnouncM  with  no  less  pomp  than  victory's  winner : 

Then  underneath,  and  in  the  very  same 
Column :  *«  Date,  Falmouth,  There  has  lately  been  here 

The  slap-dash  regiment,  so  well  known  to  feune ; 
Whose  loss  in  the  late  action  we  regret : 
The  vacancies  are  fill'd  up — see  G«»atte.'' 
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LV. 

To  Norman  Abbey  whirl'd  the  noble  pair, 

An  old,  old  monastery,  once,  and  now 
StUl  older  mansion,  of  a  rich  and  rare 

Mix'd  gothic,  such  as  artists  all  allow 
Few  specimens  yet  left  us  can  compare 

Withal  i  it  lies  perhaps  a  little  low, 
Because  the  monks  preferred  a  hill  behind. 
To  shelter  their  devotion  from  the  wind. 

LVI. 

It  stood  embosom'd  in  a  happy  valley, 

Crown*d  by  high  woodlands,  where  the  druid  oak 

Stood  like  Caractacus  in  act  to  rally 

His  host,  with  broad  arms  'gainst  the  thunder-stroke ; 

And  from  beneath  his  boughs  were  seen  to  sally 
The  dappled  foresters — as  day  awoke, 

The  branching  stag  swept  down  with  all  lus  herd, 

To  quaff  a  brook  which  murmur'd  like  a  bird. 

Lvn. 

Before  the  mansion  lay  a  lucid  lake, 
Broad  as  transparent,  deep,  and  freshly  fed 

By  a  river,  whicli  its  soften'd  way  did  take 
In  currents  through  the  calmer  water  spread 

Around :  the  wild  fowl  nestled  in  the  brake 
And  sedges,  brooding  in  their  liquid  bed : 

The  woods  sloped  downwards  to  its  brink,  and  stood 

^th  their  green  faces  fixM  upon  the  flood. 

LVia 

Its  outlet  dash'd  into  a  deep  cascade. 

Sparkling  with  foam  until  again  subsiding. 

Its  shriller  echoes — like  an  infant  made 
Quiet — ^sank  into  softer  ripples,  gliding 

Into  a  rivulet;  and,  thus  aUay'd, 
Pursued  its  course,  now  gleaming,  and  now  hiding 

Its  windings  through  the  woods;  now  clear,  now  blue, 

According  as  the  skies  their  shadows  threw. 

A  glorious  remnant  bf  the  gothic  pile 

(While  yet  the  church  was  Rome's)  stood  half  apart 
In  a  grand  arch,  which  once  screened  many  an  aisle. 

These  last  had  disappeared — a  loss  to  art : 
The  first  yet  frowned  superbly  o'er  the  soil, 

And  kindled  feelings  in  the  roughest  hearty 
Which  mourn'd  the  power  of  time's  or  tempest's  march, 
In  gazing  on  that  venerable  arch. 
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V  LX. 

Within  a  niche,  nigh  to  it|i  pinnacle, 
Twelve  saints  had  once  stood  sanctified  in  stone ; 

But  these  had  fallen,  not  when  the  Triars  fell, 

But  in  the  war  which  struck  Charles  from  his  throne, 

When  each  house  was  a  fortalice — as  tell 
The  annals  of  full  many  a  line  undone, — 

The  gallant  caraliers,  who  fought  in  vain 

For  those  who  knew  not  to  resign  or  reign. 

LXI. 

;    But  in  a  higher  niche,  alone,  hut  crown'd, 

The  Virgin  Mother  of  the  God- horn  child, 
With  her  son  in  her  hless'd  arms,  look'd  around, 

Spared  hy  some  chance  when  all  heside  was  spoiFd ; 
She  made  the  earth  helow  seem  holy  ground. 

This  may  he  superstition,  weak  or  wild. 
But  even  die  faintest  relics  of  a  shrine  ^ 

Of  any  worship  wake  some  thoughts  divine. 

LXU. 

A  mighty  window,  hollow  in  the  centre. 

Shorn  of  its  glass  of  thousand  colourings. 
Through  which  the  deepen'd  glories  once  could  enter. 

Streaming  £R>m  off  the  sun  like  seraph's  wings. 
Now  yawns  all  desolate :  now  loud,  now  fainter, 

The  gale  sweeps  through  its  fretwork,  and  oft  sings 
The  owl  his  anthem,  where  the  silenced  quire 
Lie  with  their  hallelujahs  quench'd  like  fire. 

LXIII. 

But  in. the  noontide  of  the  moon,  and  when 

The  wind  is  winged  from  one  point  of  heaven. 
There  moans  a  strange  unearthly  sound,  which  then 

Is  musical — a  dying  accent  driven 
Through  the  huge  arch,  which  soars  and  sinks  again* 

Some  deem  it  hut  tlie  distant  echo  given 
Back  to  the  night-wind  hy  the  waterfall. 
And  harmonized  hy  the  old  choral  wall : 

Lxnr. 

Others,  that  some  original  shape  or  form. 
Shaped  hy  decay  perchance,  hath  given  the  power 

(Though  less  than  that  of  Memnon's  statue,  warm 
In  Egypt's  rays,  to  harp  at  a  fix'd  hour) 

To  this  gray  ruin,  with  a  voice  to  charm. 
Sad,  hut  serene,  it  sweeps  o'er  tree  or  tower : 

The  cause  I  know  not,  nor  can  solve ;  hut  such 

The  fact : — I  Ve  heard  it, — once  perhaps  too  much. 
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LXV. 

Amidst  the  court  a  gothic  fovfitaitt  plajM, 

Symmetrical,  bttt  deck*d  with  carthig^s  qud&ift — 

Strange  faces,  like  to  men  in  masqneradle, 
And  here  perhapts  a  monster,  there  a  saint : 

The  spring  gush*d  through  grim:  mouths,  of  gratnite  ffiade^ 
And  sparkled  into  basins,  where  it  speivt 

Its  little  torrent  in  a  thousand  bubbles. 

Like  man's  vain  glory,  and  his  vaiAei'  troubles. 

LXVI. 

The  mansions  self  was  rast  and  reneraMe, 
With  more  of  the  moiiastic  thau  has  b^n 

Elsewhere  preserved  t  the  cloisters  stiQ  were  stable, 
The  cells  too  and  refectory,  I  ween : 

An  exquisite  small  chapel  had  been  able. 
Still  unimpaired,  to  dedoratte  the  scene 

The  rest  has  been  reformed,  replaced,  or  sunk. 

And  spoke  more  of  the  baron  thain  the  monk. 

LXVIL 

Huge  halls,  long  galleries,  spacious  (ihafflbe^s,  jbin^d 

By  no  quite  lawful  marriage  of  the  arts. 
Might  shock  a  connoisseur :  but,  wheU  ddmbined, 

Form'd  a  whole  which,  irregular  m  pairts, 
Yet  left  a  grand  impression  on  the  mind, 

At  least  of  those  whose  eyes  are  m  their  hearts. 
We  gaze  upon  a  giant  for  his  stature, 
Nor  judge  at  first  if  aH  be  true  to  nature. 

Lxvm. 

Steel  barons,  molten  the  tLett  generation 
To  silken  rows  of  gay  and  gartered  earls, 

Glanced  from  the  walls  in  goodly  preservation  ; 
And  Lady  Marys,  blooming  into  girls. 

With  fair  long  locks,  had  also  kept  theit  station ; 
And  countesses  matuf-e  in  robes  and  pearls : 

Also  some  beauties  of  Sir  Peter  Lely, 

Whose  drapery  hints  we  may  admire  them  freely : 

LXDL 

Judges,  in  very  formidable  ermine. 

Were  there,  with  br6ws  that  did  not  much  invite 
The  accused  to  think  their  lordships  would  determine 

His  cause  by  leaning  much  from  might  to  right : 
Bishops  who  had  not  left  a  single  se^mdn : 

Attorneys-general,  awful  to  the  sight. 
As  hinting  more  (unless  our  judgments  warp  u^) 
Of  the  "  Star  Chamber"  than  of  "  Habeas  corpus." 
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(Jenerals,  some  all  in  annov,  of  live  aM 
And  iron  time,  ere  lead  liad  tm*en  the  lead  ; 

Oliien  in  wigs  of  Marlborongh^s  martial  fold, 
Hager  thui  twebre  of  our  degenerate  breed: 

Lordlmgf ,  with  stayes  of  white  or  ke3fB  of  gold : 
Nimrods,  whose  canvas  scarce  €ontain*d  the  steed ; 

And  here  and  there  some  stem  high  patriot  stood. 

Who  coold  not  get  the  place  for  which  he  seed. 

LXXI. 

But,  ever  and  anon,  to  soothe  your  vision, 
Fatigaed  with  these  hereditary  glories. 

There  rose  a  Carlo  Dolce  or  a  'Titian, 
Or  wilder  gronp  of  savage  Salvatore*s :  < 

Here  danced  Albano's  boys,  and  here  the  sea  ihona 
In  Vemet's  ocean  lights ;  and  there  the  stories 

Of  martyrs  awed,  as  Spagnoletto  tainted 

His  brush  with  all  the  blood  (^  all  the  sainted. 

LSJXL 

Here  sweetly  spiead  a  landscape  of  Lorraine ; 

lliere  Rembrandt  made  hit  darkness  et^ital  ligiit, 
Or  gloomy  Caravaggio's  gloomier  stain 

Bronzed  o'er  some  lean  and  stoic  anchorite  i*^ 
But  k) !  a  Teniers  woos,  and  not  in  vain, 

Your  eyes  to  revel  in  a  Uvelier  sight  t 
His  bell-moutfa*d  goblet  makes  me  feel  quite  Danish/ 
Or  Dutch  with  thirst---Whftt  ho !  a  flask  of  Rhemsb. 

Lxxm. 

Oh,  reader !  If  that  thou  canst  Yead,«-4md  know 
*T  is  not  enough  to  speB,  «r  even  to  read, 

To  constitute  a  reader ;  there  must  go 
Virtues  of  which  both  yo«  and  I  have  need. 

Firstly,  begm  with  ttie  beginning  (though 
That  clause  is  hard),  and  secondly,  proceed ; 

Thirdly,  commence  not  with  the  end — or,  smning 

In  ibis  sort,  end  at  least  with  the  begimnng. 

LXXIT. 

But,  reader,  thou  hast  patient  been  of  kte, 
While  I,  without  remorse  of  rhyme,  or  fear. 

Have  built  and  laid  out  groimd  at  such  a  rate, 
Dan  Phoebus  takes  me  lor  an  ooctieneer. 

That  poets  were  so  from  ttieir  earliest  date, 
By  Homer's  «'  catalogue  of  shipe*'  is  clear ; 

But  a  mere  modem  must  be  moderate — 

I  spare  you,  then,  the  fflmttare  mid  plate. 
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LXXV, 

The  mellow  autumn  came^  and  with  it  came 
The  promised  party,  to  eirjoy  its  sweets. 

The  corn  is  cut,  the  manor  full  of  game ; 
The  pointer  ranges,  and  the  sportsman  beats 

In  russet  jacket : — lynx-like  is  his  aim. 

Full  grows  his  bag,  and  wonde][/u2  his  feats. 

Ah,  nutbrown  partridges !  ah,  brilliant  pheasants ! 

And  ah,  ye  poachers  I-t-T  is  no  sport  for  peasants. 

LXXVI. 

An  English  autumn,  though  it  hath  no  yines. 

Blushing  with  Bacchant  coronals  along 
The  paths,  o'er  which  the  fair  festoon  entwines 

The  red  grape  in  the  sunny  lands  of  song. 
Hath  yet  a  purchased  choice  of  choicest  wines ; 

The  claret  light,  and  the  madeira  strong. 
If  Britain  mourn  her  bleakness,  we  can  teU  her^ 
The  very  best  of  vineyards  is  the  cellar. 

LXXVIL 

Then,  if  she  hath  not  that  serene  dedine 
Which  makes  the  southern  autumn's  day  appear 

As  if  H  would  to  a  second  spring  resign 
The  season,  rather  than  to  winter  drear, — 

Of  in-door  comforts  still  she  hath  a  mine,-*- 
The  sea>coal  fires,  the  earliest  of  the  year ; 

Without  doors  too  she  may  complete  in  mellow. 

As  what  is  lost  in  green  is  gain'd  in  yellow. 

Lxxvin. 

And  for  the  effeminate  vUleggiaiurti-^ 

Rife  with  more  horns  than  hounds-Hshe  hath  die  chase. 
So  animated  that  it  might  allure  a 

Saint  from  his  beads  to  join  the  jocund  race ; 
Even  Nimrod's  self  might  leave  the  plains  of  Dura,' 

And  wear  the  Melton  jacket  for  a  space : 
If  she  hath  no  wild  boars,  she  hath  k  tame 
Preserve  of  bores,  who  ought  to  be  made  game. 

LXXIX. 

The  noble  guests,  assembled  at  the  abbey. 
Consisted  of — ^we  give  the  sex  the  pas-^ 

The  Duchess  of  Fitz-Fulke ;  the  Countess  Crabby ; 
The  Ladies  Scilly,  Busey ;  Miss  Eclat, 

Miss  Bombazeen,  Miss  Mackstay,  Miss  O'Tabby, 
And  Mrs.  Rabbi,  the  rich  banker's  squaw ; 
.  Also  the  Honourable  Mrs.  Sleep, 

Who  look'd  a  white  lamb,  yet  was  a  black  sheep. 
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LXXX. 

With  other  Countesses  of  Blank-^hut  tank ; 

At  once  the  lie  and  the  ^Ute  of  crowds ; 
Who  pass  like  water  filter'd  in  a  tank, 

All  pnrged  and  pious  from  their  native  clouds ; 
Or  paper  tum'd  to  money  by  the  bank : 

No  matter  how  or  why,  the  pasi^ort  shrouds 
The  passe  and  the  past ;  for  good  society 
Is  no  less  famed  for  tolerance  than  piety  t 

LXXXI.   - 

That  is,  up  to  a  certain  point ;  which  point 

Forms  tlie  most  difficult  in  punctuation » 
Appearances  appear  to  form  the  joint 

On  which  it  hinges  in  a  higher  station ; ' 
And  so  that  no  explosion  cry  '*  aroint  v 

Thee,  witch  P*  or  each  Medea  has  her  Jason  * 
Or  (to  the  point  with  Horace  and  with  Pulci), 
*'  Onrne  tulH  punetum,  quae  miscUii  uttle  dulei,'^ 

LXXXir. 

I  can't  exactly  trace  their  rule  of  rights' 

Which  hatfa  a  little  leaning  to  a  lottery ; 
I  Ve  seen  a  virtuous  woman  put  down  quite 

By  the  mere  conlbination  of  a  eokrie: 
Also  a  so-so  matron  bol(Uy  fight 

Her  way  back  to  the  world  by  dint  of  plottery^ 
And  shine  the  very  Stria  of  Hie  spheres, 
Escaping  with  a  few  slight  scarless  sneers. 

Lxxxni. 

I  Ve  seen  more  than  I  '11  say : — ^but  we  will  see 

How  our  viUeggiatura  will  get  on. 
The  party  might  consist  of  tlurty-three 

Of  highest  caste — the  Bramins  of  the  tonv 
I  Ve  named  a  few,  not  foremost  in  degree, 

But  ta'en  at  hazard  as  the  rhyme  may  run. 
By  way  of  sprinklings  scatter'd  amongst  these^ 
There  also  were  some  Irish  absentees. 

LXXXIV. 

There  was  ParoUes^  too,  the  legal  bully » 

Who  limits  all  his  battles  to  the  bar 
And  senate :  when  invited  elsewhere,  truly j 

He  shows  more  appetite  for  words  than  war^ 
There  was  the  young  bard  Rackrhyme,  who  had  newly 

Come  out  and  glimmer'd  as  a  six-weeks'  star. 
There  was  Lord  Pyrrho,  too,  t\^e  great  free-thinker ; 
And  Sir  John  Pottledeep,  the  mighty  drinker. 

IV.  .23 
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LXXXY. 

There  was  the  Duke  of  Daghi  who  way  i^-^-doke, 
^'  Ay,  every  inch  a'*  duke ;  there  were  twelve  pf^iV 

Like  Charlemagne's — and  all  such  pews  in  look 
And  intellect,  that  neither  eyas  nor  ears 

For  commoners  had  ever  them  mistook^ 
There  were  the  six:  Miss  RawboUs — pretty  d^luiKl 

All  song  and  sentiment ;  whose  hearts  wOfO  set 

Less  on  a  convent  than  a  coronet. 

There  were  four  hononrable  Misters,  whose 
Honomr  was  more  before  their  names  than  after  { 

There  was  the  preux  Gieyalier  de  la  Ruse, 
Whom  France  and  Fortimo  lately  deign'd  to  waft  ber^ 

Whose  chiefly  harmless  talent  was  tp  amuse  i 
Bat  the  clabs  fixind  it  rather  serious  laughter. 

Because — such  wa9  his  magic  power  to  please,*^ 

The  dice  seem'd  cbarm'd  too  with  his  repwrteod* 

There  was  Dick  Dubious,  tlie  mettqphysician. 
Who  loyed  plulosophy  and  a  good  dinner ; 

Angle,  the  soi-disant  mathematician ; 
Sir  Henry  SOTer-ciq>,  the  grent  race-<wioil9r* 

There  was  the  Reverend  Rodomont  Frecisian, 
Who  did  not  hat«  So  much  the  sin  as  sinner ; 

And  Lord  Augustus  Fita-Plaotagenet, 

Good  at  aU  things,  but  better  gt  a  bet. 

LXXXYin. 

There  was  Jack  Jargon,  the  gigantic  guardsman  j 
And  General  Fireface,  ^Eunons  in  the  field, 

A  great  tactician,  and  no  less  a  swordsman. 
Who  ate,  last  war,  more  Yankees  than  he  kill'd* 

There  was  the  waggish  Welch  Judge,  Jeffipries  Hardsman, 
In  his  grvre  office  so  completely  skill'd, 
.  That  wben  a  culprit  oame  for  condemngtiop. 

He  had  his  judge's  joke  for  consolation. 


Good  company  's  a  ches8*-board^-4here  are  kings, 
Queens,  bidiops,  knights,  rooks,  pawns ;  the  world 's  a  game ; 

Save  that  the  puppets  pull  at  their  own  strings ; 
Methinks  gay  Punch  hath  something  of  the  same. 

My  Muse,  the  butterfly,  hath  but  her  wings, 
No  stings,  and  flits  through  ether  without  aim, 

Alighting  rardy  :  were  she  but  a  hornet, 

Peihaps  there  might  be  fiees  which  would  mourn  it. 
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XC. 

I  had  forgotten — ^but  miuit  not  forget — 

An  orator,  the  latest  of  the  session, 
Who  had  delivered  well  a  very  set 

Smooth  iqpeech,  hi9  first  and  maidenly  transgret^on 
Upon  debate :  the  papers  echoed  yet 

With  this  tUMf  which  made  a  strong  impressipn, 
And  rank'd  with  what  is  every  day  displayed — 
**  The  best  first  i^eech  that  ever  yet  was  made." 

XCI. 

Proud  of  his  *'  Hear  hims  I"  prood  too  of  his  ?ote> 

And  lost  vh'ginity  of  oratory, 
Proud  of  his  learning  (just  enough  to  quote), 

He  revell'd  in  his  Ciceronian  glory : 
With  memory  excellent  to  get  by  rote, 

With  wit  to  hatch  a  pun  or  tell  a  story, 
Graced  with  some  merit  and  with  more  efirontery, 

His  country's  pride,**  he  came  down  to  the  country. 
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XCII. 

There  also  were  two  wits  by  acclamation, 
Longbow  fi-om  Ireland,  Strongbow  from  tbe  Tweed, 

Both  lawyers,  and  both  men  of  education  ; 
But  Strongbow's  wit  wa^  of  more  polish'd  breed  ; 

Longbow  was  rich  in  an  imagination 
As  beautiful  and  bounding  as  a  steed. 

But  sometimes  stumbling  over  a  potatoe,^— 

While  Strongbow's  best  things  might  have  come  froqa  Cato* 

xcin. 

Strongbow  was  like  a  new-tuned  h^psichord ; 

But  Longbow  wild  as  an  iBolian  harp. 
With  which  the  winds  of  heaven  can  claim  accord, 

And  make  a  music,  whether  flat  or  sharp. 
Of  Strongbow^s  talk  you  would  not  change  a  word ; 

At  Longbow^s  phrases  you  might  sometimes  carp : 
Both  wits — one  born  so,  and  the  other  bred. 
This  by  his  heart — his  rival  by  his  head. 

XCIV. 

If  all  these  seem  a  heterogeneous  mass. 

To  be  assembled  at  a  country-seat, 
Yet  think  a  specimen  of  every  class 

Is  better  than  a  humdrum  tlte-a-t4te. 
The  days  of  comedy  are  gone,  alas !    ^ 

When  Congreve*s  fool  could  vie  with  Molidre^s  beie: 
Society  is  smoothed  to  that  excess. 
That  manners  hardly  differ  more  than  dress. 

33* 
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xcv. 

Our  ridicules  are  kept  in  the  back-ground, 

Ridiculous  enough,  but  also  dull ; 
Professions  too  are  no  more  tp  be  found 

Professsional ;  and  there  is  nought  to  cuU 
Of  folly's  fruit ;  for  though  your  fools  abound, 

They  'rp  barren  and  not  worth  the  pains  to  piill* 
Society  is  now  one  polishM  horde. 
Formed  of  two  mighty  tribes,  the  Bore*  and  Bored. 

XC  VI.  ^ 

But  from  being  fanners,  we  turn  gleaners,  gleaning 
The  scanty  but  right  well  thresh'd  ears  of  truth ; 

And,  gentle  reader  !  when  yon  gather  meaning, 
You  may  be  Boaz,  and  I-^modest  Ruth. 

Further  1  'd  quote,  but  Scripture,  intervening, 
Forbids.     A  great  impression  in  my  youth 

Was  made  by  Mrs.  Adams,  where  she  cries 

*<  That  Scriptures  out  of  church  are  blasphemies.  ^^^ 

XCVIL 

But  when  we  can,  we  glean  in  this  vile  age 
Of  chaff,  although  our  gleanings  be  not  grist. 

I  must  not  quite  omit  the  talking  sage, 
Kit^Cat,  the  £aimbus  conversationist, 

Who,  in  his  common-place  book,  had  a  page 

Prepared  each  morn  for  evenings.     * '  List,  oh  list  .'^*- 

'*  Alas,  poor  ghost!" — ^What  unexpected  woes 

Await  those  who  have  studied  their  bons-mots  ! 

XCVIII.' 

Firstly,  they  must  allure  the  conversation 

By  many  windings  to  their  clever  clinch  ; 
And  secondly,  must  let  slip  no  occasion, ' 

Nor  bate  (abate)  their  hearers  of  an  inch. 
But  take  an  ell — and  make  a  great  sensation, 
I     If  possible ;  and  thirdly,  never  flinch 
When  some  smart  talker  puts  them  to  the  test. 
But  seize  the  last  word,  which  no  doubt 's  the  best. 

XCIX. 

Lord  Henry  and  his  lady  were  the  hosts ; 

The  party  we  have  touched  on  were  the  guests : 
Their  table  was  a  board  to  tempt  even  ghosts 

To  pass  the  Styx  for  more  substantial  feasts. 
I  will  not  dwell  upon  ragouts  or  roasts, 

Albeit  all  human  history  attests 
That  happiness  for  man — the  hungry  sinner  !— 
Since  Eve  ate  apples,  much  depends  on  dinner. 
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C. 

Witness  the  lands  which  "  flowM  with  iniik  and  honey,'* 

Held  ont  unto  the  hungry  Israelites  : 
To  this  we  Ve  added  since  the  love  of  money, 

The  only  sort  of  pleasure  wl^ich  requites. 
Youth  fades,  and  leaves  our  days  no  longer  sunny ; 

We  tire  of  mistresses  and  parasites  ; 
But  oh,  ambrosial  cash!  ah !  who  would  lose  thee? 
When  we  no  more  can  use,  or  e*en  abuse  thee ! 

CI. 

The  gentlemen  got  up  betimes  to  shoot, 
Or  hunt ;  the  young,  becaqse  they  like  the  sport-r-^ 

The  first  thing  boys  like  aft^r  play  and  frqit : 
The  middle-aged,  to  make  the  day  more  short ; 

For  enmii  is  a  growth  of  English  root. 

Though  nameless  in  our  language ;  we  retort 

The  fact  for  words,  and  let  the  French  translate 

That  awful  yawn  which  sleep  cannot  abate. 

CII. 

The  elderly  walk'd  through  the  library, 

And  tumbled  books,  or  criticised  the  pictures, 
Or  saunter'd-through  the  gardens  piteously, 

And  made  upon  the  hot-house  several  strictures. 
Or  rode  a  nag  which  tirotted  not  too  high. 

Or  on  the  mornipg  papers  read  their  lectures^ 
Or  on  the  watch  their  longing  eyes  would  fix. 
Longing,  at  sixty,  for  the  hour  of  six. 

cm. 

But  none  were  gene:  the  great  hour  of  union 

Was  rung  by  dinner's  knell ;  till  then  all  were 
Masters  of  their  own  timoi — or  in  communion, 

Or  solitary,  as  they  chose  to  bear 
The  hours,  which  how  to  pass  is  but  to  few  known. 

Each  rose  up  at  his  own,  and  had  to  spare 
What  time  he  chose  for  dress,  and  broke  his  fast 
Where,  when,  and  how  he  chose  for  that  repast. 

CIV. 

The  ladies — some  rouged,  some  a  little  pale — 
Met  the  morn  as  they  might.     If  fine,  they  rode^ 

Or  walk'd  ;  if  foul,  they  read,  or  told  a  tale. 
Sung,  or  rehearsed  the  last  d^nce  from  abroad ; 

DiscnssM  the  fashion  which  might  next  prevail, 
And  settled  bonnets  by  the  newest  code  ; 

Or  crarom'd  twelve  sheets  into  one  little  letter, 

To  make  each  correspondent  a  new  debtor. 
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CV. 

For  some  had  absent  lovers,  all  had  friends. 

The  earth  has  nothing  like  a  she-epistle, 
And  hardly  heaven — ^because  it  tiever  ends. 

I  love  the  mystery  of  a  female  missal. 
Which,  like  a  creed,  ne'er  says  all  it  intends, 

But  full  of  cunning  as  Ulysses'  whistie, 
IVhen  he  allured  poor  Dolon  : — ^you  had  better 
Take  care  what  you  reply  to  such  a  letter. 

CVI. 

Then  there  were  billiards,  cards  too,  but  no  dice ; 

Save  in  the  clubs  no  man  of  honour  plays ; — 
Boats  when  't  was  water,  skaiting  when  't  was  ice. 

And  the  hard  frosts  destroyed  the  scenting  days : 
And  angling  too,  that  solitary  vice, 

Whatever  Isaac  Walton  sings  or  says  : 
The  quaint,  old,  cruel  coxcomb,  in  his  gtiUet  ^ 

Should  have  a  hook,  and  a  small  trout  to  pull  it.* 

cvn. 

With  evaiing  came  the  banquet  and  the  wine ; 

The  emtoenaxUme ;  I3b.e  duet. 
Attuned  by  voices  more  or  less  divine 

(My  heart  or  head  aches  with  the  memory  yet). 
The  four  Miss  Rawbolds  in  a  glee  would  shine  ,* 

But  the  two  youngest  loved  more  to  be  set 
Down  to  the  harp— because  to  music's  charms 
They  added  graceful  necks,  white  hands  and  arikis. 

cvm. 

Sometimes  a  dance  (though  rarely  on  field-days, 
For  then  the  gentlemen  were  rather  tired) 

Displayed  some  sylph-likfe  figures  in  its  maze  : 
Then  there  was  small-talk  ready  when  required ; 

Flirtation — but  decorous ;  the  mere  praise 

Of  charms  that  should  or  should  not  b^  admired ; 

The  hunters  fought  their  fox-hunt  o^er  again, 

And  then  retreated  soberly — at  ten. 

CIX. 

The  politidans,  in  a  nook  apart. 

Discussed  the  world,  and  settled  all  the  spheres, 
The  wits  watch'd  every  loop-hole  for  their  art, 

To  introduce  a  bon  fnot,  head  and  ears  ; 
Small  is  the  rest  of  those  who  would  be  smatt, 

A  moment's  good  thing  may  have  cost  them  yeal^s 
Before  they  find  an  hour  to  introduce  it, 
And  then,  even  then,  some  borls  may  make  them  lose  it. 
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ex. 

Bat  all  was  gentle  and  aristocratic 

In  this  our  party ;  polish'd,  smooth,  and  cold. 
As  Pbidian  forms  cut  out  of  marble  Attic. 

There  now  are  no  Squire  Westerns,  as  of  old ; 
And  our  Sophias  are  not  so  emphatic, 

But  fair  as  then,  or  fairer  to  behold. 
We  Ve  no  accomplished  blackguards,  like  Tom  Jones, 
But  gentlemen  in  stliys,  fts  stiff  as  stones. 

CXI. 

They  separated  at  an  early  hour ; 

That  is,  ere  midnigh^^-whioh  is  London^s  noou  i 
But  in  the  country  ladies  seek  their  bower 

A  little  earlier  than  the  waning  moon. 
Peace  to  the  slumbers  of  each  folded  flower — 

May  the  rose  call  back  its  true  colours  soon ! 
Qood  hours  of  fair  cheeks  are  the  fairest  tinters, 
And  lower  the  price  of  rouge— at  least  some  winters. 
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^  NOTE  TO  CANTO  XIII. 


(( 


Note  1.  Stanza  tu. 
Bight  hODMtly ,  ^  he  liked  an  honest  hater.* 
Sir,  I  like  a  good  hater." — See  the  J^fe  of  Dr.  Johnson^  &o. 

Note  5^.  Stan^xxTi. 

Alao  there  bin  another  plouf  reason. 

With  every  thing  that  pretty  bin. 
My  lady  sweet  arisew— Shakspbibb. 

Notes.  Stanza xIy. 
Thej  and  their  bOls,  'Arcadians  both,*  are  left. 
''Arcades  ambo." 

Note  4.  Stanza  Ixxi. 
Or  wilder  gronp  of  savage  Salyaiore^s. 
Sdivalor  Rosa. 

Note  5.  Stanza  Ixxii. 

His  bell-mouth'd  goblet  makes  me  feel  qnitp  Danish. 

If  I  err  not,  ^  Your  Dane  "  is  one  of  lago's  Catabgue  of  Nations  **  ezqukite  in 
their  drinking." 

Note  6.  Stanza  IxxsnSL 
£fen  Nimrod's  self  might  leaye  the  plains  of  D^ra. 


In  Assyria. 


Note  7.  Stanza  xcvi. 
*'That  Scriptures  oat  (rfchnndi  are  blasphemies.* 


**  Mrs.  Adams  answered  Bfr.  Adams,  that  it  was  blasphemous  to  talk  of  Scripture 
out  of  eburch."  Tliis  dogma  was  broached  to  her  husbai^d— the  best  christian  in 
i|nj  book.'   See  Joseph  Andreufs,  in  .the  latter  chapters. 

Note  8.  Stanza  cyi. 

The  quaint,  old,  cruel  coxcomb,  in  his  gullet 
Should  have  «  hodc,  and.a  small  trout  to  pull  it. 

It  wouki  have  taught  him  humanity  at  least.  This  sentimental  savage,  whom  it  is 
a  mode  to  quote  (amongst  the  novelists)  to  show  their  sympalhy  for  innocent  sports 
and  old  songs,  teaches  how  to  sew  up  frogs,  and  break  their  legs  by  way  of  ev 
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periment,  in  addition  to  tlie  art  of  angling,  the  crneOest^  the  ooMett,  and  the  stupidest 
of  pretended  aporta.  Thej  may  talk  about  the  beauties  of  nature,  but  the  angler 
merely  thinks  of  his  dish  of  fish;  he  has  no  leisure  to  take  his  eyes  from  off  the  streams, 
and  a  single  biU  is  worth  to  him  more  than  all  the  sceneiy  around.  Besides,  some 
fish  bite  best  on  a  rainy  day.  The  whale,  the  shark,  and  the  tunny  fishery  haTO  some- 
what of  noble  and  perilous  m  them ;  eyen  net-fishing,  trawling,  &c.,  are  more  humane 
uid  useful — but  angling! — ^No  angler  can  be  a  good  man. 

''One  of  the  best  men  I  erer  knew — as  humane,  delicate-minded,  generous,  and 
excellent  a  creature  as  any  in  the  world — ^was  an  angler :  true,  he  angled  with  painted 
flies»  and  would  haTe  beexi  incapable  of  the  extravagances  of  I.  Walton." 

Tlie  above  addition  was  made  by  a  fnend  in  reading  over  the  BfS. — **  Audi  alteram 
partem"— I  leave  it  to  oounterbalanoe  my  own  observation. 
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CANTO   XIV 


I. 

If  from  great  Natare*t  or  our  own  abyss 
Of  thought  we  could  but  snatch  a  certainty. 

Perhaps  mankind  might  find  the  path  they  miss — 
fint  then  't  would  spoil  much  good  philosophy. 

One  system  eats  another  up>  and  this 
Much  as  old  Saturn  ate  his  progeny ; 

For  when  his  pious  consort  gave  him  stones 

In  lieu  of  sons  of  these  he  made  no  bones. 

IL 

But  system  doth  reverse  the  Titan's  breakfiist, 
And  eats  her  parents,  albeit  the  digestion 

Is  diflicult.    Pray  teU  me,  can  you  make  fai||ty 
After  due  search,  your  £iith  to  any  question  ? 

Look  back  o'er  ages,  ere  unto  the  stake  fast 

You  bind  yourself,  and  call  some  mode  the  best  one. 

Nothing  more  true  than  not  to  trust  your  senses ; 

And  yety  what  are  your  other  evidences? 

III. 

For  me,  1  know  nought ;  nothing  I  deny. 
Admit,  reject,  contemn ;  and  what  know  youy 

Except  perhaps  that  you  were  bom  to  die? 
And  both  may  after  all  turn  out  untrue. 

An  age  may  come,  font  of  eternity, 

When  nothing  shall  be  either  old  or  new. 

Death,  so  callM,  is  a  thing  which  makes  men  weep. 

And  yet  a  third  of  life  is  pass'd  in  sleep. 

IV. 

A  sleep  without  dreams,  after  a  rough  day 
Of  toil,  is  what  we  covet  most ;  and  yet 

How  clay  shrinks  back  from  more  quiescent  clay ! 
The  very  suicide  that  pays  his  debt 

At  once  without  instalments  (an  old  way 
Of  paying  debts,  which  creditors  regret) 

Lets  out  impatiently  his  rushing  breath, 

Less  from  disgust  of  life  than  dread  of  death. 
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V. 

T  is  round  him,  near  him,  here,  there,  eyeij  where ; 

And  there  *s  a  courage  which  grows  out  of  fear, 
Perhaps  of  all  most  dee^erate^  which  will  dare 

The  worst  to  know  it : — when  the  moantains  rear 
Their  peaks  beneath  your  human  foot,  and  there 

You  look  down  o'er  the  precipice,  and  dre^ 
The  gulf  of  rock  yawns, — ^you  can't  gaxe  a  miniite 
Without  an  awM  wish  to  plunge  within  it. 

VL 

T  is  true,  yon  don't^— but,  pale  and  struck  With  terror, 

Retire :  but  look  into  your  past  impresnon ! 
And  you  mH  find,  though  shuddering  at  the  mirror 

Of  your  own  thoughts,  in  all  their  self  confession, 
The  lurking  bias,  be  it  truth  or  err<v, 

To  the  unknamn}  a  secret  prepossession. 
To  plunge  with  all  your  feam — ^but  where?    You  know  tiot« 
And  that 's  the  reason  why  yon  do — or  do  not» 

VBL 

But  what 's  this  to  the  purpose  ?  you  will  say. 

Gent,  reader,  nothings  a  mere  speculation. 
For  wluch  my  sole  excuse  is— 't  b  my  way. 

Sometimes  with  and  sometimes  without  occasion, 
I  write  what  *s  uppermost,  without  delay ; 

This  narrative  is  not  meant  for  narration. 
But  a  mere  airy  and  Cftntastic  basis, 
To  build  lip  common  things  with  common  places* 

VIU. 

You  know,  or  don't  know,  that  great  Bacon  saith, 
«« Fling  up  a  straw,  't  will  Aow  the  way  the  wind  blows ;  ** 

And  such  a  straw,  borne  on  by  human  breath. 
Is  poesy,  according  as  the  mind  glows ; 

A  paper-kite  which  flies  'twixt  life  and  death, 
A  shadow  which  the  onward  soul  bishind.  tlvows 

And  mine  's  a  bubble  not  blown  up  for  praise. 

But  just  to  play  with,  as  an  infont  phtys. 

IX. 

The  world  is  all  before  me— or  behina : 

For  I  have  seen  a  portion  of  that  same. 
And  quite  enough  for  me  to  keep  in  mind ; 

Of  passions  too,  I  've  proved  enough  to  blame, 
To  the  great  pleasure  of  our  friends,  mankind, 

Who  like  to  mix  some  slight  alloy  with  fame  : 
For  I  was  rather  famous  in  my  time, 
Until  I  foirly  knock'd  it  up  with  rhyme. 
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X. 

1  *ve  brought  this  world  about  mj  ears,  and  eke 

The  other :  that 's  to  say,  the  clergy — ^who 
Upon  my  head  have  bid  their  thunders  br^^ 

In  pious  libels  by  no  means  a  few. 
And  yet  I  can't  help  scribbling  once  a-week, 

Tiring  old  readers,  nor  discovering  new. 
In  youth  I  wrote  because  my  mind  was  full'. 
And  now  because  I  feel  it  growing  dull. 

XI. 

But  **  why  then  publish?" — There  are  no  rewards 
Of  fame  or  profit,  when  the  world  grows  weary. 

I  ask  in  turn, — ^why  do  you  play  at  cards  ?  , 

Wby  drink?    Why  read? — To  make  some  hour  less  dreary. 

It  occupies  me  to  turn  back  regards 

On  what  I  Ve  seen  or  pondered,  sad  or  cheery ; 

And  what  I  write  I  cast  upon  the  stream, 

To  swim  or  sink— I  *ve  had  at  least  my  dream. 

XII. 

I  think  that  were  I  eerlam  of  success, 

I  hardly  could  compose  another  line  : 
So  long  I  Ve  battled  either  more  or  less, 

That  no  defeat  can  drive  me  from  the  Nine. 
This  feeling  *t  is  not  easy  to  express, 

And  yet  H  is  not  affected,  I  opine. 
In  play ,  there  are  two  pleasures  for  your  chusing-^^ 
The  one  is  winning,  and  the  other  losing. 

xin. 

Besides  j  my  Muse  by  no  means  deals  in  fiction  : 

She  gathers  a  repertory  of  facts. 
Of  course  mth  some  reserve  and  slight  restriction,  , 

But  mostly  sings  of  human  things  and  acts — 
And  that 's  one  cause  she  meets  with  contradiction ; 

For  too  much  truth,  at  first  sight,  ne'er  attracts ; 
And  were  her  object  only  what 's  caUM  glory, 
With  more  ease  too,  she  'd  tell  a  different  story. 

XIV. 

Love,  war,  a  tempest — surely  there  's  variety ; 

Also  a  seasoning  slight  of  lucubration ; 
A  bird's-eye  view  too  of  that  wild — society ; 

A  slight  glance  thrown  on  men  of  every  station. 
If  you  have  nought  else,  here  's  at  least  satiety 

Both  in  performance  and  in  preparation ; 
And  though  these  lines  should  only  line  portmanteaus, 
Trade  will  be  all  the  better  for  these  cantos. 
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XV. 

The  portion  of  this  world  which  I  at  present 

Hare  taken  up  to  fill  the  following  sermon, 
Is  one  of  which  there  's  no  description  recent : 

The  reason  why,  is  easy  to  determine  : 
Although  it  seems  hoth  prominent  and  pleasant^ 

There  is  a  sameness  in  its  gems  and  ermine, 
A  dull  and  family  likeness  through  all  ages, 
Of  no  great  promise  for  poetic  pages. 

XVI. 

IVith  much  to  excite,  there  *s  little  to  exalt; 

Nothing  that  speaks  to  all  men  and  all  times ; 
A  sort  of  :rariiish  over  every  fault; 

A  kind  of  common-place,  even  in  their  crimes ; 
Factitious  passions^  wit  without  much  salt, 

A  want  of  that  true  nature  which  sublimed 
Whate'er  it  shows  with  truth ;  a  smooth  monotony 
Of  character,  m  those  at  least  who  have  got  any. 

XVII. 

Sometimes,  indeed,  Uke  soldiers  off  parade. 

They  break  their  ranks  and  gladly  leave  the  drill; 

But  then  the  roll-call  draws  them  back  afraid. 
And  they  must  be  or  seem  what  they  were :  still 

Doubtless  it  is  a  brilliant  masquerade ; 
But  when  of  the  first  sight  you  Ve  had  your  fill, 

It  palls — at  least  it  did  so  upon  me. 

This  paradise  of  pleaisure  and  emtuu 

xvin. 

When  we  have  made  our  love,  and  gamed  our  gaming, 
DressM,  voted,  shone,  and,  may  be,  something  more; 

With  dandies  dined ;  heard  senators  declaiming ; 
Seen  beauties  brought  to  market  by  the  score ; 

Sad  rakes  to  sadder  husbands  chastely  taming ; 
There  's  little  left  but  to  be  bored  or  bore.     ., 

Witness  those  *'  ei^devant  jeunes  hommes'*  who  s^?m 

The  stream,  nor  leave  the  world  which  leavetfa  them. 

XIX. 

T  is  said — indeed  a  general  complaint — 

That  no  oi|^  has  succeeded  in  describing 
The  monde  exactly  as  they  ought  to  paint. 

Some  say,  that  authors  only  snatch,  by  bribing 
The  porter,  some  slight  scandals  strange  and  quaint, 

To  furnish  matter  for  their  moral  gibing ; 
And  that  their  books  have  but  one  style  in  common— 
My  lady's  prattle,  filtered  through  h^r  woman. 
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XX. 

Bat  this  can't  well  be  trae,  juft  now ;  lor  writers 
Are  grown  of  the  teou  mindB  a  part  potential : 

I  'ye  seen  them  balance  even  the  scale  with  ighters, 
EspeciaOy  when  young,  for  that 's  essential. 

Why  do  their  sketches  faol  them  as  in4iters 
Of,  what  they  deem  fhemselves  most  consequential, 

The  real  portrait  of  the  highest  tribe  ? 

T  is  that,  in  fact,  there  's  little  to  deftcribe. 

XXI. 

^^Haud  ignara  ioquar :"  these  are  Nu$m  ^^qmrum 
Pars  parva^','*  but  still  art  and  part. 

Now  I  could  much  more  easily  sketch  a  harem, 
A  battle,  wreck,  or  history  of  the  heart, 

Than  these  things ;  and  besides,  I  wish  to  spare  'em, 
For  reasons  which  I  chase  to  keep  apart. 

'<  Vitabo  Cereris  $aerum  qui  tmigairet '*•— 

Which  means,  that  volgar  people  mast  not  share  it. 

JLSLlh 

And  therefore  what  I  throw  off  is  ideal — 
Lower'd,  leayen'd,  like  a  history  of  freemasons, 

Which  bears  the  same  relation  to  tiie  real. 
As  Captain  Parry's  voyage  may  do  to  Jason's. 

The  grand  arcanum  's  not  for  men  to  see  all ; 
My  music  has  some  mystic  diapasons  ; 

And  there  is  much  which  could  not  be  appreciated 

In  any  manner  by  the  uninitiated. 

xxm. 

Akus !  worlds  fall-^and  woman,  since  she  feli'd 
The  wortd  (as,  since  that  history,  less  polite 

Than  true,  hath  been  a  creed  so  strictly  held). 
Has  not  yet  given  np  the  practice  quite. 

Poor  thing  of  usages !  coerced,  compell'd, 

Victim  when  wrong,  and  martyr  oft  when  right, 

Condemn'd  to  child-bed,  as  men  for  their  sins 

Hare  shaving  too  entail'd  upon  their  chins, — 

XXIV. 

A  daily  plague  which,  in  the  aggregate. 

May  average  on  the  whole  with  parturition.     ^ 

But  as  to  women,  who  can  penetrate 

The  real  sufferings  of  their  she-condition  ? 

Man's  very  sympathy  with  their  estate 

Has  much  of  selfishness  and  more  suspicion. 

Their  love,  their  virtue,  beauty,  education. 

But  form  good  housekeepers,  to  breed  a  nation. 
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XXV. 

AU  this  were  very  weU,  and  canH  be  better ; 

But  eyen  thb  is  difficult,  HeayeO/knowt ! 
So  many  troubles  from  her  birtb  beset  her, 

Such  smaE  distinctioii  between  fiiends  apd  foes, 
The  folding  wears  so  soon  from  off  her' fetter, 

TliAt ^but  ask  any  woman  if  she  *d  chnse 

(Take  her  at  thirty,  that  is)  to  haye  been 
Female  or  male?  a  sohooUboy  or  a  queen? 

XXVL 

«( Petticoat  influence"  is  a  great  reproach. 
Which  e'en  those  who  obey  would  fain  be  thought 

To  fly  from,  as  from  hungry  pikes  a  roach ; 
But,  smce  beneath  it  upon  earth  we  *re  brought 

By  yarious  joltings  of  life's  hackney«coadi, 
I  for  one  yenerate  a  petticoat—* 

A  garment  of  a  mystical  sublimity, 

No  matter  whether  russet,  silk,  or  dimity. 

xxvn. 

Much  I  respect,  and  much  I  haye  adored. 
In  my  young  days,  that  chaste  and  goodly  yeil, 

Which  holds  a  treasure,  like  a  miser's  hoard, 
And  more  attracts  by  all  it  doth  conceal — 

A  golden  scabbard  on  a  Damasque  sword, 
A  loying  letter  with  a  mystic  seal, 

A  cure  for  grief— for  what  can  eyer  rankie 

Before  a  petticoat  and  peeping  ancle? 

xxvni. 

And  when  upon  a  silent,  sullen  day, 

With  a  sirocco,  for  example,  blowing — 
When  eyen  the  sea  looks  diim  with  all  its  spray> 

And  sulkily  the  riyer's  ripple  *s  flowing. 
And  the  sky  shows  that  yery  ancient  gray. 

The  sober,  sad  antithesis  to  glowing, — 
"T  is  pleasant,  if  then  any  thing  is  pleasant. 
To  catdi  a  glimpse  eyen  of  a  pretty  peasant. 


We  left  our  heroes  and  our  heroines 

In  that  fair  clime  vdiich  don't  depend  on  climate, 
Quite  independent  of  the  sEodiac's  signs, 

Though  certainly  more  difficult  to  rhyme  at, 
Because  the  sun  and  stars,  and  aught  that  shines. 

Mountains,  and  aU  we  can  be  most  sublime  at. 
Are  there  oft  dull  and  dreary  as  a  diim-* 
Whether  a  sky's  or  tradesman's  is  aU  one. 
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XXX. 

And  in-door  life  is  less  poetical ; 

And  out  of  door  hath  showers,  and  mists^  and  sleety 
With  which  I  could  not  brew  a  pastoraL 

But  be  it  as  it  may,  a  bard  must  meet 
AU  difficulties,  whether  great  or  small. 

To  spoil  his  undertaking  or  complete. 
And  work  away  like  spirit  upon  matter. 
Embarrass^  somewhat  both  with  fire  and  watfr^ 

XXXI. 

Juan< — in  tins  respect  at  least  like  saints — 

Was  all  things  unto  people  of  all  sorta, 
And  lived  contentedly^  without  complaints, 

In  camps,  in  ships,  in  cottages,  or  courts— * 
Born  with  that  happy  soul  which  seldom  iiadttts. 

And  mingling  modestly  in  toils  or  sports* 
He  likewise  could  be  most  things  to  adl  women^ 
Without  the  coxcombry  of  certain  ske-taen, 

xxxn. 

A  fox-hunt  to  a  foreigner  is  strange ; 

'T  is  also  subject  to  the  double  danger 
Of  tumbling  first,  and  having  in  exchange 

Some  pleasant  jesting  at  the  awkward  stranger ; 
But  Juan  had  been  early  taught  to  range 

The  wilds,  as  doth  an  Arab  tum'd  avenger^ 
*So  that  his  horse,  or  charger ^  hunter,  hack^ 
Knew  that  he  had  a  rider  on  his  back« 

XXXIII. 

And  now  in  this  new  field,  with  some  applause, 
He  clear'd  hedge,  ditch,  and  double  post,  and  rail< 

And  never  crtmed, '  and  made  but  few  fisfuc  pat, 
And  only  fretted  when  the  scent  *gan  fail. 

He  broke,  *t  is  true,  some  statutes  of  the  laws 
Of  hunting — for  the  sagest  youth  is  frail ; 

Rode  o*er  the  hounds,  it  may  be,  now  and  then^ 

And  once  o'er  several  country  gentlemen* 

XXXIV.    ' 

But,  on  the  whole,  to  general  admiration 

He  acquitted  both  himself  and  horse  :  tlie  squires 

Marvetfd  at  merit  of  another  nation ; 
The  boors  cried  "Dang  it  1  who  *d  have  thought  it  ?"  Sires, 

The  Nesto^s  of  the  spordng  generation, 

Swore  praises,  and  recaU'd  their  former  fires  ; 

The  huntsman^s  self  relented  to  a  grin, 

And  rated  him  almost  a  whipper-in. 


't 
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XXXV. 

Sach  were  his  trophies  ; — ^not  of  spear  and  shield, 
But  leaps,  and  bursts,  and  sometimes  foxes'  brushes ; 

Yet  I  must  own, — although  in  this  1  yield 
To  patriot  sympathy  a  Briton's  blushes^— ^ 

He  thought  at  heart  hke  courtly  Chesterfield, 
Who,  after  a  long  chase  o*er  hflls,  daleii,  bushes^ 

And  what  not,  though  he  rode  beyond  aU  price, 

Ask'd,  next  day,  ^*  if  men  ever  hunted  tmee?^* 

XXXVI. 

He  also  had  a  quality  uncomnion 

To  early  risers  after  a  long  chase. 
Who  wake  in  winter  ere  the  cock  can  srimmon 

December's  drowsy  day  to  his  dilll  race^ — 
A  quality  agreeable  to  woman. 

When  her  sofi,  liquid  words  run  on  apace. 
Who  likes  a  listener,  whether  saint  or  sinner,-^ 
He  did  not  faXL  asleep  just  after  dinner, 

XXXVII. 

But,  light  and  airy,  stood  on  the  alert^ 

And  shone  in  the  best  part  of  dialogue. 
By  humouring  always  what  they  might  assert, 

And  listening  to  the  topics  most  in  yogue ; , 
Now  grave,  now  gay,  but  never  dull  or  pert ; 

And  smiling  but  in  secret— <mnning  rogue  ! 
He  ne'er  presumed  to  make  an  error  clearer ; 
In  short,  tiiere  never  was  a  betteit  hearer, 

xxxvin. 

And  then  he  danced ; — all  foreigners  excel 

The  serious  Angles  in  the  eloquence . 
Of  pantomime  ; — ^he  danced,  I  say,  right  well. 

With  emphasis,  and  also  with  good  sense — 
A  thing  in  footing  indispensable : 

He  danced  without  theatrical  pretence. 
Not  like  a  ballet-master  in  the  van 
Of  his  driU'd  nymphs,  but  like  a  gentleman. 

4  XXXIX. 

Chaste  were  his  steps,  each  kept  within  due  bound, 

And  elegance  was  sprinkled  o'er  his  figure ; 
Like  swift  Camilla,  he  scarce  skimifi'd  the  groand,  ^ 

And  rather  held  in  than  put  forth  his  vigour; 
And  then  he  had  an  ear  for  music's  sound, 

Which  might  defy  a  crotchet  critic's  rigour. 
Such  dasstc  pat—^ans  flaws-Hset  off  our  hei;^, 
Ht  glanced  like  a  personified  bolero  ;    *" 

IV.  24 
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XL. 

Or,  like  a  flyii^  boor  before  Aurora^ 

In  Guidons  famons  fresco,  wl^ck  ak>ne 
Is  worth  a  tour  to  Rome,  althongli  no  more  a 

Remnant  wer^  there  of  the  old  world's  sole  throne. 
The  tout  ememble  of  his  niovements  wore  a 

Grace  of  the  soft  ideal,  seldom  shown. 
And  ne'er  to  be  described ;  for,  to  the  dolour 
Of  bards  and  prosers,  words  are  roid  of  colour. 

No  marvel  then  he  was  a  favourite ; 

A  full-grown  Cupid,  very  mn6h  admired; 
A  little  spoiVd,  but  by  no  means  so  quite  ; 

At  least  he  kept  his  vanity  retired. 
Such  was  his  tact,  he  could,  alike  delight 
'     The  chaste,  and  those  who  're  not  so  ouich  inspired. 
The  Duchess  of  Fitz-Fulke,  who  loved  tracasserie, 
Began  to  treat  him  with  some  small  a^acerie. 

XLII. 

She  was  a  fine  and  somewhat  fujl-blown  blonde. 

Desirable,  distinguished,  celebrated 
For  several  winters  in  the  grand,  grcmd  monde, 

I  M  rather  not  say  what  might  be  related 
Of  her  exploits,  for  this  were  ticklish  ground  ; 

Besides  there  might  be  falsehood  in  what  's  stated  : 
Her  late  performamce  had'  been  a  dead  set 
At  Lord  Augustus  Fits-PUnta^enet.  ^ 

XLiir. 

This  noble  person^e  began  to  look 

A  little  black  upon  this  new  flirtation  ; 
Bat  such  small  licences  must  lovers  brook, 

Mere  freedoms  of  tiie  female  corporation. 
Woe  to  the  man  Whq  ventures  a  rebuke  ! 

*T  will  but  precipitate  a  situation 
Extremely  disagreeable,  but  common 
To  calculators  wben  they  count  on  woman. 

XLIV. 

The  circle  smiled,  then  whisp^'d,  and  then  sneer'd ; 

The  misses  bridled,  and  the  matrons  frownM ; 
Some  hoped  t^ags  might  not  turn  out  as  they  fear'd ; 

Some  would  not  deem  such  women  could  be  found ; ' 
Some  ne'er  believed  one  half  of  what  they  heard  ; 

Some  look'd  perplex'd,  and  others  look'd  profound  ; 
And  several  pitied  with  sincere  regret 
Poor  Lord  Augustus' Fitz-rPlantagenet. 
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XLV. 

But  what  is  odd,  none  ever  named  the  doke, 
Who^  one  might  think,  was  something  in  the  affair. 

True^  he  was  absent,  and  't  was  rumoured,  took' 
Bat  small  concern  about  the  when,  or  where, 

Or  what  his  consort  did :  if  he  could  brook 
Her  gaieties,  none  had  a  right  to  stare : 

Theirs  was  that  best  of  anions,  past  all  doubt. 

Which  never  meets,  and  therefore  can't  fail  out* 

XLVI. 
But,  oh  that  I  should  ever  pen  so  sad  a  line  I 

Fired  with  an  abstract  love  of  virtue,  she, 
My  Dian  of  the  Ephesians,  Lady  Adeline, 

Began  to  think  the  duchess'  conduct  free  ; 
Regretting  much  that  she  had  chosen  so  bad  a  line. 

And  waxing  chiller  in  her  courtesy, 
LookM  grave  and  pale  to  see  her  friend's  fragility, 
For  which  most  friends  reserve  their  sensibility. 

XLVII. 

There  's  nought  in  this  bad  world  like  sympathy  : 

'T  is  so  becoming  to  the  soul  and  face, 
Sets  to  soft  music  the  harmonious  sigh. 

And  robes  sweet  friendship  in  a  Brussels  lace. 
Without  a  friend,  what  were  humanity. 

To  hunt  our  errors  up  with  a  good  grace  ? 
Consoling  us  with—**  Would  you  had  thought  twice  ! 
Ah !  if  you  had  but  foilow'd  my  advice !" 

xLvm. 

■ 

Oh,  Job !  you  had  two  friends  :  on^  's  quite  enough, 

Especially  when  we  are  ill  al  ease ; 
They  afe  but  bad  pilots  when  the  weather  's  rough, 

Doctors  less  famous  for  their  cm'es  than  fees. 
Let  no  man  grumble  when  his  friends  M  off, 

As  they  will  do  like  leaves  at  the  first  breeze : 
When  your  affairs  come  round,  one  way  or  t'  other, 
Qo  to  the  coffee-house,  and  take  anotiier.' 

XLIX. 

But  this  is  not  my  maxim  :  had  it  been, 

Some  heart-iaches  had  been  spared  me ;  yet  1  cs^e  not — 
I  would  not  be  a  tortoise  in  his  screen 

Of  stubborn  shell,  which  waves  mi  weather  wear  not. 
T  is  better  on  the  whole  to  liave  f^lt  and  seen 
yJ^  ^^^^  iMwaanity  may  bear,  or  bear  not : 
T  will  teach  discernment  to  the  sf  n»tiye. 
And  not  to  pour  their  ocean  in  a  sieve, 

24* 
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•T 

Of  all  the  horrid,  hideous  notes  of  woe. 
Sadder  than  owl-songs  of  the  midnight  blasts 

Is  that  portentous  phrase,  <*  I  told  you  so," 
Utter'd  by  friendji,  those  prophets  of  the  past, 

Who,  'stead  of  saying  what  you  now  should  do, 
Own  they  foresaw  that  you  would  fall  at  last. 

And  solace  your  slight  lapse  *gainst  bontu  moreB, 

With  a  long  memorandum  of  old  stories. 

LI. 

The  Lady  Adeline*s  serene  seventy 
Was  not  confined  to  feeling  for  her  friend,  « 

Whose  fame  she  rather  doubted  with  posterity, 
Unless  her  habits  should  begin  to  mend  i 

But  Juan  also  shared  in  her  austerity, 

But  mix'd  with  pity,  pure  as  e'er  was  penn'd ; 

His  inexperience  moved  her  gentle  ruth. 

And  (as  her  junior  by  six  weeks)  his  youth. 

Lit  * 

These  forty  days*  advantage  of  her  yeann— 
And  hers  were  those  wUich  can  face  calculation. 

Boldly  referring  to  the  list  of  peers, 
And  noble  births ^  nor  dread  the  enumeration-^ 

Gave  her  a  right  to  have  maternal  fears 
For  a  young  gentleman's  fit  education. 

Though  she  was  far  from  that  leap-year,  whose  leap, 

la  female  dates,  strikes  time  all  of  a  heap. 

Liii; 

This  may  be  flx'd  at  somewhere  before  thirty — r 
Say  seven-and-twenty ;  for  I  never  knew 

The  strictest  in  chronology  and  virtue 

Advance  beyond,  while  they  could  pass  for  new. 

Oh,  Time  !  why  dost  not  pause  ?    Thy  scythe,  so  dirty 
With  rust,  should  surely  cease  to  hack  and  hew. 

Reset  it ;  shave  more  smoothly,  also  slower, 

If  but  to  keep  thy  credit  as  a  mower. 

But  Adeline  was  far  from  that  ripe  age, 
,    Whose  ripeness  is  but  bitter  at  the  best : 
^*T  was  rather  her  experience  made  her  sage. 

For  she  had  seen  the  world,  and  stood  its  test. 
As  I  have  said  in — ^I  forget  what  page  \ 

My  Muse  despises  reference,  as  you  've  gness'd 
By  this  time ; — ^but  strike  nx  from  seven-and-twenty, 
And  yon  will  find  her  sum  of  years  in  plenty* 
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LV. 

At  sixteen  she  came  oat ;  presented,  vauntedt 

She  put  all  coronets  into  commotion : 
At  seventeen  too  the  world  was  still  enchanted 

With  the  new  Venus  of  their  brilliant  ocean : 
At  eighteen,  thougl^  b^low  her  feet  still  panteci 

A  hecatomb  of  suitors  with  devotion, 
She  had  consented  to  create  again 
That  Adam,  call'd  "the  haj^iest  of  men." 

LVI. 

Since  then  she  had  sparkled  through  three  glowing  winters, 

Admired,  adored  ;  but  also  so  correct. 
That  she  had  puzzled  all  the  acutest  hinters,. 

Without  the  apparel  of  bemg  circumspect; 
They  could  not  even  glean  the  slightest  splinters 

From  off  the  marble,  which  had  no  defect. 
She  had  also  snatch'd  a  moment  since  her  marriage 
To  bear  a  son  and  heir — and  one  miscarriage* 

LVII. 

Fondly  the  wheeling  fire-flies  flew  around  her, 

Those  little  glitterers  of  the  London  night ; 
But  none  of  these  possess'd  a  sting  to  wound  her~n 

She  was  a  pitch  beyond  a  coxcomb's  flight. 
Perhaps  she  wish'd  an  aspirant  profounder ; 

But,  whatsoe'er  she  wish'd,  i^e  acted  right ; 
And  whether  coldness,  pride,  or  virtue,  dignify 
A  woman,  so  she  's  good  what  does  it  signify  ? 

LVIIL 

I  hate  a  motive  like  a  lingering  bottle,' 
Which  with  the  landlord  makes  too  long  a  staind, 

Leaving  all  claretless  the  unmoisten'd  throttle. 
Especially  wi&  politics  on  hand ; 

I  hate  it,  as  I  hate  a  drove  of  cattle,' 

Who  whirl  the  dust  as  simpons  wImtI  the  sand ; 

I  hate  it,  as  I  hate  an  argument^ 

A  laureate's  ode,  or  servile  peer's  '^content," 


LIX. 

'T  is  sad  to  hack  into  the  roots  of  things, 
They  are  so  much  intertwisted  with  the  earth ; 

So  that  the  branch  a  goodly  verdure  flings, 
I  reck  not  if  an  acorn  gave  it  birth. 

To  trace  all  actions  to  their  secret  springs 
Would  make  indeed  some  melancholy  mirth  j^ 

But  this  is  not  at  present  my  concern. 

And  I  refer  you  to  wise  Oxenstiern.' 
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LX. 

IVith  the  kind  view  of  «aving  on  ee/ol. 
Both  to  the  duchess  and  diplotnatbt, 

The  Lady  Adeline,  as  ^on  's  she  saw 
That  Joan  was  nnhkely  to  resist — 

(For.  foreigners  don*t  know  that  sl  faux  pas 
In  England  ranks  quite  on  a  different  list 

From  those  of  other  lands,  uubless'd  with  juries, 

Whose  verdict  for  such  sin  a  perfect  cure  is) — 

LXI. 

The  Lady  Adeline  resolved  to  take 

Such  measures  as  she  tiiought  inight  best  impede 
The  further  progress  of  this  sad  mistake. 

She  thought  with  some  simpUcity  indeed ; 
But  innocence  is  bold  e^en  at  the  stake. 

And  simple  in  the  world,  and  doth  not  need 
Nor  use  those  palisades  by  dames  erected, 
Whose  virtue  lies  in  never  being  detected^ 

LXIL 

It  was  not  that  she  fearM  the  very  worst : 
His  grace  was  an  enduring,  married  man. 

And  was  not  likely  all  at  once  to  burst 
Into  a  scene,  and  swell  the  clients'  clan 

Of  Doctors'  Commons  f  but  she  dreaded  first 
The  magic  of  her  grace's  talisman, 

And  next  a  quarrel  (as  he  seem'd  to  fret) 

With  Lord  Augustus  Fils^-Plantagenet. 

LXIII. 

Her  grace  too  pass'd  for  being  an  intrigante, 
And  somewhat  mechante  in  her  amorous  sphere ; 

One  of  those  pretty,  precious  plagues,  which  haunt 
A  lover  with  caprices  soft  and  dear, 

That  like  to  make  a  quarrel,Vhen  they  can't 
Find  one,  each  day  of  the  delightful  year ; 

Bewitching,  torturing,  as  they  freeze  or  glow, 

And — ^what  is  worst  of  all  —won't  let  you  go : 

LXIV. 

The  sort  of  thing  to  turn  a  young  man's  head, 
Or  make  a  Werter  of  him  in  the  end. 

No  wonder  then  a  purer  soul  should  dread 
This  sort  of  chaste  liaison  for  a  friend  ^ 

It  were  much  better  to  be  wed  or  d^ad. 
Than  wear  a  heart  a  woman  loves  to  rend. 

'T  is  best  to  pause,  and  think,-* ere  you  rush  on^ 

If  that  a  borme  fortune  be  really  boime. 
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LXV. 

And  first,  in  the  overflowing  of  her  heart, 
Which  really  knew  or  thought  it  knew  no  guile. 

She  call'd  her  hashand  now  and  then  apart, 
And  hade  him  counsel  Juan.     With  a  smile 

Lord  Henry  heard  her  plans  of  artless  art 
To  wean  Dop  Juan  from  the  siren^s  wile  ; 

And  answerM,  like  a  statesman  or  a  prophet, 

In  such  guise  that  she  could  make  nothing  of  it. ' 

LXVI. 

Firstly,  he  said,  '<  he  never  interfered 
In  any  body's  business  but  the  king's  ;  *' 

Next,  that  *'  he  nerer  judged  from  what  appeared ^ 
Without  strong  reason,  of  those  sorts  of  things  : " 

Thirdly,  that  *<  Juan  had  more  brain  than  beard. 
And  was  not  to  be  held  in  leadtngHitrings :'' 

And  fourthly,  what  need  hardly  be  said  twice, 

**  That  good  but  rarely  came  from  good  advice. '' 

LXVII. 

And,  therefore,  doubtless  to  approve  the- truth 
Of  the  last  axiom,  he  advised  his  spouse 

To  leave  the  parties  to  themselves,  forsooth, 
At  least  as  far  as  biemeante  allows  : 

That  tune  would  temper  Joan's  faults  of  youth  ; 
That  young  men  rarely  made  monastic  vows  ; 

That  opposition  only  more  attaches— 

But  here  a  messenger  brought  in  dispatches : 

LXVIII. 

And  bebg  of  the  council  call'd  '<  the  privy," 

Lord  Henry  walk'd  into  his  cabinet. 
To  furnish  matter  for  some  future  Livy 

To  tell  how  he  reduced  the  nation's  debt ; 
And  if  their  full  contents  I  do  not  give  ye, 

It  is  because  I  do  not  know  diem  yet. 
But  I  shall  add  them  in  a  iMrief  appendix, 
To  come  betweea  mine  epic  and  its  index. 

LXIX. 

But  ere  he-  went,  he  added  a  slight  faint, 
Another  gende  eommon-^lace  or  two,  • 

Such  as  are  cpin'd  in  conversation's  mint, 

And  pass,  for  want  of  better,  l^ugh  not  new ; 

Then  broke  his  packet,  to  see  what,  was  in  't, 
And  having  equally  glanced  it  through, 

Retired;  and,  as  he  went  out,  cahnly  kiss'd  her, 

Less  like  a  young  wife  than  an  aged  sister. 
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LXX. 

He  was  a  cold,  g^ood,  honourable  man,  , 
Proud  of  bis  birth,  and  proud  of  every  tbinf ; 

A  goodly  spirit  for  a  state  diyan, 
A  figure  fit  to  walk  before  a  kipg ; 

Tall,  stately,  form'd  to  lead  the  courtly  van 
On  birth-days,  glorious  with  a  star  and  string ; 

The  very  model  of  a  chamberlain — 

And  such  I  mean  to  make  him  when  I  reign. 

LXXI. 

But  there  was  something  wanting  on  Ihe  whole — 
I  don't  know  what,  and  therefore  cannot  tell — 

Which  pretty  women — the  sweet  souls  l-rrcall  1 0(iJ, 
Certes  it  was  not  body ;  he  was  well 

Proportioned,  as  a  poplar  or  a  pole,  r 
A  handsome  man,  that  human  miracle ; 

And  in  eadi  circumstance  of  love  or  war  j 

Had  still  preserved  his  perpendicular. 

LxxiL    ; 

Still  there  was  something  wanting,  as  I  've  said-^ 

That  undefinable  je  ne  mcum  qum, 
Which,  for  what  I  know,  may  of  yore  have  led 

To  Homer's  Iliad,  since  it  drew  to  Troy 
The  Greek  Eve,  Helen,  from  the  Spartan's  bed ; 

Though  on  the  whole,  no  doubt,  the  Dardan  boy 
Was  much  inferior  to  King  Menelaus ; — 
But  thus  it  IS  some  women  will  betray  uSt 

Lxxni. 

There  is  an  awkward  thing  which  much  perplexes, 
Unless  like  wise  Tiresias  we  had  proved] 

By  turns  Ihe  difference  of  the  several  sexes  ; 
Neither  can  show  quite  htmf  they  would  be  loved  ; 

The  sensual  for  a  short  time  but  connects  us — 
The  sentimental  boasts  to,  be  unmoved ; 

But  both  together  form  a  kmd  of  centaur, 

Upon  whose  back  't  is  better  not  to  venture^ 

LXXIV. 

A  something  allnsufficient  for  the  heart 
Is  that  for  which  the  sex  are  always  seeking ; 

But  how  to  fiU  up  that  same  vacant  part? 

There  lies  the  rub — and  this  they  are  but  weak  in. 

Frail  mariners  afloat  without  a  chart, 

They  run  before  the  wind  through  high  seas  breaking ; 

And  when  they  've  made  tlie  shore  through  every  shock, 

'T  is  odd,  or  odds,  it  may  turn  put  a  rock. 
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LXXV. 

There  is  a  flower  call'd  '*  love  in  idleness" 
For  which  see  Shakspeare's  ever^blooming  garden  ;— 

I  will  not  make  his  great  description  less, 
And  beg  his  Briti^  godship's  humble  pardon, 

If,  in  my  extremity  of  rhyme's  distress, 
I  touch  a  single  leaf  where  he  is  warden ; 

But  though  the  flower  is  different,  with  the  French 

Or  Swiss  Rousseau,  cry,  voild  la  pervenche  I  ^ 

LXXVI- 

£ureka !  I  have  found  it !  What  I  mean 

To  say  is,  not  that  love  is  idleness. 
But  that  in  love  such  idleness  has  been 

An  accessary,  as  I  have  cause  to  guess. 
Hard  labour  's  an  indifferent  go-between  ; 

Your  men  of  business  are  not  apt  to  express 
Much  passion,  since  the  merchant-ship,  the  Argo, 
Conveyed  Medea  as  her  supercargo. 

LXXVIL 

Beatug  iUe  proeul  from  negotiU^ 

Saith  Horace ;  the  great  little  poet 's  ^Tong ; 
His  other  maxim,  Hfomtur  a  Boeiis, 

Is  much  more  to  the  purpose  of  his  song ; 
Though  even  that  were  sometimes  too  ferocious^ 

Unless  good  company  he  kept  too  long ; 
But,  in  his  teeth,  whatever  their  state  or  station. 
Thrice  happy  they  who  haue  an  occupation  ! 

Lxxvni. 

Adam  exchanged  his  paradise  for  ploughing  ; 

Eve  made  up  millinery  with  %-lcaves — 
The  earliest  knowledge  from  the  tree  so  knowing, 

As  far  as  I  know,  tliat  the  church  receives  : 
And  since  that  time.it  need  not  cost  much  showing. 

That  many  of  the  ills  o'er  which  man  grieves, 
And  still  more  woman,  spring  from  not  employing 
Some  hours  to  make  the  remnant  worth  enjoying^ 

LXXIX. 

And  hence  high  life  is  oft  a  dreary  void, 

A  rack  of  pleasures,  where  we  must  invent 
A  something  wherewithal  to  be  annoy'd. 

Bards  may  sing  what  they  please  about  eonUni; 
Contented,  when  translated^  means  but  doy'd ; 

And  hence  arise  the  woes  of  sentiment, 
Blue  devils,  and  blue-stockings,  and  romances 
Jleduced  to  practice,  and  performed  like  dances, 
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LXXX. 

I  do  declare,  upon  an  affidavit, 

Romances  I  ne*er  read  like  those  I  Ve  seen ; 
Nor,  if  unto  the  world  I  ever  gave  it. 

Would  some  believe  that  such  a  tale  bad  been :  . 
But  such  intent  I  never  had,  nor  have  it ; 

Some  truths  are  better  kept  behind  a  screen, 
Especially  when  they  would  look  like  lies ; 
I  therefore  deal  in  generalities. 

LXXXI. 

*'  An  oyster  may  be  cross*d  in  love," — and  why  ? 

Because  he  mopeth  idly  in  his  shell. 
And  heaves  a  lonely  subterraqneous  sigh. 

Much  as  a  monk  may  do  within  his  cell : 
And  a  propot  of  monks,  their  piety 

With  sloth  hath  found  it  difficult  to  dwell ; 
Those  vegetables  of  the  caibolic  creed 
Are  apt  exceedingly  to  run  to  seed. 

LXXXII. 

Oh,  Wilberforce !  thou  man  of  black  renown. 
Whose  merit  none  enough  can  sing  or  say. 

Thou  hast  struck  one  immense  colossus  down,   .. 
Thou  moral  Washington  of  Africa! 

But  thei^  *s  another  little  thing,  I  own. 
Which  you  should  perpetrate  some  ^ummer^s  day. 

And  set  the  other  half  of  earth  to  rights  : 

You  have  freed  the  fttorit-^now  pray  shut  up  the  whiles.. 

Lxxxin. 

Shut  up  the  bald-coot  bully  Alexander ; 

Ship  off  the  holy  three  to  sAegal ; 
Teach  them  that  '*  sauce  for  goose  is  sauce  for  gander,*' 

And  ask  them  how  tkey  like  to  be  in  thrall. 
Shut  up  each  high  heroic  salamander. 

Who  eats  fire  gratis  (since  the  pay  's  but  smaU) ; 
Shut  up — no,  710/  the  king,  but  the  pavilion, 
Or  else  *t  will  cost  us  all  another  million. 

LXXXIV. 

Shut  up  the  world  at  large  ;  let  Bedlam  out, 
And  you  will  be  perhaps  surprised  to  find 

All  things  pursue  exactly  the  same  route. 
As  now  with  those  of  Bci-dwcad  sound  mind. 

This  I  could  prove  beyond  a  single  doubt. 
Were  there  a  jot  of  sense  among  mankind ; 

But  till  that  point  d'appui  is  found,  aUs  ! 

Like  Archimedes,  I  leave  earth  as  it  was. 
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LXXXV. 

Our  gentle  Adeline  bad  one  defect — 
Her  heart  was  vacant,  tlioiigfa  a  splencUd  liiafision  ; 

Her  condact  had  been  perfectly  correct, 
As  she  had  seen  nought  churning^  its  expansion. 

A  wavering  spirit  may  be  easier  wreckM, 
Becanse  't  is  fissnler,  doubtless,  than  a  sfanch  one ;       * 

But  when  the  latter  works  its  own  undoing, 

Its  inner  crash  is  like  an  earthquake's  ruin. 

LXXXVI. 

She  bred  her  lord,  or  thought  so ;  but  thai  lore 

Cost  her  an  effort,  which  is  a  sad  toil, 
The  stone  of  Sysiphus,  if  once  we  more 

Our  feelings  Against  the  nature  of  the  soil. 
She  had  nothing  to  complain  of,  or  reprore, 

No  bickerings,  no  connubial  turmoil : 
Their  union  was  a  model  to  behold, 
Serene  and  noble,— conjugal,  but  cold. 

LXXXVII. 

» 

There  was  no  great  dii^arity  6i  years, 
Though  much  in  temper  ;  but  they  rierer  clashM : 

They  mored  like  stars  united  in  their  spheres,      * 
Or  like  the  Rhone  by  Leman's  waters  washM, 

Where  mingled  and  yet  separate  appears 
The  rirer  from  the  lake,  all  bluely  dasVd  ' 

Through  the  serene  and  placid  glassy  deep. 

Which  fain  would  lull  its  rirer-child  to  (Aeep. 

LXXXVIIL 

Now,  when  she  once  had  ta*en  an  interest 

In  any  thing,  however  she  might  flatter 
Herself  that  her  intentions  were  the  best. 

Intense  intentions  are  a  dangerous  matter : 
Impressions  were  much  stronger  than  she  guessM, 

And  gathered  as  they  run,  like  growing  water. 
Upon  her  mind ;  the  more  so,  as  her  breast 
Was  not  at  first  too  readily  impressed.      ^ 

LXXXIX. 

But  when  it  was,  she  had  that  lurking  demon 

Of  double  nature,  and  thus  doubly  named — 
Firmness  yclept  in  heroes,  kings,  and  seamen. 

That  is,  when  they  succeed ;  but  greatly  blamed 
As  obstinacy y  both  in  men  and  women, 

Whene'er  their  triumph  pales,  or  star  is  tamed  : 
And  H  will  perplex  the  casiusts  in  morality. 
To  fix  the  due  bounds  of  this  dangerous  quality. 
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XC. 

Had  Bonaparte  won  at  Waterloo, 
It  had  bisen  firmnen ;  now 't  is  pertinacity : 

Moat  the  event  decide  between  the  two  ? 
I  leave  it  to  your  people  of  sagacity 

To  draw  the  line  between  the  false  and  tme. 
If  sach  can  e*er  be  drawn  by  man*6  cqxadty : 

My  business  is  with  Lady  Adeline, 

Who  in  her  way  too  was  a  heroine* 

XCI. 

She  knew  not  her  own  heart ;  then  how  should  )  ? 

I  think  not  she  was  then  in  love  with  Juan : 
If  so,  she  would  have  had  the  strength  to  fly 

The  wild  sensation,  unto  her  a  new  one ; 
She  merely  felt  a  common  sympathy 

(I  will  not  say  it  was  a  false  or  true  one) 
In  him,  because  she  bought  he  was  in  danger^ 
Her  husband's  friend,  her  own,  young,  and  a  stranger, 

xcu. 

She  was,  or  thought  she  was,  his  friend — and  tbjs 
Without  the  farce  of  friendship,  or  romance 

Of  Platonism,  which  leads  so  oft  amiss 
Ladies  who  have  studied  friendship  but  in  France, 

Or  Germany,  where  people  purely  kiss. 
To  thus  much  Adeline  would  not  advance ; 

But  of  such  friendship  as  man's  may  to  man  be. 

She  was  as  capable  as  woman  can  be. 

xcni. 

T^o  doubt  the  secret  influence  of  the  sex 
Will  there,  as  also  in  the  ties  of  bloody 

An  innocent  predominance  annex, 
And  tune  the  concord  to  a  finer  mood. 

If  free  from  passion,  which  aU  friendship  checks. 
And  your  true  feelings  fully  understood. 

No  friend  like  to  a  woman  earth  discovers, 

So  that  you  have  notgbeen  nor  will  be  lovers? 

XCIV. 

Love  bears  within  its  breast  the  very  germ 
Of  change ;  and  how  should  this  be  otherwise  ? 

That  violent  things  more  quickly  find  a  term 
Is  shown  through  nature^s  whole  analogies  : 

And  how  should  the  most  fierce  of  all  be  firm  ? 
Would  you  have  endless  lightning  in  the  skies? 

Methinks  love's  very  title  says  enough : 

How  should  *^  the  tender  passion"  e'er  be  tou^h? 
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XCV. 

Alas!  by  dl  experienee,  seldom  yet 

(I  merely  quote  what  I  have  heard  from  many) 
Haid  lovers  not  some  reason  to  regret 

The  pasfflon  which  made  Solomon  a  zsmy* 
I  Ve  also  seen  some  wives  (not  to  forget 

The  marriage  state,  the  best  or  worst  of  any) 
Who  were  the  very  paragons  of  wives. 
Yet  made  the  misery  of  at  least  two  lives* 

xcvi. 

I  Ve  also  seen  some  iemdle  Jriends  (i  is  odd, 
But  true — as,  if  expedient,  I  could  prove) 

That  ffidthful  were,  through  thick  and  thin,  abroad, 
At  home,  far  more  than  ever  yet  was  love— 

Who  did  not  quit  me  when  oppression  trod 
Upon  me ;  whom  no  scandal  could  remove ; 

Who  fought,  and  fight,  in  absence  too,  my  battles, 

Despite  the  snake  society's  loud  rattles. 

XCVII. 

Whether  Don  Juan  and  chaste  Adeline 
Grew  friends  in  this  or  any  other  sense, 

Will  be  discussed  hereafter,  I  opine  :  , 
At  present  I  am  glad  of  a  pretence 

To  leave  them  hovering,  as  Ihe  effect  is  fine. 
And  keeps  the  atrocious  reader  in  suspemef 

The  surest  way  for  ladies  and  for  books 

To  bait  their  tender  or  their  tenter-hooks. 

xcyiii. 

Whether  they  rode,  or  walk'd,  or  studied  Spanish^ 
To  read  Don  Quixote  in  the  original, 

A  pleasure  before  which  all  others  vanish; 
Whether  their  talk  was  of  the  kind  call'd  '<  small, 

Or  serious,  are  the  topics  I  must  banish 
To  the  next  canto ;  where,  perhaps,  I  shall 

Say  somethmg  to  the  purpose,  and  display 

Considerable  talent  in  my  way. 

XCIX. 

« 

Above  all,  I  beg  all  men  to  forbear 
Anticipating  aught  about  the  matter  : 

They  '11  only  make  mistakes  about  |he  fidr, 
^d  Juan  too,  especially  the  latter. 

And  I  shall  take  a  much  more  serious  air 
Than  I  have  yet  done  in  this  epic  satire. 

It  is  not  clear  that  Adeline  and  Juan 

Win  fall ;  but  if  they  do,  't  will  be  their  ruin. 
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C. 

Bat  greaX  things  spnUg  from  little  :-r-woiild  you  think, 
That,  in  our  yoatb,  as  dangeroos  a  pattion 

As  e*er  brought  man  and  woman  to  the  brink 
Of  ruin,  rose  from  sutji.a  dight  occasion 

As  few  would  ever  drean\  could  form  the  link 
Of  such  a  sentimental  sjtaation  ? 

You  'U  never  guess,  I  'U  bet  .yoa  millions,  milliards — 

It  all  sprung  from  a  harmless  game  at  billiards. 

CI. 

'J  is  strange — but  true;  for  truth  is  always  strange. 
Stranger  than  fiction :  if  it  could  be  told, 

Ho#  much  would  noyels  gain  by  the  exchange  1 
How  differently  the  world  would  men  behold ! 

How  oft  would  vice  aad  virtue  places  change !  • 
The  new  world  would  be  nothing  to  the  old, 

If  some  Columbus  of  the  moral  seas   ' 

Would  show  mankind  their  soul's  antipodes. 

CIL 

Wliat  *'  antres  vast  and  deserts  idle''  then 
Would  be  discovered  in  the  iuunan  soul ! 

What  icebergs  in  thie  hearjs  of  mighty  men, 
With  self-4ove  in  the  centre  as  their  pole  I 

What  anthropophagi  are  nine  of  ten 
Of  those  who  hold  the  kingdoms  in  control! 

Were  things  but  only  calTd  by  their  right  namc> 

Caesar  himself  woukl  be  ashamed  of  £une. 
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NOTES  TO  CANTO  XIV. 


Note  1.  Stanza  xxxiii. 

« 

AjMt  imrvr  craned,  and  made  but  ttiyr  feats  pas. 

• 

Cramng'-'^^'to  crane^  is,  9r  wiui,  aa  exfureaaioa  used  to  denote  a.geatleman'fi 
strotcfaiog  out  his  neck  over  a  hedge,  *^  to  look  before  he  leaped :  ''—a  pause  io  his 
^▼aolting  ambition,^  which  in  the  field  doth  occasion  some  delay  and  execration  in 
those  who  may  be  immediately  behind  the  eqnestriaa  sceptic.  ^  Sir,  if  you  don't  chuse 
to  take  the  leap,  let  me  " — was  a  phrase  which  generally  sent  the  aipiraBt  ^n  again ; 
ami  to  good  purpose :  for  though  ^  the  horse  and  rider"  might  fal!^  they  made  a  gap^ 
through  which,  and  o?er  him  and  his  steed,  the  field  might  follow. 

Noted.  Stanza xlriii. 
Oo  to  the  coffee-hoose,  and  take  another. 

In  Swi^s  or  Horace  WA»oiiE's  Letters  I  think  it  is  nienUoped»  ibaX  somebody 
regrettbg  the  loss  of  a  friend,  was  answered  by  a  uairersal  Pyhides :  **  When  I  lose 
one,  I  go  to  the  Saint  James's  Cofiee-house,  and  take  another.**       '*^ 

I  recollect  having  heard  an  anecdote  of  die  same  kfaid.  Sir  W.  D.  was  a  great 
gamester.  Coming  in  one  day  to  the  dub  of  which  be  was  a  member,  he  was  ob- 
served to  look  mebncholy.  *<  What  is  the  iMlter,  Sir  WiUiam?''  cried  Hare,  of 
facetious  memory.  **  Ah «"  replied  Sir  W.  **  I  have  just  lost  poor  Lady  D,^  Lost ! 
What  atf-^Quimae  or  Hasard  ?  "  was  the  consolatory  rejoinder  of  the  querist. 

Note  3.  Stanza  fix* 

And  I  refer  yo«  ia  wise  Oxenstiem. 

The  fiunous  Chanoettor  Oxenatiem  said  to  his  son,  on  the  latter  expressing  his 
surprise  upon  the  great  effects  arising  from  petty  causes  in  the  presumed  mystery  of 
politics :  ^  You  see  by  this,  my  son,  with  how  litde  wisdom  the  kbgdoms  of  the  world 
are  governed." ' 
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CANTO    XV. 


I. 

Ah  ! ^What  should  follow  sUps  from  m j  r«fle<!tioii — 

Whatever  follows  ne*ertfaele88  may  be 
As  apropoB  ofhope  or  tetrospection, 

As  though  the  lorkbg  thought  had  follow'd  free. 
All  present  life  is  but  an  interjection, 

An  **  Ohr  or  "Ah!"  of  joy  or  misery, 
Or  a." Ha!  ha!"  or  "Bah!"— a  yawn,  or  "  Pooh .»" 
Of  winch  perhaps  the  latter  is  most  true* 

n.  ? 

But,  more  or  less,  the  whole  *s  a  syiocope. 

Or  a  singultus — emblems  of  emotion^ 
The  grand  antithesis  to  great  emnit. 

Wherewith  we  break  our  bubbles  on  the  ocean, 
That  watery  outline  of  eternity, 

Or  miniature  at  least,  as  is  my  notion. 
Which  ministers  unto  the  soul's  delight. 
In  seeing  matters  which  are  out  of  sight. 

m. 

But  all  are  better  than  the  sigh  supprest. 

Corroding  in  the  cavern  of  the  heart. 
Making  the  countenance  a  mask  of  rest. 

And  turning  human  nature  to  an  art. 
Few  men  dare  show  their  thoughts  of  worst  or  best ; 

Dissimulation  always  sets  apart 
A  corner  for  herself;  and  therefore  fiction 
Is  that  which  passes  with  least  contradiction. 

IV. 

Ah!  who  can  tell?  or  rather,  who  can  not 

Remember,  jvithout  telfing,  passion*s  errors  ? 
The  drainer  of  oblivion,  even  the  sot, 
'    Hath  got  blue  devils  for  his  morning  mirrors : 
What  though  on  Lethe's  stream  he  seem  to  float. 

He  cannot  sbk  his  tremors  or  his  terrors ; 
The  ruby  glass  that  shakes  within  his  hand, 
Leaves  a  sad  sediment  of  Time's  worst  sand* 
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V. 

And  as  for  love — Oh,  love  ! — We  will  proeeedi 

The  Lady  Adeline  Amandeville, 
A  pretty  name  as  one  would  wish  to  read, 

Must  perch  harmonious  On  my  tuneful  quill^ 
There  's  music  m  the  sighing  of  a  reed ;       *      ' 

There 's  music  in  the  gushing  of  a  rill ; 
There 's  music  in  all  things,  if  men  had  ears  r 
Their  earth  is  but  an  echo  of  the  spheres. 

VI. 

The  Lady  Adeline,  right  honourably, 

And  honoured,  ran  a  ris]^i)f  growing  less  so ; 
For  few  of  the  soft  sex  are  very  stable 

In  their  resolves — alas !  t^at  I  should  say  so ! 
They  differ  as  wine  differs  from  its  label. 

When  once  decanted; — I  presume  to  guess  so/* 
But  will  not  swear  :  yet  both  upon  occasion,    '   ' 
Till  old,  may  undergo  adulteration.  '        . 

VII. 

But  Adeline  was  of  th^  purest  vintage, 

The  unmingled  essence  of  the  grape ;  and  yet 
Bright  as  a  new  Naj^oleon  from,  its  mintage, 

Or  glorious  as  a  diamond  richly  set; 
A  page  where  Time  should  hesitate  to  print  age,' 

And  for  which  Nature  might  forego  her  d^bt— 
Sole  creditor  whose  process  doth  involve  in  't      • 
The  luck  of  finding  every  body  solvent. 

vm/ 

Oh,  Death !  thou  dunnest  of  all  duns !  thou  daily 

Knockest  at  doors,  at  first  with  modest  tap, 
Like  a  meek  tradesman  when,  approaching  palely 

Some  splendid  debtor  he  would  talce  by  sap  : 
But  oft  denied,  as  patience  'gins  to  fail,  he 

Advances  with  exasperated  rap, 
And  (if  let  in)  insists,  in  terms  qahandsome,         * 
On  ready  money,  or  ''  a  draft  oh  Rans^m.^ 

IX. 

Whatever  thou  takest^  spare  awhile  poor  Beonty  f   ,. 

She  is  so  rare,  and  thou  hast  so  much  prey. ' ' 
What  though  she  now  and  thep  may  slip  from  duty, 

The  morQ '»  the  reason  why  you  ought  to  stay. 
Gaunt  gourmand!  with  tvhole  nati9ns  for  your  booty, 

Yqh  should  be  civil  in  a  n^o4<8St  way : 
Suppress  then  some  slight  feminine  diseases,    '     « 
And  take  as  many  heroes  as  Heaven  pleases^* 

IV.  '25         ' 
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X. 

Fair  Adeline,  tlie  mere  iageimoos 

Where  she  was  interested  (as  was  said). 

Because  she  was  not  apt,  like  some  of  «s, 
To  like  too  readily,  or  too  hif h  bred 

To  show  it — ^points  we  need  not  now  disouss — 
Would  give  up  artlessly  hoth  heart  and  head 

Unto  such  feelings  as  seem'd  innocent 

For  objects  worthy  of  the  sentiment. 

•XI. 

Some  parts  of  Jnan*s  history,  wluoh  Rmnonr, 
That  lire  gazette,  had  scaCterM  tb  diafignre, 

She  'd  heard ;  but  women  hesr  with  more  good  hmnour 
Such  aberrations  than  we  men  of  rigour. 

Besides,  his  conduct,  since  in  England,  grew  more 
Strict,  and  his  mind  assnmed  a  manlier  vigour ; 

Because  he  had,  like  i^biades. 

The  art  of  living  in  aU  climes  with  ease. 

XII. 

His  manner  was  perhqts  the  more  sednetiye, 
Because  he  ne'er  seemM  anxious  to  seduce ; 

Nothing  aflFected,  studied,  or  constructive 
Of  coxcombry  or  conquest :  m>  abuse 

Of  his  attractions  marr*d  the  fair  perspective, 
To  indicate  a  Cnpidon  broke  loose. 

And  seem  to  say,  *'  resist  us  if  you  can*^—- 

Which  makes  a  dandy  while  it  spoils  a  man. 

xin. 

They  are  wrong — ^that  's  not  the  way  to  set  about  it ; 

As,  if  they  told  the  truth,  could  well  be  shown. 
But,  right  or  wrong,. Doa  Juan  was  without  it ; 

In  fact,  his  manner  was  his  owii  alone : 
Sincere  he  was — ^at.  least  you  could  not  doubt  it, 

In  listening  merely  to  his  voice's  tone. 
The  ddvil  hath  not  in  all  his  quiver's  choice 
An  arrow  for  the  heart  like  a  sweet  voice. 

xnr. 

By  nature  soft,  his  whole  address  held  off 
Suspicion :  though  not  timid,  his  regard 

Was  such  as  rather  seem'd  to  keep  aloof. 

To  shield  himself,  than  put  you  on  your  guartl : 

Perhaps,  't  was  hardly  quite  assured  enough, 
But  modesty  's  at  times  its  own  reward. 

Like  virtue  i  and  the  absence  of  pretension 

Will  go  much  further  than  there  's  need  to  mention. 


DOK  nJAN.  387 

XV. 

Serene,  accompliish'd,  cheerfiil,  blit  ncft  loild ; 

Insinuating  without  innnnation ; 
Observant  of  the  foibles  ef  the  crowd, 

Yet  ne'er  betraying  this  in  oonvertuAioil ; 
Proud  with  the  proud,  yet  couiteouidy  proted^ 

So  as  to  make  them  feel  he  knew  his  crtation 
And  theirs ; — ^without  a  struggle  fbr  priority, 
He  neither  brook'd  nor  claim'd  sttperiority, 

X^I. 
That  is,  with  men :  with  women  lie  was  what 

They  pleased  to  ttiiike  or  take  Utb  for ;  and  ibeir 
Imagination  's  quite  enough  for  that : 

So  that  the  outline  's  tolerably  &ir. 
They  fill  the  canvad  ttp^^and  verbKm  M/. 

If  once  their  phfttitasies  be  brong%tt  to  bear 
Upon  an  object,  whethei-  ^  or  playftil, 
They  can  transfigure  brighter  lAian  a  flaphael. 

XVII. 

Adeline,  no  deep  judge  of  character, 

Was  apt  to  add  d  eolonring  from  her  own. 
'T  is  thus  the  good  will  amiably  err, 

And  eke  the  wise,  aft  has  been  often  shown. 
Experience  is  the  chil^  philosopher. 

But  saddest  when  his  science  is  well  known ; 
And  persecuted  sages  teach  the  Schools 
Their  folly  in  forgetting  there  are  fools. 

XVIII. 
Was  it  not  so,  great  Locke?  and  greater-  Bac^m  ? 

Great  Socrates?    And  thou,  diviner  Still,' 
Whose  lot  it  is  by  man  to  be  mistaken. 

And  thy  pure  creed  made  oinction  of  ^11  ill  ? 
Redeeming  worlds  to  be  by  bigots  shaken, 

How  was  thy  toil  rewarded?    We  might  fill 
Volumes  with  similar  sad  ilinstraftiOhs, 
But  leave  them  to  the  conscience  of  the  nations. 

XIX. 
I  perch  upon  an  humbler  promontory, 

Amidst  life's  infinite  variety : 
With  no  great  care  for  what  is  nicknamed  gfory, 

But  speculating  as  I  cast  mine  eye 
On  what  may  suS  or  may  not  Suit  mjr  story. 

And  never  straining  hard  to  versify, 
I  rattle  on  exactly  as  I  'd  talk 
With  any  body  in  a  ride  or  wSiIk. 

«6» 
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XX. 

I  don't  know  that  there  may  be  much  ability 
Shown  in  this  sort  of  desultory  rhyme ; 

But  there  's  a  conversationai  facility, 

Which  may  round  off  an  hour  upon  a  time* 

Of  this  I  'm  sure  at  least,  there  's  no  servility 
In  mine  hrre^larity  of  chime^ 

Which  rings  what 's  uppermost  of  new  or  hoary. 

Just  as  I  feel  the  improwigaiore, 

XXI. 

'^  Omnia  vult  beUe  Matho  dicere — die  aliquando 
Et  tene,  die  neuirum,  die  aliquando  maie»" 

The  first  is  rather  more  than  mortal  can  do ; 
The  secpnd  may  be  sadly  done  or  i^aily ; 

The  third  is  still  more  di£Bcult  to  stand  to ; 

The  fourth  we  hear,  and  see,  and  say  too,  daily; 

The  whole  together  is  what  I  could  wish 

To  serye  in  this  conundrum  of  a  dish. 

xxn. 

A  modest  hope — but  modesty  *s  my  forte, 
And  pride  my  feeble  : — ^let  us  ramble  on. 

I  meant  to  make  this  poem  very  short, 
But  now  I  can't  tell  where  it  may  not  run.  . 

No  doubt,  if  1  had  wish'd  to  pay  my  court 
To  critics,  or  to  hail  the  Mctthig  sihi 

Of  tyranny  of  all  kinds,  my  concision 

Were  more ; — but  I  was  born  for  opposition. 

xxm. 

But  then  *t  is  mostly  on  the  weaker  side : 

So  that  I  verily  believe  if  they 
Who  now  are  basking  in  their  full-blown  pride  ^ 

Were  shaken  down,  and  *^  dogs  had  had  their  day, 
Though  at  the  first  I  might  by  chance  deride 

Their  tumble,  I  should  turn  the  other  way, 
And  wax  an  ultra-royalist  in  loyalty, 
Because  I  hate  even  democratic  royalty. 

XXIV. 

I  think  I  should  have  made  a  decent  iqiouse, 
If  I  had  never  proved  the  soft  condition ; 

I  think  I  should  have  made  monastic  vows, 
But  for  my  own  peculiar  superstition ; 

^Qamst  rhyme  I  never  should  have  knock'd  my  brows, 
Nor  broken  my  own  head,  nor  that  of  Prisqian, 

Nor  worn  the  motley  mantle  of  a  poet, 

If  some  one  had  not  told  me  to  forego  it. 


9« 
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XXV. 

But  '*  laissez  aller" — ^koighte  and  dames  I  sing, 
Such  as  the  times  may  famish.     ^T  is  a  flight 

Which  seems  at  first  to  need  no  lofty  wing, 
Plumed  by  Longinus  or  the  Stagyrite  : 

The  difficult  lies  in  colouring 

(Keeping  the  due  proportion  still  in  sight) 

With  nature  manners  which  are  artificial, 

And  rendering  general  that  which  is  especial. 

XXVI. 

The  difference  is,  that  in  the  days  of  old 
Men  made  the  manners;  manners  now  make  men- 

Pinn'd  like  a  flock,  and  fleeced  too  in  their  fold, 
At  least  nine,  and  a  ninth  beside  of  ten. 

P^ow  this  at  all  events  must  render  cold 
Your  writers,  who  must  either  draw  again 

Days  better  drawn  before,  or  else  assume 

The  present,  with  their  common-place  costume*] 

XXVII. 

We  *ll  do  our  best  to  make  the  best  on  't : — March ! 

March,  my  Muse !  If  you  cannot  fly,  yet  flutter; 
And  when  you  may  not  be  sublime,  be  arch. 

Or  starch,  as  are  the  edicts  statesmenmtter. 
We  surely  shall  find  something  worth  research ; 

Columbus  found  a  new  world  in  a  cutter. 
Or  brigantine,  or  pink,  of  no  great  tonnag«. 
While  yet  America  was  in  her  non-age. 

XXVIII. 

When  Adeline,  in  all  her  growing  sense 

Of  Juan's  merits  and  his  situation,  i 
Felt  on  the  whole  an  interest  intense — 

Partly  perhaps  because  a  fresh  sensation, 
Or  that  he  had  an  air  of  innocence. 

Which  is  for  innocence  a  sad  temptation, — 
As  women  hate  half  measures,  on  the  whole, 
She  'gan  to  ponder  how  to  save  his  soul. 

XXIX. 

She  had  a  good  opinion  of  advice. 

Like  all  who  give  and  eke  receive  it  gratis,     ' 
For  which  small  thanks  are  still  the  market  price. 

Even  where  the  article  at  highest  rate  is. 
She  thought  upon  the  subject  twice  or  thrice, 

And  morally  decided,  the  best  state  is 
For  morals^i^arriage ;  and,  this  question  carried. 
She  seriously  advised  him  to  get  married. 
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XXX. 

Joan  reptied,  with  att  becomuig  ctofurance. 
He  had  a  predilectbn  for  tiiat  tie ; 

Bat  that  at  present,  with  immediate  reCeceace 
To  his  own  circnmstanees^  there  might  lie 

Some  dlificalties,  as  in  his  own  preference. 
Or  that  of  her  to  whom  he  might  apply ; 

That  still  he  'd  wed  wit^  such  or  such  a  hMlj, 

If  that  they  were  not  maizied  all  already* 


Neiit  to  the  making  matehea  ior  herself, 
And  daoghtecs,  biolhers^  sisteis,  kith  or  ki% 

Arranging  them  like  hooks  en  the  saitte  shelf, 
There  *s  nothbg  wQJven  love  to  dabble  in 

More  (like  a  stock-holder  ia  growing  peli) 
Than  match-makiag  in  generaH:  H  is  no  si« 

Certes,  hut  a  preventative,  and  t^refoee 

That  is,  no  doubt,  the  only  reasoA  wh<wefiro* 

xxxu. 

But  never  yet  (eioept  of  eonrse  aiviss 

Unwed,  or  mistress  never  to  be  wed. 
Or  wed  already,  who  object  to  this) 

Was  there  chaste  dame  who  had  not  in  b«r  head 
Some  drama  of  the  marriage  unities. 

Observed  as  strictly  both  at  board  and  bed, 
As  those  of  Aristotle,  though  sometimes 
They  turn  out  melodrames  or  paatondmes* 

XXXIII. 

They  generally  have  some  only  son. 
Some  heir  to  a  large  piy>perty,  seme  ffiend 

Of  an  old  family,  some  gay  Sir  John^ 
Or  grave  Lord  George,  wi^  whom  perhaps  might  end 

A  line,  and  leave  posterity  undone. 
Unless  a  marriage  was  applied  to  mend 

The  prospect  and  their  morals :  and  besides. 

They  have  at  hand  a  blooming  gUit  of  brjdes. 

XXXIV. 

From  these  diey  will  be  careful  to  select. 
For  this  an  heiress,  and  for  that  a  beauty ; 

For  one  a  songstness  who  hath  no  defect, 
For  f  other  one  who  promises  much  doty ; 

For  this  a  lady  no  one  can  reject. 

Whose  sole  accomplishments  were  quite  a  booty; 

A  second  for  her  excellent  connexions ; 

A  third,  because  there  can  be.no  objections. 


DOM  JUAN.  SN 

XXXV. 

When  Rapp  the  harmooist  embargoed  marna^* 
In  his  harmoniow  aettleaaettl — (#hicli  flovrislies 

Strangely  enough  as  yet  witfeo«it  nisoarriage, 
Be^ise  it  breeds  no  aiere  moiite  than  it  noorishet, 

Without  those  sad  expenses  wlneh  ^sparage 
What  Natwe  oatorafly  most  encourages) — 

Why  call'd  he  '^harmoi^*'  a  state  sans  wedlock? 

Now  here  I  have  got  the  preacher  at  a  dead  lock. 

XXXVL 

Becanse  he  eitiier  weant  to^  sneer  at  hanoony 

Or  marriage,  by  divorcing  them  thus  oddly. 
But  whether  rOTerend  Rapp  teamM  this  in  Gemiany 

Or  BO,  't  is  sttd  his  sect  is  rich  and  godly,     . 
Pious  and^ure,  beyond  what  I  can  terra  any 

Of  ours,  altho^igh  Hiey  propagate  more  iMPoasdly. 
My  objection  *s  to  his  title,  not  his  ritnid, 
Although  I  wonder  how  it  grew  habitiud. 

XXXVII. 

But  Rapp  is  die  rererffe  of  lealovs  matrons, 

Who  favour,  malgrk  MdthQS,  generation — 
Professors  of  that  genial  art,  and  patrons 

Of  all  the  modest  part  of  propagation, 
Which  after  all  air  smfa  a  desperate  rate  runs, 

That  half  its  produce  tends  to  emigration, 
That  sad  result  of  passiona  and  potatoes — 
Two  weeds  which  pose  our  economic  Catos. 

XXXTHL 

Had  Adeline  read  MaMiiis  ?    I  canH  teH ; 

I  wish  she  had ;  his  book  *s  the  eleventh  commandment, 
Which  says,  **  thou  shalt  not  many**— unless  ««ff  .• 

This  he  (as  far  as  I  can  understand)  meant ; 
'T  is  not  my  purpose  on  Yia»  vif  ws  to  dweff. 

Nor  canvass  what  ^*so  eminent  a  hand'*  meant: '  y 

But  certes  it  conducts  to  lives  ascetic. 
Or  turning  marriage  into  arithmetic. 

XXXIX. 

But  Adeline,  who  probably  presumed 

That  Juan  had'  enough  of  maintenance. 
Or  separate  maintenance,  in  ease  't  was  doomed — 

As  on  the  whole  it  is  an  even  chance 
That  bridegrooms,  after  they  are  fairly  groom% 

May  retrograde  a  little  iA  the  dance 
Of  marriage — which  might  form  a  painter's  fame, 
Like  Holbein's  «  Dance  of  Death"— but 't  is  the  same) ;— 
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XL. 

But  Adeline  determined  Juan's  wedding. 
In  her  own  mind,  and- that  *8  enough  for  woman. 

But  then,  with  whom?    There  was  the  sage  Miss  Reading, 
Miss  Raw,  Miss  Flaw*  Miss  Showman,  and  Miss  Knowman, 

And  the  two  fair  co-heiresses  Giltbedding* 

She  deem'd  his  merits  something  mor^  than  conimon : 

AU  these  were  uno))jectionable  n^at^hes. 

And  might  go  on,  if  w^U  wound  up,  like  watches*. 

XU. 

There  was  Miss  Mi]lpond,  smooth  as  summer's  sea, 

That  usual  paragon,  an  only  daughter, 
Who  seem'd  the  cream  of  equanimity, 

Till  skimm'(](— and  then  there;  W9S  some  nulk  and  w^ter, 
With  a  slight  shade  of  bl<ie  too  it  might  be. 

Beneath  the  surface ;  but  wbat  did  it  matter  9 
Love  's  riotous,  but  marriage  shpnld  have  quiet. 
And,  being  comsumptive,  live  on  a  milk  diet. 

XLIf. 

And  then  there  was  the  Afiss  Audapa  Shoestrigig, 

A  dashing  demoiseUfi  of  good  estatf^, 
Whose  heart  was  fix'd  upon  a  star  of  bla^string; 

fiut  whether  English  dukes  grew  rare  of  late. 
Or  that  she  had  not  harp'd  upon  the  true  string. 

By  which  such  sirens  can  attract  our  great, 
She  took  up  with  some  foreign  younger  brother, 
A  Rnss  or  Turk — the  one  's  as  good  as  t'  other, 

l^JIL 

And  then  there  was — but  why  should  I  go  cm, 
Unless  the  ladies  should  go  off? — there  was 

Indeed  a  certain  fair  ^d  fairy  one, 
Of  the  best  class,  and  better  than  her  class, 

AwcorsL  Raby,  a  young  star  who  shone 
0*er  life,  too  sweet  an  image  for  such  glass, 

A  lovely  being,  scarcely  foirm'd  or  moulded, 

A  rose  with  all  its  sweetest  leaves  yet  folded  ; 

XLIV. 

Rich,  noble,  but  an  orphan ;  left  an  only 
Child  to  the  care  of  guardians  good  and  kind ; 

But  still  her  aspect  had  an  air  so  lonely ! 
Blood  is  not  water ;  and  where  shall  we  find 

Feelings  of  youth  like  those  which  overthrown  lie 
,  By  death,  when  we  are  left,  alas !  behind, 

To  feel,  in  friendless  palaces,  a  home 

Is  wanting,  and  our  best  ties  in  the  tomb  P 
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XLV. 

Early  in  years,  and  yet  more  infantine 
In  figure,  she  had  somfttfaisg  of  snbliine 

In  eyes  which  sadly  shone,  as  seraphs'  shine. 
All  youth — ^but  with  an  aspect  beyond  time ; 

Radiant  and  grave-^-^  f'^^^g  inaB''S  Recline ; 
Mournful — ^but  mournful  of  another^s  crime. 

She  look'd  as  if  she  sat  by  Eden's  door. 

And  grieved  for  those  who  could  return  no  more. 

XLVI. 

She  was  a  catholic  too,  sincere,  austere. 
As  far  as  her  own  gentle  heart  aUowM, 

And  deem'd  that  fallen  worship  far  inore  dear. 
Perhaps  because  *t  was  fallen :  her  sires  were  ;proud 

Of  deeds  and  days  when  they  had  fiU'd  the  ear 
Of  nations,  and  had  never  bent  or  4)ow'd 

To  novel  power ;  and  as  she  was  the  last. 

She  held  their  old  faith  and  old  feelings  fest. 

XLVll. 

She  gazed  upon  a  world  she  scarcely  knew, 
As  seeking  n<lt  to  know  it ;  silent,  lone, 

As  grows  a  flower,  thus  quietly  she  grew, 
And  kept  her  heart  serene  within  its  zone: 

There  was  awe.  in  the  homage  which  she  dr^w ; 
Her  spirit  seem'd  as  seated  on  a  throne 

Apart  from  the  surrounding  world,  and  strong 

In  its  own  strength-^-^most  strange  in  one  so  young.. 

XLTllI. 

Now  it  so  nappen'd,  in  the  catalogue 

Of  Adeline,   Aurora  was  omitted. 
Although  her  birth  and  wealth  had  given  her'  vogue 

Beyond  the  charmers  we  've  already  cited : 
Her  beauty  also  seem'd  to  form  no  clog 

Against  her  being  mention'd  as  well  fitted, 
By  many  virtues,  to  be  worth  the  trouble 
Of  single  gentlemen  who  would  be  double. 

XLIX. 

And  this  Omission,  like  that  of  the  bust 
Of  Brutus  at  the  pageant  of  Tiberius, 

Made  Juan  wonder,  as  no  doubt  he  must. 
This  he  expressed  half  smiling  and  half  serious ; 

When  Adeline  replied,  widi  some  disgust. 
And  with  an  air,  to  say  the  least,  imperious, 

She  marveU'd  **  what  he  saw  in  such  a  baby 

As  that  prim,  silent,  cold  Aurora  Raby !" 
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Juan  rejoined — **  She  was  a 

And  therefore  fittest,  at  of  Ub 
Since  he  was  sure  his  mother  wonid  idk  sick 

And  the  Pope  thnnder  excomoMnicalioA, 
If "  But  here  Adeline^  wItt  seem'd  to  i^oe  ^ 

Herself  extremely  on  the  iaoculation 
Of  others  with  her  own  ofuooas,  state^-^ 
As  nsnal — the  same  reason  which  she  bte  did* 

LI. 

And  wherefore  not?    A  reasonable  reason. 
If  good,  is  none  the  worse  for  repetition  -, 

If  bad,  the  best  way  V  eeitainly  tp  tease  on 
And  amplify ;  yoa  lose  moch  by  condsioo ; 

Whereas  insisting  in  or  eat  of  season 
Convinces  all  men,  even  a  politidan. 

Or — what  is  just  the  same— it  wearies  oat. 

So  the  end  *s  gain'd,  what  sigmi&es  ike  rontt  ? 

Lit 

Why  Adeline  had  this  sli|[;kt  prejudice — 
'  For  prejudice  it  was — against  a  creature 
As  pare  as  sanctity  itself  from  viee, 

With  all  the  added  charm  of  fiorm,  and  fealpie, 
For  me  appears  a  ifoestioii  (ar  loo  naeov 

Since  Adeline  was  liberal  by  nature ; 
But  nature  's  nature,  and  haa  more  caprices  . 
Than  I  have  tiuM,  or  will,  to  tafee  to  pieces. 

LITL 

Perhaps  she  did  not  like  the  quiet  way 

With  which  Aurora  on  those  baubles  look'd, 

Which  charm  most  people  in  their  earlier  day : 
For  there  are  few  l^ngs  by  raankind  less  brook*d, 

And  womankind  too,  if  we  so  may  say. 
Than  finding  thos  their  genius  stand  rebuked, 

Like  ''  Anthony^s  by  Caesar,"  by  the  few 

Who  look  upon  them  as  they  ought  t<^  do. 

UV. 

It  was  not  envy — ^Adetine  had  none ; 

Her  place  was  far  beyond  it,  and  her  mind. 
It  was  not  scorn — which  could  not  Ught  on  ome 

Whose  greatest ,/iiuJI  was  leaving  few  to  fiad« 
It  was  not  jealousy,  I  think :  but  shun 

Following  the  **^  ignes  fettui''  of  matddnd. 

It  was  not but  *t  is  easier  far,  alas  ! 

To  say  what  it  was  not,  than  what  it  was. 
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LV. 

LitUe  Aurora  deem'd  she  was  Ike  thene 

Of  snch  discussion.     She  was  there  a  guest, 
A  beauteous  ripple  oi  the  briUiant  strean^ 

Of  rank  and  youth,  llMUigh  purer  than  the  pert, 
Which  flowed  on.  for  a  momeDt  in  the  beam 

Time  sheds  a  moment  o'er  each  sparklingr  crest. 
Had  she  known  this,  slie  would  have  cahnlj  smiled — 
She  had  so  much,  or  little,  of  tha  child. 

LVI. 

The  dashing  and  proud  air  oi  Adeline 

Imposed  not  upon  her  :  she  saw  her  blaze 
Much  as  she  would  have  seen  a  glow-worm  fthnie, 

Tlien  turn'd  onto  llie  stars  for  loftier  rajs.. 
Juan  was  something  she  laould  not  diyine, 

Being  no  sybil  io  the  new  world's  ways ; 
Yet  she  was  nothing  dazded  by  the  meteor. 
Because  she  did. not  pin  het  fidth  on  feadvre. 

LVn. 

His  £une  too, — for  he  had  that  kind  of  £aune 

Which  sometimes  plays  the  dieuce  with  womankind, 

A  heterogeneous  mass  of  glorioua  Uame, 
Half  virtues  and  whole  vices  being  combined ; 

Faults  which  attract  because  tliey  are  not  tame ; 
Follies  tricked  oitifc  so  hrighAy  that  they  blind  :-^ 

These  seals  upon  her  wax  mad«  no  im^ssion^ 

Such  was  her  coldness  or  her  self^asession. 

LTIIl. 

Juan  knew  nought  of  inch  a  character — 

High,  yet  resemblmg  not  his  lost  Haidee  ; 
Yet  each  was  radiant  in  her  proper  sphere :  • 

The  island  girl,  bred  up  by  the  lone  sea, 
More  warm,  as  lovely,  and  not  less  sincere, 

Was  nature's  all :  Aurora  could  not  be. 
Nor  would  be  dius ; — the  difference  in  them 
Was  such  as  lies  between  a  flower  sad  gem. 

UX. 

Having  wound  up  with  this  sublime  comparison, 

Methinks  we  may  proceed  upon  our  narrative. 
And,  as  my  friend  Scott  says,  ^'  I  sound  my  Warison;'* 

Scott,  the  superfaktive  of  my  comparative — 
Scott,  who  can  paint  your  Christian  knight  or  Saracen, 

Serf,  lord,  man,  with  such  skill  as  none  wovdd  share  it,  if 
There  had  not  been  one  Shakspeare  and  Voltaire, 
Of  one  or  both  of  whom  he  seeaus  the  heir. 
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LX. 

I  say,  in  my  slight  way  I*  may  proceed 
To  play  npon  the  sm'face  of  hmnanity. 

I  write  the  world,  nor  care  if  the  world  read. 
At  least  for  this  I  cannot  spare  its  vanity. 

My  Muse  hath  bred,  and  still  perhaps  may' breed 
More  foes  by  this  same  scroll :  when  I  began  it,  I 

Thought  that  it  might  turn  out  so — nam  1  know  it, 

But  still  I  am,  or  was,. a  pretty  poet. 


LXL 


The  conference  or  Congress  (for  it  ended 

As  congresses  of  late  do), of  the  Lady 
Adeline  and  Don  Juan  rather  blended 

Some  acids  with  Ihe  sweets — ^for  she  wa»  heady ; 
But,  erd  the  matter  could  be  marr*d  or  mended. 

The  silyery  bell  rung,  not  for  ''  dinner  ready,^* 
But  for  that  hour,  call'd  kaJlf-^^MUT,  given  to  dress,. 
Though  ladies*  robes  seem  scant  enough  for  less. 

Lxn.. 

Great  things  were  now  to  be  achieved  at  table,  . 

With  massy  plate  for  armour,  knives  and  forks 
For  weapons ;  but  what  Muse  since  Homer  *s  able 

(His  feasts  are  not  the  worst  part  of  his  works) 
To  draw  up  in  array  a  single  day-bill 

Of  modem  dinners  ?  where  more  mystery  lurks 
In  soups  or  sauces,  or  a  sole  ragout. 
Than  witches,  b— ches,  or  phyncians  brew. 

LXlIf. 

There  was  a  goodly  scntpe  a  la  innmefemme. 
Though  Qod  knows  whence  it  came  from ;  there  was  too 

A  turbot  for  relief  of  those  who  cram, 
Relieved  with  dmdon  ^  la  Perigueux  ; 

There  alsp  was the  sinner  that  I  am  ! 

How  shall  I  get  this  gourmand  stanza  through  ? 

Soupe  ii  la  Beauveau,  whose  relief  was  dory, 

Relieved  itself  by  pork,  for  greater  glory. 

LXIV. 

But  I  must  crowd  all  into  one  grand  mess 

Or  mass ;  for  should  I  stretch  into  detail. 
My  Muse  would  run  much  more  into  excess. 

Than  when  some  squeamish  people  deem  her  fraiL 
But,  though  a  bonne  vivante,  I  must  confess 

Her  stomach  's  not  her  peccant  part :  this  tale 
However  doth  require  some  slight  refection, 
Just  to  relieve  her  spirits  from  dejection. 
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LXV. 

Fowls  a  la  Conde,  slices  eke  of  salmbn^   - 

With  iouees  Genevoises,  and  hawich  .q£  v^isoo  ;  , 

Wines  too  which  might  again  haye  slain  young  Ammod — 
A  man  like  whom  I  hope  we  shan't  Isee' many  soon  ; 

They  also  set  a  glazed  WestphaUan  blun.pn,., 
Whereon  Apicius  would  hestow  his  bedison  y 

And  then  there  was  champaghe  witMoaming  whirls, 

As  white  as  Cleopatra's  malted  pearlsr' 

LXVI. 

Then  there  was  God  knows  whjft  a  tAUemfinde, 

A  I'Espagvtole,  iimbaUe,  and  Saljneon — 
With  things  I  can't  withstand  or  understand^  * 

Though  swallow'd  with  much  zest  upon  the  whole ; 
And  entremeU  to  piddle  with  at  hand, 

Gently  to  lull  down  the  subsiding  soul  -, 
While  great  Lucullus'  robe  triomphale  muffles 
(There  'sjame) — ^young  partridge  fillets,  decfttl  with  ti'uffles^* 

LXVII. 

What  are  ^eJMeU  on  the  Tictor's  brow 

To  these  ?     They  are  rags  or  dust.     Where  is  the  arch 
Which  nodded  to  the  nation's  spoils  below  ? 

Where  the  triumphal  chariot's  haughty  march  ? 
Gone  to  where  victories  must  ilke^diuners  go. 

Farther  I  shsdl  not  follow  the  research  : 
But  oh !  ye  modem  heroes  with  your  cartridges, 
When  will  your  names  lend  lustre  e'en  to  partridges  ? 

.  .  Lxvni. 

Those  truffles  too  are  no  bad  accessaries, 

Follow'd  by  petiU  puits  d'ammJ^, — ^a  di^ 
Of  which  perhaps  the  cookery  rather  varies,  , 

So  every  one  may  dress  it  to  his  wish^       * 
According  to  the  best  of  dictionaries  ^ 

Which  encyclopaedise  both  flesh  and  fish ;. 
But  even  sans  cor^fihurs,  it  no  less  true  is, 
There  's  prc^tty  picking  Tn  those  petits  jndts.  ^     * 

4  • 

LXIX. 

The  mind  is  k>st  in  mighty  contemptattidn  . 

Of  intellect  expended  on  two  coursfe ;       ^ 
And  indigestion's  grand  multiplication 

Requires  arithmetic  beyond  my  forces.  . 
Who  would  suppose,  from  Adavi's  simple  ration, 

That  cookery  could  have  call'd  forth  such  resources, 
As  form  a  science  and  a  nomenckture 
From  out  the  commonest  demands  of  natm'e  1 
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LXX. 

The  glasses  jingled,  and  the  palates  tingled ; 

The  diners  of  celebrity  dined  well ; 
The  ladies  witlh  more  moderation  mingled 

In  the  feast,  pecking  less  than  I  can  tell ; 
Abo  the  younger  men  too ;  for  a  springsdd 

Can't  like  ripe  age  in  ffourmaandUe  excd, 
But  thinks  less  of  good  eating  tiian  tlie  whisper 
(When  seated  ne&t  him)  'of  some  pretty  lisper.    . 

LXXI. 

Alas  !     I  must  leav^  undescribed  the  ffibkr^ 

The  scUmi,  the  eoruenun^y  the  puree, 
AH  which  I  use  to  make  my  rhymes  run  glibber 

Than  could  roast  beef  in  our  rough  John  Boll  way : 
I  must  not  introduce  even  a  spare  rib  here^ 

*<  Bubble  and  squeak"  woidd  qpoil  my  liquid  lay ; 
But  I  have  dined,  and  must  £orego,  alas ! 
The  chaste  description  e^en  of  4&  bieane, 

Lxxn. 

And  fruits,  and  ice,  and  all  that  art  refines 
From  nature  for  the  service  of  the  smd,"^ 

Tiute  or  the  gout, — pronounce  it  as  inclines 
Your  stomach.    Ere  you  dine,  die  French  will  do ; 

l^vX.c^fter,  there  are  sometimes  certain  signs 
Which  prove  plain  English  truer  of  the  two. 

Hast  ever  had  Ihe  gmd?    I  have  not  had  it — 

But  I  may  have,  and  you  too,  reader,  dread  it. 

LXXUI. 

The  simple  olives,  best  allies  of  wine, 

Must  I  pass  over  in  my  bIQ  of  fiecre  ? 
I  must,  although  a  fiivonrite  flat  of  mine 

In  Spain,  and  Luciia,  Athens,  6very  where  : 
On  them  and  bread  *t  was  oft  my  hKk  to  dine, 

The  grass  my  table-cloth,  in  open  air^ 
On  Sunium  or  Hymettus,  like  Diogenes, 
Of  whom  half  my  phik>sophy  the  progeny  is. 

LXXIY. 

Amidst  this  tumult  of  fish,^  flesh,  and  fowl, 

And  vegetables,  all  in  masquerade, 
The  guests  were  placed  according  to  their  r(^ 

But  various  as  the  various  meats  displayed : 
Don  Juan  sate  next  an  h  I'espa^noU-^ 

No  damsel,  but  a  (tish,  as  ha^  been  said  ; 
But  so  far  like  a  lady,  that  *t  was  drest 
Superbly,  and  contained  a  world  of  zeal* 
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LXXV. 

By  some  odd  chance  too  he  was  placed  h<etween 

Aurora  and  the  Ladj  Adeline — 
A  situation  difficult,  I  ween, 

For  man  therein,  with  eyes  and  heart,  to  dine. 
Also  the  conference  which  we  hafre  seen 

Was  not  such  as  to  encourage  him  to'sbine ; 
For  Adeline,  addressing  few  words  to  him, 
With  two  transcendent  eyes  seem'd  to  look  through  him. 

LXXVI. 

I  sometimes  almost  think  that  eyes  have  ears  *. 

This  much  is  sure,  that,  out  of  ear-i^t,  things 
Are  somehow  edioed  to  the  pretty  dears. 

Of  which  I  can*t  tell  whence  their  knowledge  fiprings ; 
Like  that  same  mystic  music  of  Ifie  spheres. 

Which  no  one  hears  so  loudly  though  it  rings. 
*T  is  wonderful  how  oft  the  sex  hare  heard 
Long  dialogues  which  passed  without  a  word ! 

LXXVW. 

Aurora  sat  with  that  mdifference 

Which  piques  a  •preax  dtevaUer-'^tui  it  ought : 
Of  all  offences  that 's  the  worst  offence, 

Which  seems  to  hint  you  are  not  worth  a  thought* 
Now  Juan,  though  do  coxcomb  in  pretence, 

Was  not  exactly  pleased  to  he  so  caught ; 
Like  a  good  ship  entangled  among  ice, 
And  after  so  much  excellent  advice. 

LXXYin. 

To  his  gay  nothings,  nothing  wasiepUed, 

Or  something  which  was  nothing,  as  urbaaity 
Reqiured.    Aurora  scarcely  look'd  aside. 

Nor  even  smiled  enou^  for  any  vuuty. 
The  devil  was  in  the  girl!    Could  it  be  pride. 

Or  modesty,  or  absence,  or  inanity  ? 
Heaven  knows !    But  AdeUne's  malicious  eyes 
Sparkled  with  her  successful  prophecies, 

LXXIX. 

And  looked  as  much  as  if  to  say,  '<I  said  it," — 

A  kind  of  triumph  I  *I1  not  recommend. 
Because  it  sometimes,  as  I  Ve  seen  or  read  it. 

Both  in  the  case  of  lover  and  of  frieml. 
Will  pique  a  gentleman^  for  his  own  credit. 

To  bring  what  was  a  jest  to  a  serious  end ; 
For  all  men  prophesy  what  2>  or  wsu. 
And  hate  those  who  won*t  let  thera  come  to  pass. 
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LXXX. 

Jnan  was  drawn  thns  into  some  attentions, 
Slight  bat  select,  and  just  enqogh  to  express, 

To  females  of  perspicaons  comprehensions, 

'    That  he  wonld  rather  make  them  more  than  less. 

Aorora  at  the  last  (so  history  mentions,  * 

Though  probably  mtibh  less  a  fact  than  guess) 

So  far  relaxed  her  thoughts  from  their  sweet  prison, 

As  once  or  ttnce  to  smile,  if  not  to  listen. 

LXXXI. 

From  answering,  she  began  to  question :  this 
Widi  her  was  rare ;  and  Adeline,  who  as  yet 

Thought  her  predictions  went  not  much  amiss^ 
Began  to  dread  she  'd  thaw  to  a  coquette — 

So  very  difficult,  they  say,  it  is 
To  keep  extremes  from  meeting,  when  once  set 

In  motion  ;  but  she  here  too  much  reftned — 

Aarora*s  spirit  was  not  of  that  kind. 

LXXXII. 

But  Juan  had  a  sort  of  winning  way^ 

A  proud  humility,  if  such  there  be, 
Which  showM  such  deference  to  what  fiemales  say, 

As  if  each  charming  wQrd  were  a  decree. 
His  tact  too  tempered  him  from  graye  to  gay. 

And  taught  him  when  to  be  reserved  or  free :' 
He  had  the  art  of  drawing  people  out| 
Without  their  seeing  what  he  was  about. 

UCSXUL 

Aurora,  who  in  her  indifference 

Confounded  htm  in  common  with  the  crowd 

Of  flutterers,  though  she  deem'd  he  had  more  sense 
Than  whispering  foplings,  Or  than  witlings  loud, — 

Commenced  (from  such  slight  things  will  great  commence) 
To  f&el  that  flattery  which  attracts  the  proud 

Rather  by  deference  than  compliment, 

And  wins  even  by  a  delicate  dissent. 

LXXXIV. 

And  then  he  had  good  looks  ;^ — ^that  point  was  carried* 
Nem.  con*  amongst  the  v^omen,  which  I  grieve 

To  say  leads  oft  to  crim,  eon,  with  the  married—* 
A  case  which  to  th^  juries  we  may  leave, 

Since  with  digressions  we  too  long  have  tarried. 
Now  though  we  know  of  old  that  looks  deceive, 

And  always  have  done,  somehow  these  good  lool^s 

Make  more  impression  than  the  best  of  books.    '  - 
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LXXXV. 

Aurora,  who  look'd  more  on  books  than  faces, 

Was  very  yonng,  although  so  very  sage, 
Admiring  more  Minerva  than  the  Graces, 

Especially  upon  a  printed  page. 
But  virtue^s  self,  with  all  her  tightest  laces. 

Has  not  the  natural  stays  of  strict  old  age  ; 
And  Socrates,  that  model  of  all  dn^, 
Own'd  to  a  penchant,  though  discreet,  for  beauty, 

LXXXVL 

And  girb  of  sixteen  are  thus  far  Socratic, 

But  innocently  so,  as  Socrates ; 
And  really,  if  the  sage  sublime  and  Attic 

At  seventy  years  had  phantasies  like  these, 
Which  Plato  in  his  dialogues  dramatic 

Has  shown,  I  know  not  why  they  should  displease 
In'  virgins — ^always  in  a  modest  way, 
Observe ;  for  that  with  me  *s  a  ^'  sine  qua/*  ^ 

LXXXVn. 

Also  observe,  that  like  the  great  Lord  Coke, 

(See  Littleton)  whene'er  I  have  expressM 
Opinions  two,  which  at  first  sight  may  look 

Twin  opposites,  the  second  is  the  best. 
Perhaps  I  have  a  third  too  in  a  nook. 

Or  none  at  all — ^which  seems  a  sorry  jest ; 
But  if  a  writer  should  be  quite  consistent, 
How  could  he  possibly* show  things  existent  ? 

LXXXVIII. 

If  people  contradict  themselves,  can  I 

Help  contradicting  them,  and  every  body, 
Even  my  veracious  self? — but  that 's  a  lie ; 

I  never  did  so,  never  will— how  should  I  ? 
He  who  doubts  all  things,  nothing  can  deny ; 

TruthVfountfldns  may  be  clear — ^her  streams  are  muddy, 
And  cut  through  such  canals  of  contradiction. 
That  she  must  often  navigate  o*er  fiction. 

LXXXIX. 

Apologue,  fable,  poesy,  and  parable. 

Are  false,  but  may  be  rendered  also  true 
By  those  who  sow  (hem  in  a  land  that 's  arable. 

'T  is  wonderful  what  fable  will  not  do  ! 
'T  is  said  it  makes  reality  more  bearable : 

But  what 's  reality  ?    Who  has  its  clile  ? 
Philosophy?    No ;  she  too  much  rejects.    . 
Religion  ?  Yes^  but  which  of  all  her  sects? 

n.  26 
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Some  millions  must  be  wrong,  thiit  *s  pretty  clear ; 

Perhaps  it  may  turn  oot  diat  all  were  ri^t. 
Qod  help  us !     Since  we  >e  need  on  our  career 

To  keep  oar  holy  beacons  always  bright, 
T  is  time  that  some  new  prophet  should  appear^ 

Or  old  indulge  man  witii  a  second  sight. 
Opinions  wear  out  in  some  thousand  years, 
Without  a  small  nofireshment  from  the  spheres. 

XCI. 

But  here  again,  why  will  I  thus  entangle 
Myself  with  metaphysics  ?    None  can  hate 

So  much  as  I  do  any  land  of  wrangle ; 
And  yet  such  is  my  folly,  or  my  &!•, 

I  always  knock  my  head  against  some  aagle 
About  the  present,  past,  and  future  state  $ 

Yet  I  wish  well  to  Trojan  and  to  Tyrian, 

For  I  was  bred  a  moderate  presbyterian. 

xcn. 

But  tiiough  I  am  a  temperate  theotogian, 

And  also  meek  as  a  metaphysician, 
Impartial  between  Tyrian  and  Trojan, 

As  Eldon  on  a  lunatic  commisnon,— ^ 
In  politics,  my  duty  is  to  show  John 

Bull  something  of  the  lower  world*s  condition* 
It  makes  my  blood  boil  like  the  springs  of  Heda, 
To  see  men  let  these  scoundrel  sovereigns  break  law. 

XGtIL 

But  politics,  and  policy,  and  piety. 
Are  topics  which  I  sometimes  introduce, 

Not  only  for  the  sake  of  their  variety. 
But  as  subservient  to  a  moral  use ; 

Because  my  business  is  to  dreit  society, 
And  stuff  with  §tige  that  very  Verdant  goose. 

And  now,  that  we  may  furnish  with  some  matter  all 

Tastes,  we  are  going  to  try  the  siq[>ernatural. 

XCIV. 
And  now  I  will  give  up  all  argument ; 

And  positively  henceforth  no  temptation 
Shall  '*  fool  me  to  the  top  up  of  my  bent ;" 

Yes,  I  'II  begin  a  thorough  reformation. 
Indeed  I  never  knew  what  people  meant 

By  deeming  that  my  Muse's  conversation 
Was  dangerous,— I  think  she  is  as  harmless 
As  some  who  labour  more  and  yet  may  charm  less. 
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XCV. 

Grim  reader !  did  you  ever  see  a  ghost? 

No  ;  but  joo  Ve  heard — I  onderstand — ^be  dumb ! 
And  doii*t  regret  the  time  you  may  hare  lost, 

For  you  hare  got  that  pleasure  stili  to  come : 
And  do  not  think  I  mean  to  sneer  at  most 

Of  these  things,  or  by  ridicule  benumb 
That  source  of  the  sublime  and  the  mystorious: — 
For  certain  reasons  my  belief  is  serious. 

XCVI. 

Serious  ?    You  laugh : — ^you  may ;  that  will  I  not ; 

My  smiles  must  be  ancere  or  not  at  all. 
I  say  I  do  believe  a  haunted  spot 

Exists — and  where  ?    That  shall  I  not  recal, 
Beeanse  I  *d  rather  it  should  be  forgot* 

*< Shadows  the  soul  of  Richard''  may  appal : 
In  short,  upon  that  subject  I  Ve  some  qualms  Tety 
Like  those  ofthe  philosopher  of  Malmsbury.^ 

xcvn. 

The  night  (I  sing  by  night— --^sometimes  an  owl, 

And  now  and  then  a  nightingale)— is  dim. 
And  the  loud  shriek  of  sage  Minerva's  fowl 

Rattles  around  me  her  discordant  hymn ; 
Old  portraits  from  old  walls  upon  me  scowl — 

I  wish  to  heaven  they  would  not  look  so  grim; 
The  dying  embers  dwindle  in  the  grate — 
I  think  too  that  I  hare  sale  up  too  late : 

XCVIIL 

And  therefore,  thougih  't  k  by  no  means  my  way 

To  rhyme  at  noon — when  I  have  other  things 
To  think  of,  if  I  ever  think, — ^I  say 

I  feel  some  chilly  midnight  shudderings, 
And  prudently  postpone,  until  mid-day. 

Treating  a  topic  which,  alas !  but  brings 
Shadows ; — ^but  you  must  be  in  my  condition 
Befi)re  you  learn  to  call  this  superstition. 

XCI^ 

Between  two  worlds  life  hovers  like  a  star, 
*Twixt  night  and  mom,  upon  the  horison's  verge : 

How  little  do  we  know  that  which  we  are ! 
How  less  what  we  may  be  /    The  eternal  surge 

Of  time  and  tide  rolls  on,  and  bears  afar 
Our  bubbles ;  as  the  old  burst,  new  emerge, 

Lash'd  from  the  foam  of  ages ;  while  the  graves 

Of  empires  heave  but  like  some  passing  waves. 

36* 
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NOTES  TO  CANTO  XV. 


'  Note  1.  Stan23i  XTiii. 

And  thoa,  diviner  itiD, 
WhoM  lot  it  IB  by  man  to  Im  mistaken. 

As  it  is  neoessaiy  in  these  times  to  ayoid  ambiguity,  I  say,  that  I  mean,  by 
**  diviner  stin,"  Chriot.  If  eyer  God  was  Ififan— or  nian'€h>d — he  was  both,  I 
ne?er  arraigned  his  creed,  but  die  use — or  abuse — ^made  of  it.  Mr.  Cuming  one  day 
quoted  Christianity  to  sanction  Negro  slavery,  and  Mr.  WiflKarfiMrce  had  little  to  say 
in  reply.  And  was  Christ  crucified,  that  black  men  might  be  scourged  ?  If  so,  he 
had  better  been  bom  a  Mulalto,  to  give  both  colours  an  equal  chance  of  freedom^  or 
at  least  salyation. 

Note  3.  Stanza  xxxt. 

When  Rapp  the  harmonist  emhargoed  marriage 
In  his  harmonioQs  settlement. 

This  extraordinary  and  flourishing  German  colony  in  America  does  not  entirely 
exclude  matrimony,  as  the  ** Shakers"  do;  but  lays  such  restrictions  upon  it  as 
prevent  more  than  a  certain  quantum  of  births  within  a  certain  number  of  years ; 
which  births  (as  Mr.  flulme  obsenres)  generally  arrire  ''in  a  little  flock  like  those  of 
a  fiiurmer's  lambs,  all  within  the  same  month  perhaps.^  These  Harmonists  (so  called 
from  the  name  of  their  settlement)  are  represented  as  a  remarkably  flourishing,  pious, 
and  quiet  people.    See  the  various  recent  writers  on  America. 

Note  3.  Stanza  xxxviii. 

Nor  canvass  what  *so  eminent  a  hand*  meant. 

Jacob  Tonson,  according  to  Mr.  Pope j  w^ui  accustomed  to  call  his  writers,  *"  able 
pens'* — ^^ persons  of  honour,**  and  especially  '^eminent  hands."  Vide  Corre- 
spondence, &c.,  &c. 

Note  4.  Stanza  Ixvi. 

While  great  LncaUiis'  robe  triumphaU  mnffle»— 

{There  '«/aM«)— yoong  partridge  fillets,  deck'd  with  tmiBes. 

A  dish  a  la  Lucullus,  This  hero,  who  conquered  the  East,  has  left  his  more 
extended  celebrity  Ho  the  transplantation  of  cherries  (which  he  first  brought  into 
Europe)  and  the  nomenclature  of  some  very  good  dishes; — and  I  am  not  sure  that 
(barring  indigestion)  he  has  not  done  more  service  to  mankind  by  his  cookeiy  than  by 
his  conquests.  A  cherry-tree  may  weigh  against  a  bloody  kiurel ;  besides  he  has 
contrived  to  earn  celebrity  from  both. 

Note  6.  Stanza  Ixviii. 

Bnt  even  sans  confitures t  it  no  less  true  is. 
There  *s  pretty  picking  in  those  peKte  ptiitt. 

Petits  putts  cPamour  gamis  de  confitures,  a  classical  and  wefl-known  dish  for 
part  of  the  flank  of  a  second  course. 
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Note  6.  Stanza  IxxxtL 
For  that  with  me  '■  a  *  sine  qna.* 
Subauditur  Noitf  omitted  for  the  sake  of  euphony. 

Note  7.  Stanza  xctL 

In  dioii  apoD  that  milgeet  I  *▼»  fome  qaalnu  yery 
like  thoae  of  the  i^iilosopher  of  Malmsbury. 

Hobbes ;  who,  doubting  of  his  own  soul,  paid  that  compliment  to  the  souls  of  other 
people  as  to  decline  their  visits,  of  which  he  had  some  apprehension. 
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CANTO   XVI. 


L 

TkB  antiifae  Penians  tangfat  three  nseibl  thingi, — 
To  draw  the  bow,  to  ride,  and  speak  the  trattu 

Thb  was  the  mode  of  Cjnu^— heat  of  Idnga — 
A  mode  adopted  aiiice  by  modem  youlh. 

Bowa  hare  they,  generally  with  two  strings; 
Horses  diey  ride  without  remorse  or  mth ; 

At  peaking  tmdi  perhaps  they  are  less  dever, 

Bat  draw  the  long-bow  better  now  than  ever. 

U. 

The  cause  of  this  effect,  or  this  defect, — 
*'  For  this  effect  defectire  comes  by  cause,*- — 

Is  what  I  have  not  leisure  to  inspect ; 
Bat  this  I  most  say  in  my  own  applause. 

Of  all  the  Muses  that  I  recollect. 
Whatever  may  be  her  follies  or  her  flaws 

Id  some  things^  mine  *s  beyond  all  contradiction 

Hie  most  sincere  that  e?er  dealt  in  fiction. 

III. 

And  as  she  treats  all  things,  and  ne'er  retreats 
From  any  thing,  this  epic  will  contain 

A  wilderness  of  the  most  rare  conceits, 
Which  you  might  elsewhere  hope  to  find  in  vain. 

*T  is  true  there  be  some  bitters  with  the  sweets. 
Yet  mix^d  so  slightly  that  you  can't  complain. 

But  wonder  they  so  few  are,  since  my  tale  is 

**  De  rebus  conctis  et  quibusdam  aiiis." 

IV. 

But  of  all  truths  which  she  has  told,  the  most 
True  is  that  which  she  is  about  to  tell. 

I  said  it  was  a  stoiy  of  a  ghost — 
What  dien?  I  only  know  it  so  befel. 

Have  you  explored  the  limits  of  the  coast, 
Where  aU  die  dwellers  of  the  earth  must  dwell  ? 

T  is  time  to  strike  such  puny  doubters  dumb  as 

The  sceptics  who  would  not  believe  Columbus. 
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V. 

Some  people  would  impose  now  with  anthority, 
Tm'pin^s  or  Momnouth  Geofiry^s  Chronicle ; 

Men  whose  historical  superiority 
Is  always  ^eatest  at  a  miracle. 

But  Saint  Augustine  has  the  gpreat  priority, 
Who  bids  all  men  belieye  the  impossible, 

BeeauMe  't  it  so.     Who  nibble,  scribble,  quibble,  lie 

Quiets  at  once  mik  ''  quia  impossibile." 

VI. 

And  therefore,  mortals,  cavil  not  at  all ; 

Believe  :— rif  *t  is  improbable,  you  mutt; 
And  if  it  is  impossible,  you  thaU: 

'T  is  always  best  to  take  things  upon  trust. 
I  do  not  speak  profuiely  to  recal 

Tbose  holier  mysteries,  which  the  wise  and  just 
Receive  as  gospel,  and  which  grow  more  rooted. 
As  all  truths  must,  the  more  they  are  disputed. 

VIL 

I  merely  mean  to  say  what  Johnson  said. 
That  in  the  course  of  some  six  thousand  years, 

All  nations  have  believed  that  from  the  dead 
A  visitant  at  intervals  appears ; 

And  what  is  strangest  upon  this  strange  head, 
Is  that  whatever  bar  the  reason  rears 

'Gainst  such  belief,  there  's  something  stronger  still 

In  its  behalf,  let  those  deny  who  will. 

vin. 

The  dinner  and  the  $oiree  too  were  done. 
The  supper  too  discussed,  the  dames  admired, 

The  banqueters  had  dropped  off  one  by  one — 
The  song  was  silent,  and  the  dance  expired : 

The  last  thin  petticoats  were  vanished,  gone, 
Like  fleecy  clouds  into  the  sky  retired, 

And  nothing  brighter  gleam*d  tlurough  the  saloon 

Than  dying  tapers — and  the  peeping  moon. 

IX. 

The  evaporation  of  a  joyous  day 

Is  like  the  last  glass  of  champagne,  without 
The  foam  which  made  its  virgin  bumper  gay ; 

Or  like  a  system  coupled  with  a  doubt ; 
Or  like  a  soda-bottie  when  its  spray 

Has  sparkled  and  let  half  its  spirit  out ; 
Or  like  a  billow  left  by  storms  behind, 
Without  the  animation  of  the  wind ; 


408  BYRON'S  WORKS. 

Or  like  an  opiate  which  brings  tronbled  rest, 
Or  none ;  or  like — like  nothing  that  I  know 

Except  itself; — ^snch  is  the  human  breast; 
A  thing,  of  which  similitudes  can  show 

No  real  lUceness, — like  the  old  Tyrian  vest 
Djed  purple,  none  at  present  can  tell  how, 

If  from  a  shell-fish  or  from  cochineal.' 
.    So  perish  every  tyrant*s  robe  piece-meal ! 

XI. 

But  next  to  dressing  for  a  rout  or  ball. 
Undressing  is  a  woe;  our  robe de  ehcunbre 

May  sit  like  that  of  Nessus  and  recal 

Thoughts  quite  as  yellow,  but  less  clear  tlian  amber. 

Titus  exclaim'd,  "  I  Ve  lost  a  day ! "     Of  all 
The  nights  and  days  most  people  can  remember 

(I  Ve  had  of  both,  some  not  to  be  disdain'd), 

I  wish  they  *d  state  how  many  they  have  gain'd. 

XII. 

And  Juan,  on  retiring  for  the  night. 

Felt  restless,  and  perplexed,  and  compromised ; 

He  thought  Aurora  Raby's  eyes  more  bright 
Than  Adeline  (such  is  advice)  advised ; 

If  he  had  known  exactly  his  own  plight, 
He  probably  would  have  philosophised  ; 

A  great  resource  to  all,  and  ne'er  denied 

TiU  wanted ;  therefore  Juan  only  sigh'd. 

xin. 

He  sigVd : — the  next  resource  is  the  full  moon, 
Where  all  sighs  are  deposited ;  and  now 

It  happened  luckily,  the  chaste  orb  shone 
As  clear  as  such  a  climate  will  allow ; 

And  Juan^s  mind  was  in  the  proper  tone 

To  hail  her  with  the  apostrophe — *'  Oh,  thou !" 

Of  amatory  egotism  the  tuism, 

Which  further  to  explain  would  be  a  truism. 

XIV. 

But  lover,  poet,  or  astronomer. 

Shepherd,  or  swain,  whoever  may  behold, 

Feel  some  abstraction  when  they  gaze  on  her : 

Great  thoughts  we  catch  from  thence  (besides  a  cold 

Sometimes,  unless  my  feelings  rather  err) ; 
Deep  secrets  to  her  rolling  light  are  told ; 

The  ocean^s  tides  and  mortals*  brains  she  sways, 

And  also  hearts,  if  there  be  truth  in  lays. 
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XV. 

Juan  felt  somewhat  pensive,  and  disposed 

For  contemplation  ratiier  than  his  pillow ; 
The  gotfaic  chamber,  where  he  was  enclosed, 

Let  in  the  ripplin||r  sound  of  the  lake's  billow, 
With  all  the  mystery  by  midnight  caused ; 

Below  his  window  waved  (of  course)  a  willow ; 
And  he  stood  gazing  out  on  the  cascade, 
That  flash'd  and  after  darkened  in  the  shade. 

XVL 

Upon  his  table  or  his  toilet — ^which 

Of  these  is  not  exactly  ascertain'd — 
(I  state  tins,  for  I  'm  cautious  to  a  pitch 

Of  nicety,  where  a  fact  is  to  be  gainM) 
A  lamp  bum*d  high,  while  he  leant  from  a  niche, 

Where  many  a  gothic  ornament  remained, 
In  chiseU'd  stone  and  painted  glass,  and  all 
That  time  has  left  our  fathers  of  their  hall. 

XVII. 

Tlien,  as  the  night  was  clear  though  cold,  he  threw 

His  chamber-door  wide  open — and  went  forth 
Into  a  gallery,  of  a  sombre  hue. 

Long,  fumish'd  with  old  pictures  of  great  worth, 
Of  knights  and  dames  heroic  and  chaste  too, 

As  doubtless  should  be  people  of  high  birth. 
But  by  dim  lights  the  portraits  of  the  dead 
Have  something  ghastly,  desolate,  and  dread. 

XVUI. 

The  forms  of  the  grim  knights  and  pictured  saints' 

Look  living  in  the  moon ;  and  as  you  turn 
Backward  and  forward  to  the  echoes  faint 

Of  your  own  footsteps — ^voices  from  the  urn 
Appear  to  wake,  and  shadows  wild  and  quaint 

Start  from  the  frames  which  fence  their  aspects  stern, 
As  if  to  ask  how  can  yon  dare  to  keep 
A  vigil  there,  where  all  but  death  should  sleep. 

XIX. 

And  the  pale  smile  of  beauties  in  the  grave, 

The  charms  of  other  days,  in  starlight  gleams 
Glimmer  on  high ;  their  buried  locks  still  wave 

Along  the  canvas ;  their  eyes  glance  like  dreams 
On  ours,  or  ifpars  within  some  dusky  cave. 

But  death  i^maged  in  their  shadowy  beams.' 
A  picture  b  the  past ;  e'en  ere  its  frame 
Be  gilt,  who  sate  hath  ceased  to  be  the  same. 
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As  Joan  mcued  on  matabUitjy 

Or  on  his  mistress-^t^ipi  flynonymoiit'-^ 
No  sound  except  the  echo  of  hif  sigh 

Or  step  ran  sadly  toongh  that  antique  hoiise» 
When  suddenly  he  heard,  or  thought  so,  nigh, 

A  supernatural  agent— ^r  a  mouse, 
Whose  little  nibbling  rustle  will  eabarraaa 
Most  people,  as  it  pUya  along  the  arras. 

XXL 

It  was  no  mouse,  but  lo !  a  monk,  array*d 
In  cowl  and  beads  and  dusky  garb,  appeared, 

Now  in  the  moonlight,  and  now  lapsed  in  shade. 
With  steps  that  trod  as  heavy,  yet  unheard^ 

His  garments  only  a  slight  murmur  made ; 
He  moved  as  shadowy  as  the  sisters  weird, 

But  slowly ;  and  as  he  pass'd  Juan  by. 

Glanced,  without  pausbg,  on  him  a  bright  eye* 

XXII. 

Juan  was  petrified ;  he  had  heard  a  hint 

Of  such  a  spirit  in  these  halls  of  old, 
But  thought,  tike  most  men,  there  was  nothing  in  't 

Beyond  the  rumour  which  such  spots  unfold, 
CoinM  from  surviving  superstition*s  mint, 

Which  passes  ghosts  in  currency  like  gold. 
But  rarely  seen,  like  gold  compared  with  paper. 
And  did  he  see  this  ?  or  was  it  a  vapour  ? 

XXIII. 

Once,  twice,  thrice  pass'd,  repassed — ^the  thing  of  air, 
Or  earth  beneath,  or  heaven,  or  f  other  pbuse ; 

And  Juan  gazed  upon  it  with  a  stare. 
Yet  could  not  speak  or  move ;  but,  on  its  base 

As  stands  a  statue^  stood :  he  felt  his  hair 
Twine  like  a  knot  of  snakes  around  his  foce ; 

He  tax'd  his  tongue  for  words,  which  were  not  granted, 

To  ask  the  reverend  person  what  he  wanted. 

XXIV. 

The  third  time,  after  a  still  longer  pause, 
The  shadow  pass'd  away^but  where?  the  hall 

Was  long,  and  thn$  fdx  Uiere  was  no  great  cause 
To  think  his  vanishiog  unnatural : 

Doors  there  were  many,  through  which,  by  the  laws 
Of  physics,  bodies,  whether  short  pr  taU,        * 

Might  come  or  go ;  but  Juan  could  not  state 

Through  which  the  spectre  seem'd  to  evaporate. 
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He  stood,  bow  long  he  knew  not,  )mt  it  keem^d 
An  age— expectant,  powerleae,  with  his  eyes 

Straiu'd  on  the  ^ot  where  first  the  figure  gleam*d ; 
Then  by  degrees  recall'd  his  energies, 

And  would  have  pa8s*d  the  whole  ofF  as  a  dream. 
Bat  coold  not  wake  ;  he  was,  he  did  surmise. 

Walking  already,  and  retoniM  at  length 

Back  to  bis  chamber,  shorn  of  half  i^  strength. 

XXVI. 

All  there  was  as  he  left  it ;  still  his  taper 
Burnt,  and  not  bbte,  as  modest  tap«rs  use, 

Receiving  ^rites  with  sympadietic  yapoor ; 
He.rubb*d  bis  eyes,  and  they  did  not  refaae 

Their  office  ;  he  took  up  an  old  newspi^ier, 
The  pq>er  was  right  easy  to  pemse ; 

He  read  an  article  &e  king  attacking, 

And  a  long  eulogy  of  **  patent  bbicking*'* 

XXVIL 

This  savoured  of  this  world ;  bat  his  hand  shook— 
He  shut  his  door,  and  after  having  read 

A  paragraph,  I  think  about  Home  Tooke, 
Undressed,  and  rather  slowly  went  to  bed* 

There,  couch'd  all  snugly  on  hts  piflow*s  nook. 
With  what  he  'd  seen  his  phantasy  he  fed, 

And  though  it  was  no  opiate,  slumber  crept 

Upon  him  by  degrees,  and  so  he  dept. 

XXTDL 

He  woke  betimes ;  and,  as  may  be  supposed, 

Ponder'd  upon  his  visitant  or  viaon. 
And  whether  it  ought  not  to  be  disdosed. 

At  risk  of  being  quiszed  for  superstition. 
The  more  he  thought,  the  more  lus  mind  was  posed ; 

In  the  mean  time  his  valet,  whose  precision 
Was  great,  because  his  master  brook*d  no  less, 
Knocked  to  inform  him  it  was  time  to  dress. 

XXIX. 

He  dress'd ;  and,  like  young  people,  he  was  wont 
To  take  some  trouble  with  bk  toilet,  but 

This  morning  rather  spent  less  time  upon  *t ; 
Aside  his  very  mirror  soon  was  put ; 

His  curls  fell  negligentiy  o*er  his  front, 
His  clothes  were  not  curbM  to  their  usual  cut, 

His  very  neckcloth's  Oor£an  knot  was  tied 

Almost  a  hair*s  breadth  too  much  on  one  side. 
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XXX. 

And  when  he  walk'd  down  into  the  saloon, 

He  sate  him  pensive  o^er  a  dish  of  tea. 
Which  he  perhajps  had  not  discovered  soon. 

Had  it  not  haqppen'd  scalding  hot  to  he, 
Which  made  him  have  recourse  unto  his  spoon ; 

So  much  dUtrtsU  he  was,  that  all  could  see 
That  something  w<u  the  matter — ^Adeline  ^ 
The  first — ^but  mhtU  she  could  not  well  divine* 

XXXI. 

She  look'd  and  saw  him  pale,  and  tum'd  as  pale 
Herself ;  then  hastily  look'd  down  and  mutter'd 

Something,  but  what  *s  not  stated  in  my  tale* 
Lord  Henry  said,  his  muffin  was  ill  butterM ; 

The  Duchess  of  Fita-Fulke  plaj'd  with  her  veil, 

•   And  look'd  at  Juan  hard,  but  nothing  utter'd* 

Aurora  Raby,  with  her  large  dark  eyes. 

Surveyed  him  with  a  kind  of  calm  surprise. 

XXXII. 

But  seeing  him  all  cold  and  silent  stiQ, 
And  eveiy  body  wondering  more  or  less/; 

Fair  Adeline  inquired  if  he  were  ill? 
He  started,  and  said,  ''  Yes — ^no— rather — ^yes." 

The  family  physician  had  great  skill, 
And,  being  presenj;,  now  began  to  express 

His  readiness  to  feel  his  pulse  and  tell 

The  cause ;  but  Juan  said,  <<he  was  quite  well." 

XXXIU. 

*^  Quite  well ;  yes — ^no«"    These  answers  were  mysterious, 
And  yet  his  looks  appeared  to  sanction  both, 

However  they  might  savour  of  delirious ; 
Something  Uke  illness  of  a  sudden  growth 

Weigh'd  on  his  spirit,  though  by  no  means  serious* 
But  for  the  rest,  as  he  himself  seem'd  loth 

To  state  the  case,  it  might  be  ta'en  for  granted. 

It  was  not  the  physician  that  he  wanted. 

XXXIV. 

Lord  Henry,  who  had  now  discuss'd  his  chocolate, 

Also  the  muffin  whereof  he  complained, 
•Said,  Juan  had  not  got  his  usual  look  elate, . 

At  which  he  marvelled,  since  it  had  not  rain'd ; 
Then  ask'd  her  grace  what  news  were  of  the  duke  of  late  ? 

Her  grace  replied,  hix  grace  was  rather  painM 
With  some  slight,  light,  hereditary  twinges 
Of  gout,  which  rusts  aristocratic  hinges. 
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XXXV. 

Then  Henry  turn'd  to  Juan,  and  addressed 

A  few  words  of  condolence  on  his  state  : 
'^  You  look,"  quoth  he,  ^<  as  if  yon  'd  had  your  rest 

Broke  in  upon  by  the  Black  Friar  of  late." 
^^  What  friar  T'  said  Juan ;  and  he  did  his  best 

To  put  the  question  with  an  air  sedate, 
Or  careless ;  but  the  effort  was  not  valid 
To  hmder  liim  from  growing  still  noore  pallid. 

XXXVI. 

**  Oh !  have  you  never  heard  of  the  Black  Friar  ? 

The  spirit  of  these  walls?"—"  In  truth  not  1." 
"  Why  rame — but  fiune  you  know  *s  sometimes  a  liar —  ' 

TeUs  an  odd  story,  of  which  by  the  by : 
Whether  with  time  the  spectre  has  grown  shyer, 

Or  that  our  sires  had  a  more  gifted  eye 
For  such  sights,  though  the  tale  is  half  believed ,« 
The  friar  of  late  has  not  been  oft  perceived. 

XXXVII. 

**  The  last  time  was — ^" — "  I  pray,"  said  Adeline — 

(Who  watch'd  the  changes  of  Don  Juan's  brow. 
And  from  its  context  thought  she  could  divine 

Connenons  stronger  than  he  chose  to  avow 
With  this  same  legend) — "  if  yon  but  design 

To  jest,  you  '11  chuse  some  other  theme  just  now. 
Because  the  present  tale  has  oft  been  told, 
And  is  not  much  improved  by  growing  old." 

XXXVIII. 

"  Jest !"  quoth  my  lord,  "  Why,  Adeline,  you  know 
That  we  ourselves — 't  was  in  the  honey-moon — 

Saw — ^*' — *'  Well,  no  matter,  't  was  so  long  ago ; 
But  come,  I  'U  set  your  story  to  a  tune." 

Graceful  as  Dian  when  she  draws  her  bow, 
She  seized  her  harp,  whose  strings  were  kindled  soon 

As  touch'd,  and  plaintively  began  to  play 

The  air  of  "  'T  was  a  Friar  of  Orders  Gray." 

XXXIX. 

<<  But  add  the  words,"  cried  Henry,  "  which  you  made. 

For  Adeline  is  half  a  poetess," 
Turning  round  to  the  rest,  he  smiling  said. 

Of  course  the  others  could  not  but  express 
In  courtesy  their  wish  to  see  display'd 

By  one  three  talents,  for  there  were  no  less— 
The  voice,  the  words,  the  harper's  skill,  at  once 
Could  hardly  be  united  by  a  dunce. 
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XL. 

After  some  fasdnating  hetttation — 

The  charming  of  these  charmers,  who  seem  bomid, 
I  canH  tell  whj,  to  this  dissimulation,—- 

Fair  Adeline,  with  eyes  fiz'd  on  the  gromid 
At  first,  then  kindBng  into  animation. 

Added  her  sweet  voice  to  the  lyric  somid, 
And  sang  with  much  simplidty,— a  merit 
Not  the  less  preciofft,  that  we  seldom  hear  it. 

1. 

Beware!  beware!  of ^e  Black  Friar, 

Who  sitteth  by  Norman  stone, 
For  he  mutters  his  prayer  in  the  midnight  airy 

And  his  mass  of  the  days  that  are  gone. 
When  the  Lord  of  the  HiU,  AmnndeyiUe 

Made  Norman  Church  his  prey, 
And  expell*d  the  friars,  one  friar  still 

Would  not  be  driven  away. 

2. 

Though  he  came  in  his  might,  with  King  Heniys  right, 

To  turn  church  lands  to  lay. 
With  sword  in  hand,  and  tordi  to  light 

Their  walls,  if  they  said  nay, 
A  monk  remain*d,  unchased,  unchain'dy 

And  he  did  not  seem  form*d  of  clay. 
For  he  's  seen  in  the  porch,  and  he  *8  seen  .in  the  cfannA, 

Though  he  is  not  seen  by  day. 

3. 

And  whether  for  good,  or  wl^ether  for  iU, 

It  is  not  mine  to  say ; 
But  still  to  the  house  of  Amundeville, 

He  abideth  night  and  day. 
By  the  marriage  bed  of  their  lords,  H  is  said, 

He  flits  on  ^  bridal  eve ; 
And  't  is  held  as  faith,  to  their  bed  of  death 

He  comes — ^but  not  to  grieve. 

4. 

When  an  heir  is  born,  he  *s  heard  to  mourn, 

And  when  aught  is  to  befal 
That  ancient  line,  in  the  pale  moonnshine 

He  walks  from  hall  to  hall. 
His  form  you  may  trace,  but  not  his  face, 

'T  is  shadow'd  by  his  cowl ; 
But  his  eyes  may  be  seen  from  the  folds  between, 

And  they  seem  of  a  parted  soul. 
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5. 

But  beware  !  beware  of  the  Black  Friar, 

He  still  retains  his  sway^ 
For  he  is  yet  the  chnrch's  heir, 

Whoever  may  be  the  lay. 
Amundeville  is  lord  by  day> 

But  the  monk  is  lord  by  ntght ; 
Nor  wine  nor  wassail  could  raise  a  ?assal 

To  question  that  friar*s  right, 

6. 

Say  nought  to  him  as  he  walks  the  halli 

And  he  11  say  nought  to  you  $ 
He  sweeps  along  in  his  dusky  pall« 

As  o'er  the  grass  the  dew. 
Then  gramercy  !  for  the  Black  Friar ; 

Heaven  sain  him !  fair  or  foul^ 
And  whatsoe'er  may  be  his  prayer, 
,  Let  ours  be  for  his  soul* 

XLL 

The  lady's  voice  ceased,  and  the  thrilling  wires 
Died  from  the  touch  that  kindled  them  to  sound ; 

And  the  pause  foflow^d,  which,  when  song  expires. 
Pervades  a  moment  those  who  listen  round  ; 

And  then  of  course  the  circle  much  admires, 
Nor  less  qiplauds,  as  in  politeness  bound. 

The  tones,  the  feeling,  and  the  execution, 

To  the  perfbrmer's  diffident  confusion. 

XUI. 

Fair  Adeline,  though  in  a  careless  way,* 
As  if  she  rated  such  accomplishment  ^ 

As  the  mere  pastime  of  an  idle  day. 
Pursued  an  instant  for  her  own  content, 

Would  now  and  then  as  't  were  without  display, 
Yet  wiik  display  in  fact,  at  times  relent 

To  such  performances  with  haughty  smile, 

To  show  she  eoiddy  if  it  were  worth  her  while. 

XLUt 

Now  this  (but  we  will  whisper  it  aside) 
Was — pardon  the  pedantic  illustration — 

Trampling  on  Plato's  pride  with  greater  pride, 
As  did  the  Cynic  on  some  like  occasion  ; 

Deeming  the  sage  would  be  much  mortified, 
Or  thrown  into  a  philosophic  passion. 

For  a  spoil'd  carpet-— but  the  *<  Attic  Bee" 

Was  much  consoled  by  his  own  repartee.* 
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XLIV. 

Thus  Adeline  would  throw  into  the  shade 

(By  doing  easily  whene'er  she  chose. 
What  dilettanti  do  with  vast  parade), 

Their  sort  of  hayprqfsMncn  ;  for  it  grows 
To  something  lik/e  this  when  too  oft  display'd. 

And  that  it  is  so,  eveiy  body  knows 
Who  Ve  heard  Miss  That  or  This,  or  Lady  T*  other, 
Show  off — to  please  thdur  company  or  mother, 

XLV. 

Oh !  the  long  evenings  of  daets  and  trios  ! 

The  admirations  and  the  speculations  ; 
The  '<  Mamma  Mias !"  and  the  ''Amor  Mios !" 

The  ''  Tanti  Palpitis"  on  snch  occasions : 
The  ''  Lasciamis,*'  and  quavering  ''Addios  !" 

Amongst  our  own  most  musical  of  nations  ; 
With  "  Tu  mi  chamases"  from  Portingale, 
To  soothe  our  ears,  lest  Italy  should  fail.* 

XLVI. 

In  Babylon*s  bravuras — as  the  home 

Heart-ballads  of  Oreen  Erin  or  Grey  Highlands, 

That  bring  Lochaber  back  to  eyes  that  roam 
O'er  Oeut  Atlantic  continents  or  islands. 

The  calentures  of  music  which  overcome 
All  mountaineers  with  dreams  that  they  are  nigh  lands, 

No  more  to  be  beheld  but  in  such  visions, — 

Was  Adeline  well  versed,  as  compositions. 

XLVU. 

She  also  had  a  twilight  tinge  of  Bhie^ 

Could  write  rhymes,  and  compose  more  than  she  wrote ; 
Made  epigrams  occasionally  too 

Upon  her  friends,  as  every  body  ought. 
But  still  from  that  sublimer  azure  hue. 

So  much  the  present  dye,  she  was  remote  ; 
Was  weak  enough  to  deem  Pope  a  great  poet, 
And,  what  was  worse,  was  not  ashamed  to  show  it. 

xLvni. 

Aurora — since  we  are  touching  upon  taste, 

Which  now-^-days  is  the  thermometer 
By  whose  degrees  all  characters  are  classed — 

Was  more  Shakspearian,  if  I  do  not  err. 
The  worlds  beyond  this  world's  perplexing  waste 

Had  more  of  her  existence,  for  in  her 
There  was  a  depth  of  feeling  to  embrace 
Thoughts,  boundless,  deep,  but  silent  too  as  space. 
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XLIX. 

Not  80  her  g^acioiis,  ^acefal,  gracekM  g^ace, 
The  fail-gfi^own  Hebe  of  Fitz-Fulke,  whose  mind, 

If  she  had  any,  was  qpon  her  face, 
And  that  was  of  a  fascinating  kind. 

A  little  turn  for  mischief  you  might  trace 
Also  thereon, — but  that 's  not  mach ;  we  find 

Few  females  withoat  some  such  gentle  leaven. 

For  fear  we  should  siq>pose  us  quite  in  heaven. 

L. 

I  have  not  heard  she  was  at  all  poetic, 

Though  once  she  was  seen  reading  the  ''  Bath  Guide," 
And  '*  Hayley*s  Triumphs,"  which  she  deem'd  pathetic. 

Because,  she  said,  her  temper  had  been  tried 
So  mudi,  the  bard  had  really  been  prophetic 

Of  what  she  had  gone  through  with, — since  a  bride. 
But  of  all  verse,  what  most  insured  her  pr^dse 
Were  sonnets  to  herself,  or  bouU  ranis, 

LI. 

T  were  difficult  to  say  what  was  the  object 

Of  Adeline,  in  bringing  this  same  lay 
To  bear  on  what  appeared  to  her  the  subject 

Of  Juan's  nervous  feelings  on  that  day. 
Perhaps  she  merely  had  the  simple  project 

To  laugh  him  out  of  his  supposed  dismay ; 
Perhaps  she  might  wish  to  confirm  him  in  tt, 
Though  why  I  cannot  say — at  least  this  minute* 

LII. 

But  so  far  the  immediate  effect 

Was  to  restore  him  to  his  self-propriety, 
A  thing  quite  necessary  to  the  elect. 

Who  wish  to  take  the  tone  of  their  society  : 
In  which  you  cannot  be  too  circumspect, 

Whether  the  mode  be  pertifiage  or  piety. 
But  wear  flie  newest  mantle  of  hypocrisy. 
On  pain  of  much  displeasing  the  gynecracy. 

LIII. 

And  therefore  Juan  now  began  to  rally 

His  spirits,  and,  without  more  explsmation, 
To  jest  upon  such  themes  io  many  a  sally. 

Her  grace  too  also  seized  the  same  occasion. 
With  various  similar  remarks  to  tally. 

But  wish'd  for  a  still  more  detaiVd  narration 
Of  this  same  mystic  friar's  curious  doings, 
About  the  present  fiunily's  deaths  and  wooings. 

IT.  OT 
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IIV. 

Of  tliete  few  could  ny  more  tfcttn  has  been  nid  i 
They  pass'd,  as  socb  thiogi  do,  lor  superftitioa" 

With  some,  while  others,  who  had  more  in  dread 
The  theme,  half  credited  the  strange  traditien ; 

And  much  was  talked  on  all  sides  on  that  head ; 
Bat  Juan,  when  cros»-question'd  on  the  rision, 

Which  some  supposed  (though  he  had  not  avow'd  it) 

Had  stirred  him,  answered  in  a  way  to  dood  it» 

LV. 

And  then,  the  mid-day  ha?ing  worn  to  one, 

Hie  c(Hnpany  prepared  to  sqMrate ; 
Some  to  their  several  pastimes,  or  to  none ; 

Some  wondering  *t  was  so  early,  some  so  late. 
Hiere  was  a  goodly  match,  too,  to  be  ran 

Between  some  greyhounds  on  my  lord*s  estate. 
And  a  young  race-horse  of  old  pedigree, 
Match'd  for  the  spring,  whom  se?eral  went  to  see* 

LYI. 

There  was  a  picture-dealer  who  had  brought 

A  special  Titian,  warranted  original. 
So  precious  that  it  was  not  be  bought, 

Though  princes  the  possessor  were  besieging  all. 
The  king  himself  had  dieapeo'd  it,  but  thought 

The  civil  list  (he  deigns  to  accept,  obliging  all 
His  subjects  by  his  gracious  acceptation) 
Too  scanty,  in  these  times  of  low  taxation. 

LVU. 

But  as  Lord  Henry  was  a  connoisseur,— 
The  friend  of  artists,  if  not  arts, — ^the  owner, 

With  motives  the  most  classical  and  pure. 
So  that  he  would  have  been  the  very  donor, 

Rather  than  seller,  had  his  wants  been  fewer. 
So  much  he  deemM  his  patronage  an  honour, 

Had  brought  the  eapo  d'cpera,  not  for  sale, 

But  for  his  judgment, — ^never  known  to  fail. 

LVin. 

There  was  a  modern  Oofh,  I  mean  a  gothic 

Bricklayer  of  Babel,  call'd  an  architect. 
Brought  to  survey  these  gray  walls,  which,  though  so  thick. 

Might  have  from  time  acquired  some  slight  defect ; 
Who,  after  rummaging,  the  abbey  through  thick 

And  thin,  produced  a  plan,  whereby  to  erect 
New  buildings  of  correctest  conformation, 
And  throw  down  old,  which  he  call'd  TBttm^oH. 
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LIS; 

The  cost  would  be  a  triAeNM«ii  **^  M  eoag/' 

Set  to  some  thousuds  (*t  is  tbe  uiwd  burthen 
Of  that  same  tune,  when  people  hum  it  Iob^) — 

The  price  would  speedily  repay  its  worth  in 
An  edifice  no  less  sublime  than  strong, 

By  which  Lord  Henry's  good  taste  would  go  forth  in 
Its  glory,  through  all  ages  sluEUAg  sunny. 
For  gotl^c  daring  shown  in  Engtiah  money*  * 

JUL 

There  were  two  lawyers  busy  on  a  mortgage 
Lord  Henry  wish'd  to  raise  for  a  new  purchase ; 

Also  a  lawsuit  upon  tenurefs  bui:gage, 

And  one  on  tithes  which  sure  ace  Discord's  torches, 

Kindling  Religion  till  she  throws  down  ker  gage, 

*'  Untying"  squires  '^  to  fight  ag^st  t^  churches ;"  ^ 

There  was  a  prize  ox,  a  prize  pig,  and  ploughman, 

For  Henry  was  a  sort  of  Salune  showman* 

There  were  two  poachers  «a«g|bt  in  a  steel  trap) 

Ready  for  jail,  their  place  of  conraUficence ; 
There  was  a  country  girl  in  a  close  cap 

And  scarlet  cloak  (i  hate  ihe  sight  to  see,  since— 
Since — since — ^in. youth  I  had  the  sad  mishap — 

But  luckily  I  Ve  paid  few  parish  fees  since) 
That  scarlet  cloak,  alas !  uniAosed  with  rigour. 
Presents  the  problem  of  a  double  figure. 

LXIL 

A  reel  within  a  bottle  is  a  mystery. 

One  can't  tell  how  it  e'er  got  in  or  out, 
Therefore  the  present  piece  of  natnr^  history 

I  leave  to  those  who  are  fond  of  solving  doubt, 
And  merely  state,  though  not  for  the  consistory^  ^ 

Lord  Henry  was  a  justice,  and  that  Scout 
The  constable,  beneath  a  warrant's  banner, 
Had  bagg'd  tl^  poacher  upon  Nature's  in^or. 

Now  justices  of  peace  muit  ju^po  all  piec^ 

Of  mischief  of  |dl  kinds,  and  keep  tiie  game 
And  morals  of  the  country  from  ciiprices 

Of  those  who  '  ve  not  a  licence  for  th^  same ; 
And  of  all  things,  excepting  tithes  ^nd  leases, 

Perhaps  these  are  most  diiS&cult  to  taine : 
Preserving  partridges  and  jH^etty  wench6S 
Are  puzzles  to  the  most  precautious  benches* 
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The  present  cidprit  was^vrtrettely  fiale; 

Pale  as  if  painted  so ;  Imt  cheek  \mmg  fed 
By  nature,  as  in  higher  dames  less  hale 

'T  is  white,  at  least  when  they  just  rise  frem  bed* 
Perhaps  she  was  ashamed  of  seeming  frail, 

Poor  soal !  for  she  was  country  born  and  bred, 
And  knew  no  better  in  her  immoridi^ 
Than  to  wax  white — ^for  bfai^es  are  fer  qaality, 

LXV. 

Her  black,  bright,  downcast,  yet  eijrfS^  eye 
Had  gathered  a  large  tear  into  its  comer, 

Which  the  poor  thing  at  times  essay*d  to  dry, 
For  she  was  not  a  sentimental  monmer, 

Parading  all  her  senjsibility, 

Nor  insolent  enough  to  scorn  the  scomer. 

But  stood  in  trembling,  patient  tribulation. 

To  be  «all*d  up  for  her  examination. 

L3CVI. 

Of  course  these  groups  were  scatterM  bere  and  there, 
Not  nigfa  the  gay  saloon  of  ladies  gent. 

The  lawyers  in  the  study  \  and  in  air 
The  prize  pig,  ploughman,  poachers;  the  men  seat 

From  town,  viz.  arclutect  and  dealer^  were 
Both  busy  (as  a  general  in  his  tent 

Writing  dispatches)  in  their  several  stations. 

Exulting  in  their  brilliant  lucubrations. 

LXVIL 

But  this  poor  girl  was  left  in  the  great  hall. 
While  Scout,  the  parish  guardian  of  the  frsul, 

DiscussM  (he  liated  bieer  yclept  the  <*  small'*) 
A  mighty  mug  of  mordl  double  ale  : 

She  waited  until  Justice  could  recal 
Its  kind  attentions  to  their  proper  pale, 

To  name  a  thing  in  nomenclature  rather 

Perplexing  for  most  rirgins — a  child's  father. 

r 

LXVIIL 

Yon  see  here  was  enough  of  occupation 
For  the  Lord  Henry,  link'd  with  dogs  and  horses. 

There  was  much  bustle  too  and  preparation- 
Below  stairs  on  the  score  of  second  courses. 

Because,  as  suits  their  rank  and  situation, 

Those  who  in  counties  have  great  land  resourcee. 

Have  *'  public  days,''  when  all  men  may  carouse,^ 

Tliough  not  exactly  what  *s  called  **  open  house/' 
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LXIX. 

Bat  once  a  week  or  fortnight,  umnrited 

(Thus  we  translate  a  gevierai  invUation)^ 
AU  country  gentlemen,  esqaired  or  knighted, 

May  drop  in  without  ccurds,  and  take  their  station 
At  the  fall  hoard,  and  sit  alike  delighted 

With  fjB^hionable  wines  and  conversation; 
And,  as  the  isthmus  of  the  grand  connexion. 
Talk  o*er  themselves,  the  past  and  next  election* 

LXX. 

Lord  Henry  was  a  great  electioneerer. 

Borrowing  for  boroughs  like  a  rat  or  rabbit ; 
But  county  contests  cost  him  rather  dearer. 

Because  the  neighbouring  Scotch  Earl  of  Giftgabbit 
Had  English  influence  in  the  self-same  sphere  here ; 

His  son,  the  Honourable  Dick  Dicedrabbit 
Was  member  for  '^  the  other  interest"  (meaning 
The  self-same  interest,  with  a  different  leaning). 

LXXI. 

Courteous  and  cautious  therefore  in  his  county. 

He  was  all  things  to  all  men,  and  dispensed 
To  some  civility,  to  others  bounty, 

And  promises  to  all — ^which  last  commenced 
To  gather  to  a  somewhat  large  amount,  he 

Not  calculating  how  much  they  condensed ; 
But,  what  with  keeping  some  and  breaking  others, 
His  word  had  the  same  value  as  another*s, 

LXXIL 
A  friend  to  freedom  and  freeholders — ^yet 

No  less  a  friend  to  government— he  held 
That  he  exactly  the  just  medium  hit 

*Twixt  place  and  patriotism — ^albeit  compell'd. 
Such  was  his  sovereign's  pleasure  (though  unfit, 

He  added  modestly,  when  rebels  rail'd). 
To  hold  some  sinecures  he  wishM  abolishM, 
But  that  with  them  all  law  would  be  demolish'd. 

LXXIII.  ] 

He  was  "  free  to  confess" — (whence  comes  this  phrase  ? 

Is 't  English  ?  No — ^'t  is  only  parliamentary) 
That  innovation's  spirit  now-a-days 

Had  made  more  progress  than  for  the  last  century. 
He  would  not  tread  a  ^tious  path  to  praise. 

Though  for  the  public  weal  disposed  to  venture  high ; 
As  for  lus  place,  he  could  but  say  this  of  it. 
That  the  &tigae  was  greater  than  the  profit. 


%n  BYROIfS  WORKS. 

uuuv. 

Heaven  and  bis  friends  kn^w  that  a  prmte  life 
Had  ever  been  his  Sole  «id  whole  aatbitioD; 

But  could  he  quit  his  kieg  in-  tinea  of  strife 

Which  threatened  the  whole  country  with  pardition? 

When  dema^gnes  woidd  with  a  butcher's  kiiife 
Cut  through  and  through  (oh  I  danmable  tMision !) 

The  Gordian  or  Geordian  knot,  whose  strkiga 

Have  tied  together  Cotenons,  Lords,  and  Kings. 

JLXXY. 

Sooner  *'  come  place  into  the  civil  list, 

And  champion  him  to  the  utmost" — he  wethi  keep  il^ 
Till  duly  disappointed  or  dismissed : 

Profit  he  cared  not  for,  leit  otiiers  reap  it ; 
But  should  the  day  come  when;  place  ceased  te  exist. 

The  country  wodkl  have  &r  more  cause  to  weep  it  i 
For  how  could  it  go  on  ?    Explain  who  can ! 
He  gloried  in  the  name  ef  Ei^luduaan. 

liXXVI. 

He  was  as  independent — iy,  much  more — 
Than  those  who  were  not  paid  iof  independence. 

As  common  soldiers,  or  a  common— bore 
Have  in  their  several  arts  or  parts  ascendance 

O'er  the  irregulars  ia  lust  or  gore. 
Who  do  not  give  profession«d  attendance* 

Thus  on  the  noob  all  statesmen  are  as  eager 

To  prove  their  pride,  as  footmen  to  a  beggar* 

LXXVIL 

All  this  (save  the  last  stanza)  Henry  said. 

And  thought.    I  say  no  more — ^I  Ve  said  too  much ; 

For  all  of  us  have  either  heard  or  read 

Of — or  upon  the  hustings — some  slight  stick 

Hints  from  the  independent  heart  or  head 
Of  the  official  candidate.    1  '11  touch 

No  more  on  this — the  dinner-bell  hath  rung, 

And  grace  is  said ;  the  grace  I  aketiid  have 


LXXYUI. 

But  I  *m  too  late,  and  therefore  must'rai&e  pkry* 
'T  was  a  great  banquet,  such  as  Albion  old 

Was  wont  to  boast-— as  if  a  glutton's  tray 
Were  something  very  glorious  to  beholds 

But  't  was  a  public  feast  and  public  day,-^ 
Quite  full,  right  dull,  guests  hot,  and  dishea  celd^ 

Great  plenty,  much  formality,  smatt  cheer, 

And  every  body  out  of  their  own  sphere. 


DOM  UTAN.  4tl 

LXXiX. 

The  squires  fettiiliarty  ferHMil,  and 

My  lords  and  ladies  proudly  coodescendiog ; 
The  very  servants,  puniing  how  to  hand 

Their  plates — ^without  it  might  be  too  mueh  beadbg 
From  their  high  places  by  the  sideboard^s  stand— 

Yet,  like  their  masters,  fearfdl  of  offemfing. 
For  any  deviation  from  the  graces 
Might  cost  both  men  and  masters  too— Hieur  plaeet, 

LXXX. 

There  were  some  hnnters  bold,  and  eoorsars  keen, 
Whose  hounds  ne'er  err'd,  nor  greyhounds  deign'd  to  lin-ch ; 

Some  deadly  shots  too,  Septembiisers,  seen 
Earliest  to  rise,  and  last  to  qfiit  the  search 

Of  the  poor  partridge  through  his  stubble  screen. 
There  were  some  massy  members  of  the  church, 

Takers  of  tithes,  and  makers  of  good  matches, 

And  several  who  sung  fewer  psalms  than  catches. 

LXXXL 

There  were  some  country  wags  too,— and  alas ! 

Some  exiles  from  the  town,  who  had  been  driven 
To  gaze,  instead  of  pavement,  upon  grass, 

And  rise  at  nine  in  lieu  of  long  eleven. 
And  lo !  upon  that  day  it  came  to  pass, 

I  sate  next  that  o*erwhdming  son  of  Heaven, 
The  very  powerful  parson^  Peter  Pith, 
The  loudest  wit  I  e'^er  was  deafen*d  with. 

LXXXII. 

I  knew  him  in  his  livelier  London  days, 

A  brilliant  dinerH>nt,  though  but  a  curate  ; 
And  not  a  joke  he  cut  but  earn'd  its  praise. 

Until  preferment,  coming  at  a  sure  rate, 
(Oh,  Providence !  how  wondrous  are  thy  ways, 

Who  would  suppose  thy  gifts  sometimes  obdurate  ?) 
Gave  him,  to  lay  tiie  devU  who  looks  o*er  Lincoln, 
A  fat  fen  vicarage,  and  nought  to  tihink  on. 

Lxxxm. 

His  jokes  were  sermons,  and  his  semoiis  jokes ; 

But  both  were  thrown  away  amongst  the  fens ; 
For  wit  hath  no  great  friend  in  aguish  folks. 

No  longer  ready  ears  and  short-hand  pens 
Imbibed  the  gay  brni  maty  or  happy  hoax  : 

The  poor  priest  was  reduced  to  common  sense. 
Or  to  coarse  efforts  very  loud  and  long. 
To  hammer  a  hoarse  laugh  from  the  thick  throng. 
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UUUUV. 


t< 


There  it  a  difference,"  sayi  the  Mng,  *<  betirieii 

A  beggar  and  a  queen,"  or  wa$  (of  late 
The  latter  worse  used  of  the  two  we  Ve  seen — 

But  we  11  say  nothing  of  affairs  of  state) — 
A  difference  ''  'twixt  a  bishop  and  a  dean,'' 

A  difference  between  crockery-ware  and  plate,  - 
As  between  English  beef  and  Spartan  broth— 
And  yet  great  heroes  have  been  bred  by  both. 

LXXXV. 

But  of  all  nature's  discrepancies,  none 
Upon  the  whole  is  greater  than  the  difference 

Beheld  between  the  country  and  the  town, 
Of  which  the  latter  merits  every  preference 

From  those  who  Ve  few  resources  of  their  own. 
And  only  think,  or  act,  or  feel  with  reference 

To  some  small  plan  of  interest  or  ambitioi^— 

Both  which  are  limited  to  no  condition. 

LXXXVL 

But  en  atanif  The  light  loves  languish  o*er 
Long  banquets  and  too  many  guests,  although 

A  slight  repast  makes  people  love  much  more, 
Bacchus  and  Ceres  being,  as  we  know. 

Even  from  our  grammar  upwards,  friends  of  yore 
With  vivifying  Venus,  who  doth  owe 

To  these  the  invention  of  champagne  and  truffles  : 

Temperance  delights  her,  but  long  fasting  ruffles. 

LXXXYO. 

Dolly  pass'd  o'er  the  dinner  of  the  day ; 

And  Juan  took  his  place  he  knew  not  where, 
Confused,  in  the  confusion,  imd  dUtraU, 

And  sitting  as  if  nail'd  upon  his  chair ; 
Though  knives  and  forks  clang'd  round  aa  in  a  fray,^ 

He  seem*d  unconscious  of  all  passing  there. 
Till  some  one,  with  a  groan,  expressed  a  wish 
(Unheeded  twice)  to  have  a  fin  of  fish. 

LXXXVIII. 

On  which,  at  the  third  asking  of  the  banns. 
He  started ;  and,  perceiving  smiles  around 

Broadening  to  grins,  he  coloured  more  than  once. 
And  hastily — as  nothing  can  confound 

A  wise  man  more  than  laughter  from  a  dunce — 
Inflicted  on  the  dish  a  deadly  wound, 

And  with  such  hurry  that,  ere  he  could  curb  it, 

f\a  'd  paid  his  neighbour's  prayer  ytith,  half  a  turbot. 
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This  was  no  bad  mistake,  as  it  oecwrM, 

The  supplicator  being  an  amateur  ; 
But  others,  who  were  left  with  scarce  a  third. 

Were  angry-'-as  they  well  might,  to  he  sure* 
They  wonder'd  how  a  yoong  man  so  absurd 

Lord  Henry  at  his  table  should  endure ; 
And  this,  and  his  not  knowing  how  much  oats 
Had  fallen  last  market,  cost  his  host  three  yotes» 

XC. 

They  little  knew,  or  might  have  sympathized. 

That  he  the  night  before  had  seen  a  ghost ; 
A  prologue  which  hut  slightly  harmonised 

With  the  substantial  company  engrossM 
By  matter,  and  so  much  materialised, 

That  one  scarce  knew  at  what  to  marvel  most 
Of  two  things — how  (the  question  rather  odd  is) 
Such  bodies  could  have  souls,*  or  souls  such  bodies. 

XCI. 

But  what  confused  him  more  than  smile  or  stare 

From  all  the  'squires  and  *squiresses  around. 
Who  wonder'd  at  the  abstraction  of  his  air. 

Especially  as  he  had  been  renown'd 
For  some  vivacity  among  the  fair, 

Even  in  the  country  circlets  narrow  bound — 
(For  little  things  upon  my  lord's  estate 
Were  good  small  talk  for  others  still  less  great) — 

XCII. 

Was,  that  he  caught  Aurora's  eye  on  his, 
/  And  something  like  a  smile  upon  her  cheek. 
Now  this  he  really  rather  took  amiss : 

In  those  who  rarely  smile,  their  smile  bespeaks 
A  strong  external  motive ;  and  in  this 

Smile  of  Aurora's  there  was  nought  to  pique 
Or  hope,  or  love,  with  any  of  the  wiles 
Which  some  pretend  to  trace  in  ladies'  smiles. 

XGIII. 

'T  was  a  mere  quiet  smile  of  contemplation, 

Indicative  of  some  surprise  and  pity ; 
And  Juan  grew  carnation  with  vexation, 

Which  was  not  very  wise  and  still  less  witty, 
Since  he  had  gain'd  at  least  her  observation, 

A  most  important  outwork  of  the  city — 
As  Juan  should  have  known,  had  not  his  senses  * 
By  last  night's  ghost  been  driven  from  their  defences. 
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xcrr, 

Bnt,  what  was  bad,  she  cGd  not  bkish  in  t8ni» 
Nor  seem  embarrass'd — quite  the  contraiy ; 

Her  aspect  was,  as  usual,  still — noi  sieru — 
And  she  withdrew,  bnt  cast  not  down,  her  eje. 

Yet  grew  a  little  pale— with  what?  concern? 
I  know  not ;  bnt  her  colour  ne^er  was  high — - 

Thongh  sometimes  faintly  flashed — and  always  clear 

As  deep  seas  in  a  sunny  atmosphere. 

XCV. 

Bnt  Adeline  was  ocenpted  by  fame 

This  day ;  and  watching,  winching,  condescending 
To  the  consumers  of  fi^,  fowl,  and  game, 

And  dignity  with  courtesy  so  blending, 
As  all  must  blend  whose  part  it  is  to  aim 

(Especially  as  the  sixth  year  is  ending) 
At  their  lord*s,  son's,  and  similar  connexion's 
Safe  conduct  through  the  rocks  of  re-diections. 

XCVI. 

Though  this  was  most  expedient  on  the  whole, 
And  usual,  Juan*-^hen  he  cast  a  glance 

On  Adeline  while  playing  her  grand  r^ie^ 
Which  she  went  through  as  though  it  were  a  dance 

(Betraying  only  now  and  then  her  soul 
By  a  look  scarce  perceptibly  askance 

Of  weariness  or  scorn) — began  to  feel 

Some  doubt  how  much  of  Adeline  was  recU; 

XCVIL 

So  well  she  acted  all  and  every  part 
By  turns — ^witb  that  vivacious  versatility, 

Which  many  people  take  for  want  of  heart. 
They  err — 't  is  merely  what  is  call'd  mobility,* 

A  thing  of  temperament  and  not  of  art, 
Though  seeming  so,  from  its  supposed  facility ; 

And  false — ^though  true ;  for  surely  they  're  sincerest^ 

Who  Ve  strongly  acted  on  by  what  is  nearest. 

xcvm. 

This  makes  your  actors,  artists,  and  romancers. 
Heroes  sometimes,  though,  seldom — sages  never  ^ 

But  speakers,  bards,  diplomatists,  and  dancers. 
Little  that 's  great,  but  much  of  what  is  clever ; 

Most  orators,  but  very  few  financiers, 
>  Though  all  Exchequer  Chancellors  endeavour/ 

Of  late  years,  to  dispense  with  Cocker's  rigours. 

And  grow  quite  figurative  with  their  figures. 


/ 
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XCIX. 

The  poets  of  arithmetie  are  they 

Who,  though  they  prove  not  two  and  two  to  be 
Five,  as  they  would  do  in  a  modest  way. 

Have  plainly  made  it  out  that  four  are  three, 
Judging  by  what  they  take  and  what  they  pay. 

The  Sinking  Fund's  unfathomable  sea. 
That  most  unliquidating  liquid,  leaves 
The  debt  unsunk,  yet  sinks  all  it  receives. 

C. 

While  Adeline  dispensed  her  airs  and  graces, 

The  fair  Fitz-Fulke  seem'd  very  much  at  ease ; 
Though  too  well-bred  to  quiz  men  to  their  faces, 

Her  laughing  blue  eyes  with  a  glance  could  seize 
The  ridicules  of  people  in  all  places— 

That  honey  of  your  fashionable  bees — 
And  store  it  up  for  mischievous  enjoyment ; 
And  this  at  present  was  her  kind  employment. 

However,  the  day  closed,  as  days  must  close ; 

The  evening  also  waned — and  coffee  came. 
Each  carriage  was  announced,  and  ladies  rose, 

And  curtseying  off,  as  curtsies  country  dame. 
Retired  :  with  most  unfashionable  bows 

Their  docile  esquires  also  did  the  same, 
Delighted  with  the  dinner  and  their  host. 
But  with  the  Lady  Adeline  the  most. 

cn. 

Some  praised  her  beauty ;  others  her  great  grace ; 

The  warmth  of  lier  politeness,  whose  sincerity 
Was  obvious  in  each  feature  of  her  face. 

Whose  traits  were  radiant  with  the  rays  of  verity. 
Yes,  she  was  truly  worthy  her  high  place  ! 

No  one  could  envy  her  deserved  prosperity  ; 
And  then  her  dress — ^what  beautiful  simplicity 
Draperied  her  form  with  curious  felicity !  ' 

CIU. 

Meanwhile  sweet  Adeline  deserved  their  praises, 

By  an  impartial  indemnification 
For  all  her  past  exertion  and  soft  phrases. 

In  a  most  edifying  conversation, 
Which  turn'd  upon  their  late  guests'  miens  and  faces, 

And  families,  even  to  the  last  relation ; 
Their  hideous  wives,  their  horrid  selves  and  dresses, 
And  truculent  distortion  of  their  tresses. 
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CIV. 

True,  ike  said  little — ^'t  was  the  rest  tliat  broke 

Forth  into  nniyersal  epi^am ; 
Bnt  then 't  was  to  the  purpose  what  she  spoke  : 

Like  Addison^s  *'  faint  praise"  so  wont  to  damn. 
Her  own  but  served  to  set  off  every  joke, 

As  music  chimes  in  with  a  melodrame. 
How  sweet  the  task  to  shield  an  absent  friend  f 
I  ask  but  this  of  mine,  to — not  defend. 

CV. 

There  were  bnt  two  exceptions  to  this  keen        *» 
Skirmish  of  wits  o^er  the  departed ;  one, 

Aurora,  with  her  pure  and  placid  mien ; 
And  Juan  too,  in  general  behind  none 

In  gay  remark  on  what  he  M  heard  or  seen, 
Sate  silent  now,  his  usual  spirits  gone  : 

In  vain  he  heard  the  others  rail  or  rally. 

He  would  not  join  them  in  a  single  saily. 

CVI. 

T  is  true  he  saw  Aurora  look  as  though 
She  approved  his  silence ;  she  perhaps  mistook 

Its  motive  for  that  charity  we  owe, 

But  seldom  pay  the  absent,  nor  would  look 

Farther  ;  it  might  or  it  might  not  be  so, 
But  Juan,  sitting  silent  in  his  nook. 

Observing  little  in  his  reverie, 

Yet  saw  this  much,  which  he  was  glad  to  see. ' 

cvn. 

The  ghost  at  least  had  done  him  this  much  good, 
In  making  him  as  silent  as  a  ghost. 

If  in  the  circumstances  which  ensued 

He  gain'd  esteem  where  it  was  worth  the  most. 

And  certainly  Aurora  had  renewM 

In  him  some  feelings  he  had  lately  lost 

Or  harden'd;  feelings  which,  perhaps  ideal, 

Are  so  divine,  that  I  must  deem  them  real : — 

CVIII. 

The  love  of  higher  things  and  better  days ; 

The  unbounded  hope,  and  heavenly  ignorance 
Of  what  is  callM  the  world,  and  the  world's  ways ; 

The  moments  when  we  gather  from  a  glance 
More  joy  than  from  all  future  pride  or  praise, 

Which  kindle  manhood,  bnt  can  ne'er  entrance 
The  heart  in  an  existence  of  its  own. 
Of  which  another^s  bosom  is  the  zone. 
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CIX. 

Who  wonld  not  sigh  At  «i  tav  KvBnfHw 

That  Mh  a  memory,  or  that  had  a  heart? 
Alas !  her  star  mast  wane  like  that  of  Dlan, 

Ray  fades  on  ray,  as  years  on  years  depart. 
Anacreon  only  had  the  soul  to  tie  an 

Unwithering  myrtle  round  the  unhliinted  dart 
Of  Eros  :  hut,  though  thou  hast  play'd  us  many  tricks, 
Still  we  respect  thee,  <' Alma  Venus  Genitrix!" 

ex. 

And  full  of  sentiments,  suhlime  as  hillows 
Heaving  hetween  this  world  and  worlds  heyond, 

Don  Juan,  when  the  midnight  hour  of  pillows 
Arrived,  retired  to  his;  but  to  despond 

Rather  than  rest.     Instead  of  poppies^  willows 
Waved  o'er  his  conch ;  he  meditated,  fond 

Of  those  sweet  bitter  thoughts  which  banish  sleep. 

And  make  the  worldling  sneer,  the  youngling  weep. 

CXI. 

The  night  was  as  before :  he  was  undrest,. 

Saving  his  night-gown,  which  is  an  undress; 
Completely  sans  culoite,  and  without  vest ; 

In  short,  he  hardly  could  be  clothed  with  less ; 
But,  apprehensive  of  his  spectral  guest, 

He  sate,  with  feelings  awkward  to  express 
(By  those  who  have  not  had  such  visitations). 
Expectant  of  the  ghost's  fresh  operations. 

--      CXII. 

And  not  in  vain  he  listen'd-^Hush !  what 's  that  ? 

I  see — I  see — Ah,  no !  't  is  not — ^yet  't  is — 
Ye  powers !  it  is  the — the — the — Pooh !  the  cat ! 

The  devil  may  take  that  stealthy  pace  of  his ! 
So  like  a  spiritual  pit-a-pat,  -  >  - 

Or  tiptoe  of  an  amatory  Miss, 
Gliding  the  first  time  to  a  rendezvous,    ' 
And  dreading  the  chaste  echoes  of  her  shoe. 

cxin. 

Again  what  is 't  ?    The  wind  ?    No,  no, — this  time 

It  is  the  sable  friar  as  before. 
With  awful  footsteps,  regular  as  rhyme, 

Or  (as  rhymes  may  be  in  these  days)  much  more^ 
Again,  through  shadows  of  the  night  sublime. 

When  deep  sleep  fell  on  men,  and  the  world  wore 
The  starry  darkness  round  her  like  a  girdle 
SpUingled  with  gems— the  monk  made  his  blood  cnrdle. 
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CXIV. 

A  noise  like  to  wet  fingers  drawa  on  gUss^ ' 
)     Which  sets  the  teeth  on  edge ;  and  a  slight  clatter 
'  Like  showers  which  on  the  midnight  gusts  will  pass, 
i     Sounding  Jike  very  supernatural  water, — 
t  Came  over  Juan's  ear,  which  throhbM,  alas ! 
I     For  immaterialism  *s  a  serious  matter  : 
So  that  even  those  whose  faith  is  t^e  most  great 
In  souls  immortal,  shun  them  tSte-orteU^ 

cxv. 

Were  his  eyes  open  ?-«-Yes !  and  his  mouth  too* 
)     Surprise  has  llus  effect — to  make  one  dumb} 
Yet  leave  the  gate  which  eloquence  slips  through 

As  wide  as  if  a  long  speech  were  to  come* 
Nigh  and  more  nigh  the  awful  echoes  drew, 

Tremendous  to  ^  mortal  tympanum  : 
His  eyes  were  open,  and  (as  was  before 
Stated)  his  mouth.    What  op^'d  next? — the  door, 

CXVI. 

It  open'd  with  a  most  infernal  creak, 
Like  that  of  helL    "  Lasdate  ogni  speranza, 

Yoi  che  entrate  ! "    The  hinge  seem'd  to  speak. 
Dreadful  as  Dante's  rima,  or  this  stanza; 

Or — ^but  all  words  upon  such  themes  are  weak : 
A  single  shade  's  sufficient  to  entrance  a 

Hero— for  what  is  substance  to  a  spirit  ? 

Or  how  is 't  matter  trembles  to  ^qm»  ne^r  it  ? 

CXVII. 

The  door  flew  wide,  not  swiftly*-*but,  as  fly 
The  sea-gulls,  with  a  steady,  sober  flight — 

And  then  swung  back ;  nor  close — ^but  stood  awry. 
Half  letting  in  long  shadows  on  the  light. 

Which  still  in  Juan's  candlesticks  burned  high, 
For  he  had  two,  both  tolerably  bright,-^ 

And  in  the  door-way,  darkening  darkness,  i^tpod 

The  sable  friar  in  his  solemn  hood, 

cxvin. 

Don  Juan  shook,  as  erst  he  had  been  shaken 
The  night  before ;  but,  being  sick  of  shakimg. 

He  first  inclined  to  think  he  had  been  mistaken, 
And  then  to  be  ashamed  of  such  mistaking. 

His  own  internal  ghost  began  to  awaken 

Within  him,  and  to  quell  his  corporal  .^^iiaking — 

Hinting,  that  soul  and  body  on  the  whole 

Were  odds  against  a  disembodied  soujL 
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CXIX. 

And  Uien  his  dread  grew  wrath,  and  his  wrath  fierce ;  . 

And  he  arose,  advanced — ^the  shade  retreated ; 
But  Joan,  eager  now  the  truth  to  pierce, 

FoUow'd ;  his  veins  no  longer  cold,  but  heated, 
Resolved  to  thrust  the  mystery  carte  and  tier^y 

At  whatsoever  risk  of  being  defeated : 
The  ghost  stopped,  menaced,  then  retired^  until 
He  reached  the  ancient  wall,  then  stood  stone  stiU* 

cxx. 

Juan  put  forth  one  arm — Eternal  Powers ! 

It  touched  no  soul,  nor  body,  but  the  wall, 
On  which  the  moonbeams  fell  in  silvery  showers, 

Chequer'd  with  all  the  tracery  of  the  hall : 
He  shudderM,  as  no  doubt  the  bravest  cowers 

When  he  can't  tell  what 't  is  that  doth  appal. 
How  odd,  a  single  hobgoblin's  non-entity 
Should  cause  more  fear  than  a  whole  host*s  identity !  • 

CXXI. 

But  still  the  shade  remained ;  the  blue  eyes  glared, 

And  rather  variably  for  stony  death ; 
Yet  one  thing  rather  good  the  grave  had  spared — 

The  ghost  had  a  remarkably  sweet  breath. 
A  straggling  curl  showed  he  had  been  fsdr-hair'd ; 

A  red  lip,  with  two  rows  of  pearl  beneath, 
Gleamed  forth,  as  through  the  casement*s  ivy  shroud 
The  moon  peep*d,  just  escaped»£rom  a  gray  cloud. 

CXXU. 

And  Juan,  puzzled,  but  still  curious,  thrust 

His  other  arm  forth — ^Wonder  upon  wonder ! 
It  pressed  upon  a  hard  but  glowing  bust, 

Which  beat  as  if  there  was  a  wann  heart  under. 
He  found,  as  people  on  most  trials  must. 

That  he  had  made  at  first  a  silly  blunder, 
And  that  in  his  confusion  he  had  caught 
Only  the  wall  instead  of  what  he  sought. 

cxxm. 

The  ghost,  if  ghost  it  were,  seem'd  a  sweet  soul, 

As  ever  lurked  beneath  a  holy  hood  : 
k  dimpled  chin,  a  nedc  of  ivory,  stole 

Forth  into  something  much  like  flesh  and  blood ; 
Back  fell  the  sable  frock  and  dreary  cowl. 

And  they  reveal*d  (aks !  that  e'er  they  should !) 
Ih  full,  voluptuous,  but  not  overgrown  bulk, 
The  phantom  of  her  frolic  grace — Fitz-Fulke  I 
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NOTES  TO  CANTO  XVL 


Note  1.  Staaasa  x. 
Iffrom  •  ihell-fldi  or  tnm  coebineal. 
The  compositioii  of  the  old  Tyrian  purple,  whether  from  a  riieU-M,  or  fron 
oochioea],  or  from  kermes,  is  still  an  article  of  dispute ;  aod  erea  its  odour — some 
saj  purple,  others  scarlet:  I  say  nothing. 

Note  2.  Stanza  xliii. 

For  a  spoiVd  carpet— bat  the  'Attic  Bee* 
Waa  much  conaoled  by  hia  own  repartee. 

I  think  that  it  toos  a  carpet  on  which  Diogenes  trod,  with-—*'  Thus  I  trample  on- 
the  pride  of  Plato  1 " — **  With  greater  pride,"  as  the  other  replied.    But  as  carpetg 
are  meant  to  be  trodden  upon,  my  memory  probably  misgiTes  me,  and  it  might  be  a 
robe,  or  tapestiy,  or  a  table-doth,  or  some  other  ezpensiTe  and  aneynical  piece  of 
furniture. 

Notes.  StansaxlT.  ' 

With  «Ta  mi  chamaaea*  from  Portingale, 
To  foothe  our  ears  lest  Italy  should  iUL 

I  remember  that  the  mayoress  of  a  provincial  town,  somewhat  surfeited  with  a 
similar  display  fnmi  foreign  parts,  did  rather  indecorously  break  through  the  applauses 
of  an  intelligent  audience — ^intelligent,  I  mean,  as  to  music^ — for  the  words,  besides 
being  in  recondite  languages  (it  was  some  years  before  the  peace,  ere  all  the  world 
had  traToIled,  and  while  I  was  a  collegiah)---were  sorely  disguised  by  the  performers; 
—this  mayoress,  I  say,  broke  out  with,  **  Rot  your  Italianos  1  for  my  part,  I  loves 
a  simple  ballat!  **  Rossini  wfll  go  a  good  way  to  bring  most  people  to  the  same 
opinion,  some  day.  Who  would  imagine  that  he  was  to  be  the  successor  of  Mozart  ? 
However,  I  state  this  with  diffidence,  as  a  liege  and  loyal  admirer  of  Italian  music  in 
general,  and  of  much  of  •Rossini's :  but  we  may  say,  as  the  connoisseur  did  of  paint- 
ing, in  the  Fiear  of  Wake/ield,  **  that  the  picture  would  be  better,  painted  if  the 
painter  had  taken  more  pains." 

Notei.  Stanza lix. 

For  gothie  daring  shown  in  Enfflish.monej.  i 

**  Ausu  Romano,  sere  Veneto  "  is  the  inscription  (and  well  inscribed  in  this  instanoe) 
<m  the  sea  walls  between  the  Adriatic  and  Venice.  The  walls  were  a  republican  wori^ 
of  the  Venetians ;  the  inscription,  I  believe,  imperial,  and  inscribed  by  Napoleon 
the  First,  It  is  time  to  continue  to  him  that  title — there  will  be  a  second  by  and 
bye,  **  Spes  altera  mundi,"  if  he  live ;  let  him  not  defeat  it  like  his  father.  But  in 
any  case  he  wfll  be  preferable  to  the  Imbeciles.  There  is  a  glorious  field  for  him,  if 
be  knew  how  to  cultivate  it. 

Note  5.  Stanza  Ix. 

*  Untyinff*  sqoires  *  to  light  against  the  charchea.' 

Tlioai^  ye  untie  the  winds  and  bid  them  light 
Against  the  ekurohn^—Machtth. 
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NoleS.  Stanza  xcTiu 

They  err— *t  is  merely  what  is  call'd  mobility. 

In  French  *^  mobiUt^.'*  I  am  not  sure  that  mobility  is  English ;  but  it  is  expressive 
of  a  quality  which  rather  belongs  to  other  dimates,  though  it  is  sometimes  seen  to  a 
great  extent  in  our  own.  It  may  be  defined  as  an  excessive  susceptibility  of  immediate 
impression*— at  the  same  time  without  losing  the  past ;  and  is,  though  sometimes 
apparently  useful  to  the  possessor^  a  most  painful  and  unhappy  attribute. 

Note  7.  Stanza  cii. 
Dnperied  her  form  with  carious  feUdty. 
**  Curiosa  felicitas."— PsTRomus  Abbiter. 

Note  8.  Stanza  cxir. 

A  noiM  like  to  wet  flngen  drawn  on  glau. 

See  the  account  of  the  ghost  of  the  unde  of  Prince  Charles  of  Saxony  raised  by 
Schroepfer-**  Karl— Karl— was— wait  wolt  mich  ?  " 

Note  9.  Stanza  cxx. 

How  odd,  a  single  hobgoblin's  non-entity 

Should  canse  d>ore  fear  than  a  whole  host's  identity  I 

Shadow*  to-nifl^t 
flare  stmck  more  terror  to  the  sonl  of  Richard 
Than  can  the  whttaiuit  of  ten  thousand  soldiers,  &c.,  &c. 

See  Richard  III, 
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The  <*  good  old  times" — ^all  times,  when  old,  are  good-^ 

Are  gone  ;  the  present  might  be,  if  they  would ; 

Great  things  have  been,  and  are,  and  greater  still 

Want  little  of  mere  mortals  but  their  will: 

A  wider  space,  a  greener  field  is  given 

To  those  who  play  their  "tricks  before  high  Heaven." 

I  know  not  if  tfie  angels  weep,  but  men 

Have  wept  enough — for  what  ? — to  weep  again* 

"•  * 

All  is  exploded — be  it  good  or  bad« 
Reader  !  remember  when  thou  wort  a  lad. 
Then  Pitt  was  all ;  or^  if  not  all,  so  mttch. 
His  very  rival  almost  deem'd  him  soeh. 
We,  we  have  seen  the  intellectual  race 
Of  giants  stand,  like  Titans^  fiiee  to  iaea-» 
Athos  and  Ida,  with  a  dashiog  sea 
Of  eloquence  between,  which  fiow*d  all  free, 
As  the  deep  billows  of  the  Mgwtn  rear 
Betwixt  the  Hellenic  and  the  Phrygian  shore. 
But  where  are  they — the  rivals  ?-r-a  few  feet 
Of  sullen  earth  divide  each  windinf -sheet. 
How  peaceful  and  how  poweribl  is  the  grave, 
Which  hushes  all  1  a  calm  unstcnmiy  wave 
Whidi  oversweeps  the  world !     The  theme  is  old 
Of  '<  dust  to  dust,'*  but  half  its  tale  imtoU. 
Time  tempers  not  its  tenrorsr-HBtill  the  worm 
Winds  its  cold  folds,  the  tomb  preserves  its  form-*' 
Varied  above,  but  still  alike  bdow ; 
The  urn  may  shine,  the  ashes  will  not  giow. 
Though  Cleopatra's  mommy  erose  l^e  sea, 
O'er  which  from  empire  she  Inr«d  Anthony : 
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Though  Alexander's  urn  a  show  he  grown 
On  shores  he  wept  to  conquer,  though  unknown-r 
How  yam,  how  worse  than  vain,  at  length  appear 
The  madman's  wish,  the  Macedonian's  tear  ! 
He  wept  for  worlds  to  conquer — ^half  the  earth 
Knows  not  his  name,  or  hut  his  death  and  hirth 
And  desolation  ;  while  his  native  Greece 
Hath  all  of  desolation,  save  its  peace. 
He  "  wept  £b|  worlds  to  conquer  !"  he  whp  ne'er 
Conceived  the  glohe  he  panted  not  to  spare  ! 
With  even  the  husy  Northern  Isle  unknown, 
Which  holds  bis  urn,  and  never  knew  his  throne^ 


m. 

But  where  is  he,  the  modern,  mightier  far. 

Who,  born  no  king,'  made  monarchs  draw  his  car  i^ 

The  new  Sesostris,  whose  unbarness'd  kings. 

Freed  from  the  bit,  believe  themselves  with  wings. 

And  spurn  the  dust  o'er  which  they  crawl'd  of  late, 

Chain'd  to  the  chariot  of  the  chieftain's  state  I 

Yes !  where  is  he^  thq  champion  and  the  child 

Of  all  that 's  great  or  littlie,  wis^  or  wild  ? 

Whose  game  was  empires,  and  whqse  stakes  ^re  thrones; 

Whose  table,  earth — ^whose  dice  were  human  bones  ? 

Behold  the  grand  result  in  yon  lone  isle,    • 

And,  as  thy  nature  urges,  weep  or  smile. 

Sigh  to  behold  the  eagle's  lofty  rage 

Reduced  to  nibble  at  his  narrow  cage ; 

Smile  to  survey  the  Queller'of  the  Nations' 

Now  daily  squabbling  o'er  disputed  rations  ; 

Weep  to  perceive  him  mourning,  as  he  dines. 

O'er  curtail'd  dishes  and  o'er  stinted -mnes ; 

O'er  petty  quarrels  upon  petty  thiqgs : 

Is  this  the  man  who  scourged  or  feasted  "kings  ? 

Behold  the  scales  in  which  his  fortune  hangs, 

A  surgeon's  statement  and  an  earl's  harangues  I 

A  bust  delay'd,  a  book  refused,  can  shake 

The  sleep  of  him  who  kept  the  world  < awake. 

Is  this  indeed  the  Tamer  of  the  Great, 

Now  slave  of  all  could  tease  or  irritate —  > 

Thy  paltry  jailor  and  the  prying  spy, 

The  staring  stranger  with  his  note^book  nigh  ? 

Plunged  in  a  dungeon,  he  had  still  been  great : 

How  low,  how  little  was  thb  middle  state, 

Between  a  prison  and  a  palace,  where 

How  few  could  feel  for  what  he  had  to  bear  I 

Vain  his  complaint — my  lord  presents  his  bill, 

His  food  and  wine  were  doled  out  duly  still ; 
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Vsdn  was  his  nckness, — ^never  was  a  clinie 
So  firce  from  homicide — to  donbt  's  a  crime ; 
And  the  stiff  sargeon,  who  maiiitain*d  his  canse. 
Hath  lost  his  place,  and  gain'd  the  world's  applause. 
But  smile — ^though  all  the  pangs  of  brain  and  heart 
Disdain,  defy,  the  tardy  aid  of  art ; 
Though,  asLve  the  few  fond  friends,  and  imaged  (ace 
Of  that  fair  boy  his  sire  i^afii  ne'er  enibrace, 
None  stand  by  his  low  bed-^though  even  the  mind 
Be  wavering  which  long  awed  and  awes  mankind  : 
Smile — ^for  the  fetter'd  eagle  breaks  his  chain, 
Aqd  higher  worlds  than  this  are  his  again. 


IV. 

How,  if  that  soaring  spirit  still  retain 

A  conscious  twilight  of  his  blazing  reign, 

How  must  he  smile,  on  looking  ddwn,  to  see 

The  little  that  he  was  and  sought  to  be  ! 

What  though  his  name  a  wider  empire  found 

Than  his  ambition,  though  with  scarce  a  bound  ; 

Though  first  in  glory,  deepest  in  reverse, 

He  tasted  empire's  blessings,  and  its  curse  ; 

Though  kings,  rejoicing  in  their  Ute  escape 

From  chains,  would  gladly  be  iheir  tyrant's  ape : 

How  must  he  smile,  and  turn  to  yon  lone  grave, 

The  proudest  sea-mark  that  oVrtops  the  wave  I  •. 

What  though  his  jailor,  duteous  to  the  last, 

Scarce  deem'd  the  coffin's  lead  could  keep  him  £ist. 

Refusing  one  poor  line  along  the  lid 

To  date  the  birth  and  death  of  all  it  hid, 

That  name  shall  haUow  the  ignoble  shore, 

A  talisman  to  all  save  him  who  bore  : 

The  fleets  that  sweep  before  the  eastern  blast 

Shall  hear  their  sea-boys  hail  it  from  the  mast : 

When  Victory's  Gallic  column  sball  but  rise, . 

Like  Pompey*s  pilbu*,  in  a  deserf  s  skies,. 

The  rocky  isle  that  holds  or  held  his  dust   . 

Shall  crown  the  Atlantic  like  the  hero's  bust. 

And  mighty  Nature  o'er  his  obsequies 

Do  more  than  niggard  Envy  still  denies. 

But  what  are  these  to  nim  ?    Can  glory's  lust 

Touch  the  freed  spirit  or  the  fetter'd  dust  ? 

Small  care  hath  he  of  what  his  tomb  consists, 

Nought  if  he  sleeps — nor  more  if  he  exists: 

Alike  the  better-seeing  shade  will  smile 

On  the  rude  cavern  of  the  i'ocky  isle. 

As  if  his  ashes  found  their  latest  home 

In  Rome's  Pantheon,  or  Gaul's  minEsic  dome* 
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He  wants  not  this ;  bat  F|niDC«  shiB  Ibel  tbe  waut 

Of  this  last  consolatioB,  tliQtigfa  m  mm^ ; 

Hdr  honour,  fiume,  and  faitli  tanancl  kif  bones* 

To  rear  amid  a  pyranud  ef  tlireqefi 

Or  carried  onward,  in  the  batde'a  vaa. 

To  form,  like  Guesclin's  *  diysft^  h»r  tdisman* 

But  b^  it  as  it  is,  ^e  tiaM  qwiy  comt 

His  name  shall  beat  tha  alarm  like  Zislpi's  dron. 


V. 

Oh,  Heaven !  of  which  he  was  in  power  a  featiire ; 

Oh,  earth,  of  which  he  was  a  noble  creature ; 

Thou  isle  I  to  be  remembered  long  and  well,* 

That  saw'st  the  unfledged  eaglet  chip  tos  shell ! 

Ye  Alps,  which  view'd  him  in  his  dawning  flights 

Hover  the  victor  of  an  hundred  fighls ! 

Thou  Rome,  who  saw'st  thy  Qies^s  deeds  owtdaae ! 

Alas  ?  why  pass'd  he  too  the  Rubicon  ? 

The  Rubicon  of  man'a  awakdb'd  rigbtSr 

To  herd  with  vulgar  kinga  and  psiasilea  ? 

Egypt !  from  whose  all  dal^e^S  ^ombs  arose 

Forgotten  Pharaohs  flrom  tkeiv  long  repoifti 

And  shook  within  Her  pyraasids  to  heas 

A  new  Cambyses  thundering  in  their  ear ; 

M^ile  the  dark  diadea  of  forty  ages  stood 

Like  started  giants  by  Nile-s  fimoue  flood  ; 

Or  from  the  pyramid's  tall  pinnacle 

Beheld  the  desert  peopWd,  aa  fron  bell,. 

With^clashing  hosts,  who  stfew'd  the  barren  sand 

To  re-manure  the  uncultivated  land ! 

Spain !  which,  a  moment  mindless  of  the  Cid, 

Beheld  his  banner  flouting  thy  Madrid  I 

Austria  I  which  saw  thy  twice-ta^ea  capital 

Twice  spared,  to  be  the  traitress  of  his  fall ! 

Ye  race  of  Frederic  ! — Frederic  but  in  name 

And  falsehood — ^heirs  to  all  e^^oepl;  his  &me ; 

Who,  crushM  at  Jena,  crooch'd  at  Berlin,  felU 

First,  and  but  rose  to  fottotw  :  ye  who  dwell' 

Where  Kosciusko  dwelt,  remembering  yet 

The  unpaid  amount  of  Catherine's  bloody  debt ! 

Poland !  o'er  whidi  the  avenging  angel  |)aas'd. 

But  left  thee  as  he  found  thee,  9tiU  a  waste : 

Fovgetting  all  thy  still  enduring  claim. 

Thy  lotted  pei^le  and  eK^Qguish'd  name ; 


*  Ouesdin  died  during  the  eiege  of  a  eilgr ;  k  nurreadeied,  and  Iht  l»sa  were 
brought  and  hud  upon  hit  bier,  ao  that  Ike  pla^  aiight  apjiear  Nadered  to  kiitahea. 
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Thy  sigh  for  Ir^edom,  thy  krog-flawing  tear, 

That  sound  that  crashes  in  the  tyrant^s  ear : 

Kosciusko  I  on — on — on — the  t^rst  of  war 

Gasps  for  the  gore  of  serfs  and  of  their  czar  ; 

The  half-barbaric  MoscowV  minarets 

Gleam  in  the  sun,  but  ^t  is  a  sun  that  sets  J 

Moscow !  thou  limit  of  his  long  career, 

For  which  rude  Charles  had  wept  liis  frozen  tear 

To  see  in  yain--Ae  saw  thee — 'how !  with  spire 

And  palace  fuel  to  one  common  fire.  , 

To  this  the  soldier  lent  his  kindling  match, 

To  this  the  peasant  gave  his  cottage  thatch. 

To  this  the  merchant  flung  his  hoarded  store. 

The  prince  his  hall — and  Moscow  was  no  more ! 

Sablimest  of  volcanos  I  Etna's  flame  ' 

Pales  before  thine,  and  quenchless  Hecla  *s  t«ne ; 

Vesuvius  shows  his  blaze,  an  usual  sight 

For  gaping  tourists,  from  his  backneyM  height : 

Thou  stand'st  alone  unrivallM,  till  the  fire  . 

To  come,  in  which  all  empires  shaM  expire. 

Thou  other  element  I  as  strong  and  stem 

To  teach  a  lesson  conquerors  wiU  not  learn, 

Whose  icy  wing  flapped  o'er  the  fadtering  foe. 

Till  fell  a  hero  with  each  flake  of  snow  ; 

How  did  thy  numbing  beak  and  silent  fang 

Pierce,  till  hosts  perish'd  with  a  single  pang  I 

In  vain  shall  Seine  look  up  along  his  banks 

For  the  gay  thousands  of  his  dashing  ranks ; 

In  vain  shall  France  recall  beneath  her  vines 

Her  youth — ^their  blood  flows  faster  than  her  wines, 

Or  stagnant  in  their  humaoi  ice  remains 

In  frozen  mummies  on  the  polar  plains. ' 

In  vain  will  Italy's  broad  sun  aivaken 

Her  o&pring  chill'd,  its  beams  are  now  forsaken. 

Of  all  the  trophies  gathered  from  the  war, 

What  shall  return?     The  conqueror's  broken  car ! 

The  conqueror's  yet  unbroken  heart  \    Again 

The  horn  of  Roland  sounds,  and  not  in  vain. 

Lutzen,  where  fell  the  Swede  of  victory, 

Beholds  him  conquer,  but,  alas !   not  die : 

Dresden  surveys  three  despots  fly  once  more 

Before  their  sovereign — sovereign,  as  before  ; 

But  there  exhausted  Fortune  quits  their  field. 

And  Leipsic's  treason  bids  the  unvanqmsh'd  yield ; 

The  Saxon  jackal  leaves  the  lion's  side 

To  turn  the  bear's,  and  wolfs,  and  fox's  guide ; 

And  backward  to  the  de«^of  his  despair 

The  forest  monarch  shrinks,  but  finds  no  lair !    • 
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Qh  ye  !  and  each,  and  all  I  oh,  France !  who  found 

Thy  long  fair  fields  plopgh'd  up  as  hostile  ^ound, 

Disputed  foot  by  foot,  till  tceason,  still 

His  only  victor,  from  Montmartre's  hiU 

Looked  down  o*er  trampled  Paris ;  and  thou,  isle. 

Which  seest  Etruria  from  thy  ramparts  smile. 

The  momentary  shelter  of  his  pride, 

Till,  woq'd  by  danger,  his  yet  weeping  bride  ; 

Oh,  France !  retaken  by  a  single  march, 

Whpse  path  was  through  one  long  triumphal  arch  ! 

Oh,  bloody  and  most  bootless  Waterloo, 

Which  proves  how  fools  may  have  their  fortune  too,. 

Won,  half  by  blunder,  half  by  treachery ; 

Oh,  dull  Saint  Helen  !  with  thy  jailor  nigh — 

Hear  !  hear !  Prometheus  *  from  his  rocV  appeal 

To  earth,  air,  pcean,  all  that  felt  or  feel 

His  power  and  glory,  all  who  yet  shall  hear 

A  name  eternal  afi  the  rolling  year ; 

He  teaches  them  the  lesson  taught  so  long, 

So  oft,  so  vainly — leo^rn  to  do  no  wrong ! 

A  single  step  into  the  right  had  made 

This  man  the  Washington  of  worlds  betray'd ; 

A  single  step  into  the  wrong  has  given 

His  name  a  doubt  to  all  the  winds  of  heaven ; 

The  reed  of  fortune  as\<d.  of  thrones  the  rod. 

Of  fame  the  Moloch  or  the  demi-god ; 

His  country's  Caesar,  JSuro^e's  Hannibal, 

Without  their  decent  dignity  of  (aH. 

Yet  vanity  herself  had  better  taught 

A  surer  path  even  to  the  fame  he  sought. 

By  pointing  out  on  history's  fruitless  page, 

Ten  thousand  conquerors  foir  a  single  sage. 

While  Franklin's  quiet  memory  climbs  to  heaven. 

Calming  the  lightning  which  he  thence  hath  riven. 

Or  drawing  from  the  no  less  kindled  earth 

Freedom  and  peace  to  that  which  boasts  his  birth : 

While  Washington 's  a  watch-word,  such  as  ne'er 

Shall  sink  while  there  's  an  echo  left  to  air : 

While  even  the  Spaniard's  thirst  of  gold  and  war 

Forgets  Pizarro  to  shout  Bolivar  I 

Alas !  why  must  the  same  Atlantic  wave 

Which  wafted  freedom  gird  a  tyrant's  grave,— 

The  king  of  kings,  and  yet  of  slaves  the  slave. 

Who  burst  the  chains  of  millions  to  renew^ 

The  very  fetters  which  Ids  arm  broke  through, 

*  I  refer  the  reader  to  the  first  address  of  Promedieiis  in  .^Bsehylus,  when  he  is  left 
alone  by  his  attendantii,  and  before  the  arrival  of  the  Chorus  of  Sea^nymphs. 
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And  enish'd  the  rights  of  Europe  and  his  own, 
To  flit  between  a  dungeon  and  a  throne  ? 

But  \  will  not  be — ^the  spark  's  awakened — lo  ! 

The  swarthy  Spaniard  feels  his  former  glow  ; 

The  sam«  high  spirit  which  beat  back  the  Moor 

Through  eight  long  ages  of  alternate  gore, 

Revives — %Lnd  where  ?  in  that  avenging  clime 

Where  Spain  was  once  synonymous  with  crime, 

Where  Cortes'  and  Pizarro's  banner  flew. 

The  infant  world  redeems  her  name  of  ^^  New,*' 

*T  is  the  old  aspiration  breathed  afresh, 

To  kindle  souls  within  degraded  flesh, 

Such  as  repulsed  the  Persian  from  the  shore 

Where  Greece  was — ^No !  she  still  is  Greece  once  more* 

One  common  cause  makes  myriads  of  one  breast. 

Slaves  of  the  east,  or  Helotii  of  the  west ; 

On  Andes'  and  on  Athos'  peaks  unfurl'd,  * 

The  self-same  standard  streams  o'er  either  world  : 

The  Athenian  wears  again  Harmodius'  sword  ; 

Tlie  Chili  chief  abjures  his  foreign  lord ; 

The  Spartan  knows  himself  once  more  a  Greek ;      * 

Young  freedom  plumes  the  crest  of  each  cacique ; 

Debating  despots,  henun'd  on  either  shore, 

Shrink  vainly  from  the  roused  Atlantic's  roar ; 

Through  Calpe's  strait  the  rolling  tides  advance. 

Sweep  lightly  by  the  half-tamed  land  of  France, 

Dash  o'er  the  old  Spaniard's  cradle,  and  would  fain 

Unite  Ausonia  to  thie  mighty  main  : 

But  driven  fron  |^ence  awhile,  yet  not  for  aye. 

Break  o'er  th'  i^gean,  mindful  of  the  day 

Of  Salamis — there,  there  the  waves  arise. 

Not  to  be  lull'd  by  tyrant  victories. 

Lone,  lost,  abandon'd  in  their  utuiost  need 

By  christians  unto  whom  they  gave  their  creed. 

The  desolated  lands,  the  ravaged  isle. 

The  foster'd  feud  encouraged  to  beguile. 

The  aid  evaded,  and  the  cold  delay, 

Prolong'd  but  in  the  hope  to  make  a  prey  ; — 

These,  these  shall  tell  the  tale,  and  Greece  can  show 

The  false  friend  worse  than  the  infuriate  foe. 

But  this  is  well :  Greeks  only  should  free  Greece, 

^ot  the  barbarian,  with  his  mask  of  peace.. 

How  should  the  autocrat  of  bondage  be    » 

The  king  of  serfs,  and  set  the  nations  free? 

Better  still  serve  the  haughty  Mussulman, 

Than  swell  the  Cossaque's  prowling  caravan ; 
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Better  still  toil  for  masteri,  than  awaity 

The  slaves  of  slaves,  before  a  Russian  gate,— 

NumberM  by  hordes,  a  human  capital, 

A  live  estate,  existing  but  for  thrsdl. 

Lotted  by  thousands  as  a  meet  reward 

For  the  first  courtier  in  the  czar's  regard ; 

While  their  immediate  owner  never  tastes 

His  sleep,  foru  dreaming  of  Sibeoa's  wastes  ; 

Better  succumb  even  to  their  own  despair. 

And  drive  the  camel  than  purvey  the  bear.  « 

VII. 

But  not  alone  within  the  hoariest  clime. 

Where  freedom  dates  her  birth  with  that  of  timei 

And  not  alone  where,  plunged  in  night,  a  crowd 

Of  Incas  darken  to  a  dubious  cloudy 

The  dawn  revives ;  renowned,  romantic  Spain 

Holds  back  the  invader  from  her  soil  agun* 

Not  now  the  Roman  tribe,  nor  Punic  horde. 

Demand  her  fields  as  lists  to  [urove  the  sword  • 

Not  now  the  Vandal  or  the  Visigoth 

Pollute  the  plains,  alike  abhorring  both ; 

Nor  old  Pelayo  on  his  mountain  rears 

The  .warlike  fathers  of  a  thousand  years. 

That  seed  is  sown  and  reap'd,  as  oft  the  Moor 

Sighs  to  remember  on  his  dusky  shore. 

Long  in  the  peasant's  song  or  poet's  page 

Has  dwelt  tbe  memory  of  Abeiicerage, 

The  Zegri,  and  the  captive  victors^  flung 

Back  to  the  barbarous  realm  from  whence  they  sprung. 

But  these  are  gone — ^their  faith,  their  swords^their  sway. 

Yet  left  more  anti-christian  foes  than  they : 

The  bigot  monarch  and  the  butcher  priest. 

The  inquisition,  with  her  burning  feast. 

The  faith's  red  ^'  auto,"  fed  with  human  fuel, 

While  sat  the  catholic  Moloch,  calmly  cruel. 

Enjoying,  with  inexorable  eye. 

That  fiery  festival  of  agony ! 

The  stem  or  feeble  sovereign,  one  or  both 

By  turns;  the  haughtiness  whose  pride  was  sloth; 

The  long-degenerate  noble ;  the  debased 

Hidalgo,  and  the  peasant  less  disgraced. 

But  more  degraded ;  iibe  unpeopled  realm ; 

The  once  proud  navy  which  forgot  the  helm ; 

The  once  impervious  phalanx  disarray'd ; 

The  idle  forge  that  formed  Toledo's  blade ; 

The  foreign  wealth  that  flow'd  on  every  shore, 

Save  hers  who  earn'd  it  with  the  natives'  gore ; 
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The  very  language,  which  might  vie  with  Roiiie*8, 

And  once  was  known  to  nadons  like  their  home's^ 

Neglected  or  forgotten : — such  was  Spain ; 

But  such  she  is  not,  nor  shall  be  again. 

These  worst,  these  home  inrad^rs,  felt  and  feel 

The  new  Numantine  soul  of  old  Castile. 

Up  !  up  again !  undaunted  Tauridor  !- 

The  bull  of  Phalaris  renews  his  roar  i 

Mount,  cluralrons  Hidalgo !  not  in  vain 

Revive  the  cry — '^  lago !  and  close  Spain !"  * 

Yes,  close  her  with  your  armed  bosoms  round, 

And  form  the  barrier  which  Napoleon  found. 

The  exterminatmg  war^  the  desert  plain ;  . 

The  streets  without  a  tenant,  save  thjB  slain ; 

The  wild  Sierra,  with  its  wilder  troop 

Of  vulture-plumed  guerillas,  on  the  sfcoop 

For  their  incessant  prey ;  the  desperalte  wall 

Of  Saragossa,  mightiest  in  her  faU; 

The  man  nerved  to  a  spirit,  and  the  mud 

Waving  her  more  than  Amazonian  blade  ; 

The  knife  of  Arragon,  f  Toledo's  steel; 

The  famous  lance  of  chivalrous  Castile ; 

The  unerring  rifle  of  the  Catalan; 

The  Andalusian  courser  in  the  van ;    • 

The  torch  to  make  «  Moiety  ti  Madrid ;  ^ 

And  in  each  heart  the  spirit  of  tihe  Ctd  :-^ 

Such  have  been,  sodi  shall  b«,  such  are,    AdvMvce, 

And  win — ^not  Spain,  bttt  Ihine  own  freedom,  franco ! 

VIIL 

But  lo !  a  congress !    What,  that  hallowed  nttne 
Which  freed  the  Atlanlk?    May  we  hope  the  same 
For  outworn  Europe?    With  the  sound  arise, 
Like  Samuel's  riiftde  te  Sanl*s  monarchic  eyeS, 
The  prophets  of  young  freedom,  summdnM  far 
From  clunes  of  Washington  and  Bolivar*; 
Henry,  the  forest-bom  Demosthenes, 
Whose  thunder  shook  the  Philip  of  Iflie  seas ; 
And  stoic  Franklin's  energetic  shade. 
Robed  in  the  lightnings  which  his  hand  allay*d; 
And  Washington,  the  tyrant-tamer,  wake. 
To  bid  us  blush  for  these  old  chains,  or  break. 
But  who  compose  this  senate  ^  the  few 
That  should  redeem  the  many  ?    Vl^  r^new 

*  ^  St.  lago  1  and  dose  Spain ! "  the  old  Spanish  war-cry. 
-I"  The  Anagonians  are  peouliariy  dextrous  in  the  use  of  this  weapon,  and  displayed 
it  particularly  in  former  French  wart.  4* 
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This  consecrated  name,  till  now  assigrn'd 

To  councib  held  to  benefit  mankind  ? 

Who  BOW  assemble  at  the  holy  call  ? — 

The  bless'd  alliance  which  says  three  are  all! 

An  earthly  trinity  !  which  wears  the  shape 

Of  Heaven's,  as  man  is  mimickM  by  the  ape; 

A  pious  unity !  in  purpose  one — 

To  melt  three  fools  to  a  Napoleon. 

Why,  Egypt's  gods  were  rational  to  these , 

Their  dogs  and  oxen  knew  their  own  degrees, 

And,  quiet  in  their  kennel  or  their  shed. 

Cared  Utile,  so  that  they  were  duly  fed : 

Bat  these,  more  hungry,  most  have  something  more — 

The  power  to  bark  and  biie,  to  toss,  and  gore. 

Ah,  how  much  happier  were  good\£sop's  frogs 

Than  we !  for  ours  are  aniuiated  logs. 

With  ponderotis  malice  swaying  to  and  fro, 

And  crushing  nations  with  a  stupid  blow, 

AU  dully  anxious  to  leave  little  work 

Unto  the  revolutionary  stork. 


IX. 

Thrice  bless'dtVerona !  since  the  holy  three 
With  iheir  imperial  presence  shine  on  tfiee ; 
Honour'd  by  them,  thy  treacherous  site  forgets 
The  vaunted  tomb  of  <'  all  the  Capulets  ;'* 
Thy  Scaligers — for  what  was  ''  Dog  the  Great,'** 
<'  Can'  Grande"  (which  I  venture  to  translate) 
To  these  sublimer  pugs  ?    Tbiy  poet  too, 
Catullus,  whose  old  laurels  yield  to  new ; 
Thine  amphitheatre,  where  Romans  sate : 
And  Dante's  exile,  shelter'd  by  thy  gate ; 
Thy  good  old  man,'^  whose  w^rld  was*aU  within 
Thy  wall,  nor  knew  the  country  held  him  in : 
Would  that  the  royal  gflests  it  girds  about 
Were  so  far  like,  as  never  to  get  out  i 
Ay,  shout !  inscribe !  rear  monuments  of  shame, 
To  tell  oppression  that  the  world  is  tame ! 
Crowd  to  the  theatre  with  loyal  rage — 
Tlie  comedy  is  not  upon  the  stage ; 
The  show  is  rich  in  ribbonry  and  stars — 
Then  gaze  upon  it  through  thy  dungeon  bars ; 
Clasp  thy  permitted  palmsj  kind  Italy, 
For  thus  much  still  thy  fetter'd  hands  are  free  ! 


*  The  famous  old  znft  of  Verona. 
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X. 


Resplendent  sight  I  behold  the  coxcomb  czar. 

The  autocrat  of  waltzes  and  of  war ! 

As  eager  for  a  plaudit  as  a  realm, 

And  just  as  fit  for  flirting  as  the  helm ; 

A  Calmuck  beauty  with  a  Cossack  wit, 

And  generous  spirit,  when  't  is  not  frost-bit ; 

Now  half-dissolving  to  a  liberal  thaw, 

But  hardened  back  whene'er  the  morning  's  raw ; 

With  no  objection  to  true  liberty, 

Except  that  it  would  make  the  nations  free ; 

How  well  ^e  imperial  dan^y  prates  of  peace, 

How  fain^  if  Greeks  would  be  his  slaves,  free  Greece ! 

How  nobly  gave  he  back  the  Poles  their  Diet, 

Then  told  pugnacious  Poland  to  be  quiet ! 

How  kindly  would  he  send  the  mild  Ukraine, 

With  all  her  pleasant  pulks,  to  lecture  Spain ; 

How  royally  show  off  in  proud  Madrid 

His  goodly  person,  from  the  south  long  hid, — 

A  blessing  cheaply  purchased,  the  world  knows, 

By  having  Muscovites  for  friends  or  foes. 

Proceed,  thou  namesake  of  great  Philip's  son, 

La  Harpe,  thine  Aristotle,  beckons  on; 

And  that  which  Scythia  was  to  him  of  yore. 

Find  with  thy  Scythians  on  Iberia's  shore. 

Yet  think  upon,  thou  somewhat  aged  youth. 

Thy  predecessor  on  the  banks  of  Pruth : 

Thou  hast  to  aid  thee,  should  his  lot  be  thine, 

Many  an  old  woman,  but  no  Catherine.* 

Spain  too  hath  rocks,  and  rivers,  and  defiles-^ 

The  bear  may  rush  into  the  lion's  toils. 

Fatal  to  Goths  are  Xeres'  sunny  fields ,' 

Thinks't  thou  to' thee  Napoleon's  victor  yields?  * 

Better  reclaim  thy  deserts,  turn  thy  swords 

To  ploughshares,  shave  and  wash  thy  Bashkir  hordes. 

Redeem  thy  realms  from  slavery  and  the  knout, 

Than  follow  headlong  in  the  fatal  route. 

To  infest  the  clime,  whose  skies  and  laws  are  pure, 

With  thy  ibnl  legions.     Spain  wants  no  manure  ; 

Her  soil  is  fertile,  but  she  feeds  no  foe ; 

Her  vultures,  too,  were  gorged  not  long  ago  ;  ■ 

And  wouldst  ihou  furnish  them  with  fresher  prey? 

Alas !  thou  wilt  not  conquer,  hat  purvey. 

I  am  Diogenes,  though  Russ  and  Hun 

Stand  between  mine  and  many  a  myriad's  sun ; 

• 
♦  The  dexterity  of  Catherine  extricated  Peter  (caOed  the  Great  by  courtesy)  when 
surrounded  by  the  Mussulmans  on  the  banks  of  the  river  Pnith. 


448  BITEON^  WORKS. 

But  were  I  not  DiogeDes,  1  'd  wander 
Rather  a  worm  than  tueh  an  Alexander  I 
Be  slaves  who  will,  the  Cynic  shall  be  free; 
His  tub  hath  tougher  walls  than  Sinope ; 
Still  will  he  hold  his  lanthom  up  to  scan 
The  fiace  of  monarchs  for  an  '^  honest  man*** 

XL 

And  what  doth  Gaul,  the  all-prolific  land 

Of  ne  pbu  ultra  Ultras  and  their  band 

Of  mercenaries?  and  her  noisy  Chambers, 

And  tribune  which  each  orator  first  dambers  • 

Before  he  finds  a  voice,  and,  when  't  is  found,         * 

Hears  ''the  lie"  echo  for  his  answer  round? 

Our  British  Commons  sometimes  deign  to  hear; 

A  Gallic  senate  hath  more  tongue  than  ear; 

Even  Constant,  their  sole  master  of  debate^ 

Must  fight  next  day,  his  speech  to  vindicate. 

But  this  costs  little  to  true  Franks,  who  had  rather 

Combat  than  listen,  were  it  to  their  father.  > 

What  is  the  simple  standing  of  a  shot, 

To  listening  long  and  interrupting  not  ? 

Though  thui  was  not  the  method  of  old  Rome, 

When  TuUy  fidmined  o'er  each  vocal  dome, 

Demosthenes  has  sanctionM  the  transaction,    . 

In  saying  eloquence  meant  *' Action,  action !  * 

XII. 

But  where  *s  the  monaritdi?  hath  he  dined  ?  or  yet 

Groans  beneath  indigestion's  heavy  debt? 

Have  revolutionary  pdtU  risen. 

And  tam'd  the  royal  entrails  to  a  prison  ? 

Have  discontented  movements sUnrM  the  troops? 

Or  have  no  movements  foUow'd  trait'rons  soiqps  ? 

Have  Carbonaro  cooks  not  carbonadoed 

Each  course  enough  ?  or  doctors  dire  dissuaded 

Repletion  ?    Ah !  in  thy  dejected  looks 

I  read  all    France's  treason  m  her  cooks ! 

Good  classic,  Louis !  is  it,  canst  tliba  say, 

Dearable  to  be  the  '^  Desire  ?  " 

Why  wouldst  thou  leave  cakn  Hartwett's  green  abode^ 

Apidan  table  and  Horatiaa  ode» 

To  rule  a  people  who  will  not  be  ruled* 

And  love  much  rather  to  bo  scourged  than  schooFd? 

Ah!  thine  was  not  the  temper  or  the  taste 

For  thrones — ^the  table  sees  thee  better  placed : 

A  mild  Epicnreaa,  form'd^  at  best. 

To  be  a  kind  host  and  as  good  a  guest ; 
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To  talk  of  letters,  and  to  know  by  heart 
One  kajy  the  poet'ts,  all  the  gourmand's  art ; 
A  scholar  always,  now  and  then  a  wit, 
And  gentle  when  digestion  may  permit- 
Bat  not  to  govern  lands  enslaved  or  free ; 
The  goat  was  martyrdom  enough  for  thee! 

Xill. 

Shall  noble  Albion  pass  without  a  phrase 

From  a  bold  Briton  in  her  wonted  praise  ? 

"  Arts — arms — and  George — and  glory  and  the  isles — 

And  happy  Britain— wealth  and  freedom*s  smiles — 

White  cliffs,  that  held  invasion  far  aloof — 

Contented  subjects,  all  alike  tax-proof — 

Proud  Wellington,  with  eagle  beak  so  curFd, 

That  nose,  the  hook  where  he  suspends  the  world  \  * 

And  Waterloo — and  trade — and (hush !  not  yet 

A  syllable  of  imposts  or  of  debt) 

And  ne'er  (enough)  lamented  Castlereagh, 
Whose  pen-knife  slit  a  goose-quiR  t'  other  day — 
And  *  pilots  who  have  weathered  every  storm' — 
(But  no,  not  even  for  rhyme's  sake,  name  reform)/' 
These  are  the  themes  thus  sung  so  of^  before, 
Meihmks  we  need  not  sing  them  any  more  ; 
Foond  in  so  many  volumes  far  and  near. 
There  's  no  occasion  you  should  find  them  here. 
Yet  something  may  remain,  perchance,  to  chime 
With  reason,  and,  what 's  stranger  still,  with  rhyme  j 
Even  this  thy  genius,  Canning  f  may  permit, 
Who,  bred  a  statesman,  stHl  was  bom  a  wit, 
And  never,  even  in  that  dull  house,  couldst  tame 
To  unleaven'd  prose  thine  own  poetic  flame ; 
Our  last,  our  best,  our  only  orator. 
Even  I  can  praise  thee —  tones  do  no  more, 
Nay,  not  so  much ; — ^they  bate  thee,  man,  because 
Thy  spirit  less  upholds  them  than  it  awes. — 
The  hounds  will  gather  to  their  h«mtsman*s  hollo, 
And,  where  he  leads,  the  duteous  pack  wilt  fbUovi;; 
But  not  for  love  mistake  their  yelHng  cry,  ' 

Their  yelp  for  game  is  not  an  eulogy; 
Less  faithfuF  far  than  the  four-^footed  pack,   ' 
A  dubious  scent  would  lure  the  bipeds  back. 
Thy  saddle-girths  are  not  yet  quite  secure. 
Nor  royal  stallion's  feet  extremely  sure ; 
The  unwieldy  old  white  horse  is  apt  a:t  last 
To  stumble,  kick,  and  now  aiwf  then  stick  fast 

*  "Naw  iUBpendit  adUncQ."— HoBACE. 
The  Roman  applies  it  to  one  lAn  nerely  was  imperioas  to  his  aoquaitataoci^. 
IV.  29 
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With  his  great  self  and  rider  in  the  mud ; 
But  what  of  that  ?  the  animal  shows  bloods 


XiV. 

Alas,  the  conntry ! — how  shall  tongue  or  peri. 

Bewail  her  now  nncountry  gentlemen  ? — 

The  last  to  bid  the  cry  of  warfare  cease, 

The  first  to  make  a  malady  of  peace. 

For  what  were  all  these  country  patriots  born? 

To  hunt  and  vote,  and  raise  the  price  of  com  ? 

Bat  corn,  like  every  mortal  thing,  must  fall — 

Kings,  conquerors,  and  markets  most  of  all. 

And  must  ye  fall  with  every  ear  of  grain  ? 

Why  would  you  trouble  Bonaparte's  reign  ? 

He  was  your  great  Triptolemus ;  his  vices 

Destroyed  but  realms,  and  still  maintained  your  prices ; 

He  amplified,  to  every  lord's  content,  * ' 

The  grand  agrarian  alchymy — high  reni. 

Why  did  the  ^ant  stumble  on  the  Tartars, 

And  lower  wheat  to  such  desponding  quarters  ? 

Why  did  you  chain  him  on  yon  isle  so  lone  ? 

The  man  was  worth  much  more  upon  his  throne* 

True,  blood  and  treasure  boundlessly  were  spilt, 

But  what  of  that  ?  the  Gaul  may  bear  the  guilt ; 

But  bread  was  Itight  the  farmer  paid  his  way , 

And  acres  told  upon  the  appointed  day. 

But  where  is  now  the  goodly  audit  ale  ? 

The  purse-proud  tenant  never  known  to  fail? 

The  farm  which  never  yet  was  left  on  hand  ? 

The  marsh  reclaimed  to  most  improving  land  ? 

The  impatient  hope  of  the  expiring  lease  ? 

The  doubling  rental  ?    What  an  evil 's  peace ! 

In  vain  the  prize  excites  the  ploughman's  skilly 

In  vain  the  Conunons  pass  their  patriot  bill ; 

The  landed  inierest — ^ou  may  understand 

The  phrase  much  better  leaving  out  the  land) — 

The  land's  self-interest  groans  from  shore  to  shore^ 

For  fear  that  (plenty  should  attain  the  poor. 

Up !  up  agslin !  ye  rents,  exalt  your  notes, 

Or  else  the  ministry  will  lose  their  votes. 

And  patriotism,  so  delicately  nice^ 

Her  loaves  will  lower  to  the  market  price ; 

For  ah !  the  **  loaves  and  fishes,"  once  so  high^ 

Are  gone — their  oven  closed,  their  ocean  dry. 

And  nought  remains  of  all  the  millions  spent) 

Excepting  to  grow  moderate  and  content. 

They  who  are  not  so  had  their  turn — and  turn 

About  still  flows  from  fortune's  equal  urn ; 
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Now  let  their  virtue  be  its  own  reward, 

And  share  liie  blessings  which  themselves  prepared. 

See  these  inglorious  Cincinnati  swarm. 

Farmers  of  war,  dictators  of  the  farm ! 

Iheir  ploughshare  was  the  sword  in  hireling  hands, 

Their  fields  manured  by  gore  of  other  lands ; 

Safe  in  their  barns,  these  Sabine  tillers  se/nt 

Their  brethren  out  to  battle — why  ?  for  rent ! 

Year  after  year  they  voted  cent,  per  cent. 

Blood,  sweat,  and  tear-wrung  millions — ^why  ?  for  rent ! 

They  roar*d^  they  dined,  they  drank,  they  swore  they  meant 

To  die  for  England — why  then  live  ?  for  rent ! 

The  peace  has  made  one  general  malcontent 

Of  these  high-market  patriots ;  war  was  rent ! 

Their  love  of  country,  millions  all  mis-spent, 

How  reconcile? — ^by  reconciling  tent.  . 

And  will  they  not  repay  the  treasures  lent  ?    "    ' 

No  :  down  with  every  tbing,  and  up  with  rent ! 

Their  good,  ill,  health,  wealth,  joy,  or  discontent; 

Being;  end,  adm,  religion — Rent,  rent,  rent ! 

Thou  sold'st  thy  birthright^  Esau !  for  a  mess  : 

Thou  shouldst  have  gotten  more  or  eaten  less  ; 

Now  thou  hast  swill'd  thy  pottage,  thy  demands 

Are  idle ;  Israel  says  the  bargain  stands. 

Such,  landlords,  was  your  appetite  for  war, 

And,  gorged  with  blood,  you  grumble  at  a  s6ar  I 

What,  would  they  spread  their  earthquake  even  o'<6t  cash  ? 

And  wben  land  crumbles,  bid  firm  paper  crash  ? 

So  rent  may  rise,  bid  bank  and  nation  fall. 

And  found  on  ^Change  a  FoundUng  Hospital  ? 

Lo,~  Mother  Church,  while  all  religion  i^rithes. 

Like  Niobe,  weeps  o'^r  her  offspring,  tithes ; 

The  prelates  go  to — ^where  the  saints  havegone, 

And  proud  pluralities  subside  to  one  ; 

Chiireh,  state,  and  fsction,  wrestle  in  the  dark, 

Tossed  by  the  deluge  in  their  common  ark. 

Shorn  of  her  bishops,  banks,  and  dividends, 

An()ther  Babel  soars — ^but  Britain  ends. 

And  why  ?  to  pamper  the  self-seeking  wants. 

And  prop  the  hill  of  these  agrarian  ants. 

'*  Go  to  these  ants;  thou  sluggard,  and  be  wise ,'  *' 

Admire  their  patience  through  each  sacrifice, 

TiU  taught  to  feel  the  lesson  of  their  pride. 

The  price  of  taxes  and  of  homicide  ; 

Admire  their  justice,  which  would  fiadn  deny 

The  debt  of  nations  :  pray,  whd  made  it  higUP 
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XV. 

Or  turn  to  sail  between  those  shifting  rocks, 

The  new  Symplegades — the  crashing  Stocks, 

Where  Midas  might  again  his  wish  behold 

In  real  paper  or  imagined  gold. 

That  magic  palace  of  Alcina  shows 

More  wealth  than  Britain  ever  had  to  lose, 

Were  aU  her  atoms  of  unleavened  ore, 

And  all  her  pebbles  from  PactoW  shore. 

There  Fortune  plays,  while  Rumour  holds  the  stake, 

And  the  world  trembles  to  bid  brokers  break. 

How  rich  is  Britain  !  not  indeed  in  mines. 

Or  peace,  or  plenty,  com,  or  oil,  or  wines ; 

No  land  of  Canaan,  full  of  milk  and  honey. 

Nor  (save  in  paper  shekels)  ready  money  : 

But  let  us  not  to  own  the  truth  refuse, 

Was  ever  Christian  Land  so  rich  in  Jews  ? 

Those  parted  with  their  teeth  to  good  King  John, 

And  now,  ye  kings !  they  kindly  draw  your  own ; 

AU  states,  all  things,  all  sovereigns  they  control, 

And  waft  a  load  *'  from  Indus  to  the  Pole." 

The  banker — broker — ^baron — brethren,  speed 

To  aid  these  bankrupt  tyrants  in  their  need. 

Nor  these  alone  :  Columbia  feels  no  less 

Fresh  speculations  follow  each  success ; 

And  philanthropic  Israel  deigns  to  drain 

Her  mild  per  centage  from  exhausted  Spain. 

Not  without  Abraham's  seed  can  Russia  march — 

*T  is  gold,  not  steel,  that  rears  the  conqueror's  arch. 

Two  Jews,  a  chosen  people,  can  command 

In  every  realm  their  scripture-promised  land  : 

Two  Jews  keep  down  the  Romans^  and  uphold 

The  accursed  Hun,  more  brutal  than  of  old  ; 

Two  Jews — but  not  Samaritans — direct 

The  world,  with  all  the  spirit  of  their  sect. 

What  is  the  happiness  of  earth  to  them  ? 

A  congress  forms  their  **  New  Jerusalem,'* 

Where  baronies  and  orders  both  invite. 

Oh,  holy  Abraham !  dost  thou  see  the  sight  ? 

Thy  followers  mingling  with  these  royal  swine. 

Who  spit  not  "  on  their  Jewish  gaberdine," 

But  honour  them  as  portion  of  the  show— *- 

(Where  now,  oh  Pope  !  is  thy  forsaken  toe  ? 

Could  it  not  favour  Judah  with  some  kicks  ? 

Or  has  it  ceased  to  '^  kick  against  the  pricks?") 

On  Shylock's  shore  behold  them  stand  afresh. 

To  cut  from  nations'  hearts  their  '^  pound  of  flesh." 
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XVI. 

Strange  sight  this  congress!  destined  to  unite 

All  that  *s  incongruous^  all  that 's  opposite.    - 

I  speak  not  of  the  sovereigns — they  *re  alike, 

A  common  coin  as  ever  mint  could  strike  : 

But  those  who  sway  the  puppets,  pull  the  strings, 

Have  more  of  motley  than  their  heavy  kings. 

Jews,  authors,  generab,  charlatans,  combine, 

WMe  Europe  wonders  at  the  vast  design  : . 

There  Metternich,  power's  foremost  parasite, 

Cajoles ;  Ihero  WelUngton  forgets  to  fight : 

There  Chateaubriand  forms  new  books  of  martyrs;^ 

And  subtle  Greeks  intrigue  for  stupid  Tartars ; 

There  Montmorency,  the  sworn  foe  to  charters, 

Turns  a  diplomatist  of  great  ielat, 

To  furnish  articles  for  the  *<  Debats^" 

Of  war  so  certain — ^yet  not  quite  so  sure 

As  his  dismissal  in  the  *'  Moniteur." 

Alas !  how  could  his  cabinet  thus  err  ? 

Can  peace  be  worth  an  ultra-minbter  ? 

He  falls  indeed, — perhaps  to  rise  again 

<^  Almost  as  quickly  an  he  conquered  Spain." 

XVIL 

Enough  of  this-— a  dlgbi  more  mournful  woos 
The  averted  eye  of  the  t eluctant  muse. 
The  imperial  daughter,  tlie  imperial  bride. 
The  imperial  victim — saorifiee  to  pride ; 
The  mother  of  the  hero's  hope,  tiie  boy, 
The  young  AstjranajL  of  modem  Troy ; 
The  still  pale  shadow  of  the  loftiest  queen 
That  earm  has  yet  to  see,  or  e'er  hath  seen  : 
She  flits  amidst  the  phantoms  of  the  hour, 
The  theme  of  pity,  and  the  wreck  of  power. 
Oh,  cruel  mockery  !   could,  not  Austria  spare 
A  daughter  ?    What  did  France's  widow  there  ? 
Her  fitter  place  was  by  St.  Helen's  wave — 
Her  only  throne  is  in  Napoleon's  grave. 
But,  no^ — she  still  must  hold  a  petty  reign, 
Flank'd  by  her  formidable  chamberlain ; 
The  martial  Argus,  whose  not  hundred  eyes 
Must  watch  her  tlirough  these  paltry  pageantries. 

*  Monsieur  Chftteaubriand,  who  has  not  forgotten  the  author  ip  the  minister,  re^ 
ceived  a  handsome  compliment  at  Verona  from  a  literary  sovereign :  ^  Ah !  Monsieur 
C ,  are  you  related  to  that  Ch&teaubriand  who — ^who — who  has  written  tome- 
iking  (6c.rit  quslque  choge)^^  It  is  said  that  the  author  of  Atala  repented  him  for 
a  moment  of  his  legitinvM^. 
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What  though  she  share  no  more,  aod  shared  in  vain, 

A  si^aj  surpassing  that  of  Charlemagne, 

WTiich  swept  from  Moscow  to  the  Southern  seas. 

Yet  still  she  ndes  the  pastoral  realm  of  cheese. 

Where  Parma  views  the  traveller  resort 

To  note  the  trappings  of  her  mimic  court. 

But  she  appears !     V  erona  sees  her  shorn 

Of  all  her  beams — ^w^le  nations  gaze  and  moqrn — 

Ere  yet  her  husband's  ashes  have  had  time 

To  chill  in  their  inhospitable  clime 

(If  e'er  those  awful  ai^es  can  grow  cold — 

But  no, — ^their  embers  soon  will  burst  the  mould) : 

She  comes .'  the  Andromache  (but  not  Racine's, 

Nor  Homer's) ;  lo !  on  Pyrrhus'  arm  she  leans  ? 

Yes !  the  right  arm,  yet  red  from  Waterloo, 

Which  cut  her  lord's  half-shatter'd  sceptre  through, 

Is  offer'd  and  accepted !     Could  a  slave 

Do  more  ?  or  less  ?  and  he  in  his  new  grave ! 

Her  eye,  her  cheek,  betray  no  inward  strife. 

And  the  JS^x-empress  grows  as  jSj:  a  wife ! 

So  much- for  human  ties  b  royal  breasts  I 

Why  spare  men's  feelings,  when  their  own  are  jests  ? 

xviq. 

But  tired  of  foreign  follies,  I  turn  home, 

And  sketch  the  group — ^the  picture  -s  yet  to  come. 

My  Muse  'gan  weep,  but,  ere  a  tear  was  spilt, 

She  caught  Sir  William  Curtis  in  a  kilt ! 

While  throng'd  the  Chiefs  of  every  Highland  clan 

To  hail  their  brother,  Vich  Ian  Alderman ! 

Guildhall  grows  Gael,  and  echoes  with  Erse  roar. 

While  all  the  Common  Council  cry,  *'  tlaymore ! " 

To  see  proud  Albyn's  tartans  as  a  belt 

Gird  the  gross  sirloin  of  a  City  Celt, 

She  burst  Into  a  laughter  so  extreme, 

That  I  awoke — and  lo !  it  was  no  dream ! 

Here,  reader,  will  we  pause ; — if  here 's  no  harm  in 
Jhis  first — ^you  '11  have,  perhaps,  a  second  *^  Carmen.'* 
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VISION  OF  JUDGMENl. 


BY  QUEVEDO  REDIVIVUS 


SUCOBSTBP  BT  THB  COMPOSITION  SO  iftNTITLBD  BT  THB  AUTHOB  OF  *'WAT  TTLBB.* 


A  Daniel  come  to  Judgment  i  yea,  •  Daniel ! 
1  thank  thee,  Jew,  for  teaching  bm  that  word. 


^^ 


PREFACE.* 

It  hath  been  wisely  said,  that  ^'One  fool  wakes  many;"  and  it 
hath  been  |M>eticalfy  obs^red, 

"That  Cooli  rush  in  where  angels  fear  to  Iread."— Pope. 

if  Mr*  Sottthey  had  not  rushed  in  wlMre  he  b^d  no  bmiBess,'  and 
where  he  never  was  before,  and  i»ever  wfll  bo  a^pain,  tibe  foMowin^ 
poem  wodM  not  have  been  written.    It  is  not  impossible  that  it  may 
be  as  good  as  his  own,  seeing  tha(t  it  cannot,  by  any  species  of  stapi- 
dity,  natural  or  acquired,  be  worw.     The  gross  flattory,  the  duft  im-  i 
pudence,  the  renegado  intoierance  and  impious  cant  <h  the  poem  by  | 
the  author  of  Wat  l^fler,  aro  somelfhing  so  stopendons  as  to  fonn  the   [ 
snlUime  of  himsclf-Hsontuning  the  quintessence  of  his  own  attributes.    ' 

So  much  for  his  poem — a  word  on  his  preCsce.  In  this  prOfHoo  it  has 
pleased  the  magnanimous  laureate  to  draw  the  pktnre  of  a  supposed 
**  Satanic  School,"  the  which  he  doth  recommend  to  the  netioe  of  the 
legislature ;  thereby  adding  to  his  olfaer  laurels  the  ombtttoft  ol  those 
of  an  infdrmer.  If  there  exists  any  where,  excepting  in  his  imagina- 
tion, such  a  school,  is  he  not  sufficiently  armed  against  it  by  his  own  in- 
tense vanity  ?  The  truth  is,  that  there  are  certain  writers  whom  Mr.  S. 
imaginos,  like  Serah,  to  have  '^talked  of  Aon;  for  th^  lattghed  eon- 
snmedly/* 

I  think  I  know  onos^h  of  mOBt  of  tibo  wv-iters  to  wfioim  h«  is  si^posed 
to  aUiide^  to  assert»  that  tliay,  in  their  in<ttvidniil  ea^iK^m,  halro^MkO 
more  good  in  tfae  oharities  of  life  to  their.  feOowH^eatoros  in  any  one 
year,  than  Mr.  Soothey  hast  done  ktuen  to  himself  by  his  absttrditMS  ta 
his  whde  life;  and  this  is  saying  a  great  deal.  Butlhavealewqitos* 
tiSDS  to  ask : 

lady.    Is  Mr.  Soothey  Ihe  author  of  Wat  Tylor  ? 

9dlf  •  Was  he  not  mfiised  a  renody  at  law  by  the  lughmit  judge  of 
his  belofvd  England,  hbeanse  it  was  a  hfaa(Mmous  and  aedilioiis  pnUt^ 
cation? 

Sdtf .  Was  he  ilot  entitled  by  Wlliam  Smitti,  in  lull  porlimnent,  • « a 
rancorous  renegade  ?'*  • 

4tl%.  Is  he  not  poet  laureate,  with  his  own  lines  on  Martin  the  re- 
gicide staring  him  in  the  face  ? 


^  Thfe  pnteM  «M  dot  fvinted  wilb  «ie  pomi,  hating  aiiaeanrie^  in  iU  way  Ip 
England. 
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And  6thly.  Putting  the  four  preceding  items  together,  with  yhst 
^conscience  dare  he  call  the  attention  of  the  kws  to  the  publicatioiis  of 
others,  be  they  what  t)iey  may ! 

I  say  nothing  of  the  cowardice  of  such  a  proceeding ;  its  meanness 
speaks  for  itself;  but  I  wish  to  touch  upon  the  motive,  which  is  neither 
moro  nor  less  than  that  Mr,  S.  has  been  laughted  at  a  little  in  some  re- 
cent publications,  as  he  was  of  yore  in  the  '*  Anti-jacobin"  by  his  pre- 
sent patrons.  Hence  .all'this ''  skimble  skamble  stuff  "about ''  Satanic," 
and  so  ior^^    However,  it  is  worthy  of  him — *'  Qwda  ab  ineepto,** 

If  there  is  any  thing  obnoxious  to  the  political  opinions  of  a  portion 
of  the  public  in  the  following  poem,  they  may  thank  Mr.  Sonthey.  He 
might  have  written  hexameters,  as  he  has  written  every  thing  else,  for 
aught  that  the  writer  cared—- had  they  been  upon  another  subject.  But 
to  attempt  to  canonize  a  monarch,  who,  whatever  were  his  household 
virtues,  was  neither  a  successful  nor  a  patriot  king, — ^inasmuch  as  several 
years  of  his  reign  passed  in  war  with  America  and  Ireland ,  to  say  nothing 
of  the  aggression  upon  Fratice, — like  all  other  exaggeration,  necessa- 
I  rily  begets  opposition.  In  whatever  manner  he  may  be  spoken  of  in 
this  new ''  Vision,"  his  public  career  will  not  be  more  fav<Nirably  trans- 
mitted by  history.  Of  his  private  virtues  (although  a  little  expensive 
to  the  nation)  there  can  be  no  doubt. 

With  regard  to  the  supernatural  personages  treated  of,  I  can  only 
say  that  I  know  as  much  abqut  them,  and  (as  an  honest  man)  have  a 
better  right  to  talk  of  them  than  It-obert  Southey.  I  have  also  treated 
•^  them  more  tolerantly.  Tjie  way  in  which  that  poor  insane  creature, 
jithe  laureate,  deals  about  his  judgments  in  the  next  world,  is  like  his 
own  judgment  in  this.  If  it  was  not  completely  ludicrous,  it  would  be 
(Bomething  worse.  I  don't  think  that  there  is  much  more  to  say  at 
present. 

QUEVEDO  B£DIVIVUS. 

P.  S. — ^It  is  possible  that  isome  readers  may  object,  in  these  objec- 
tionable times,  to  the  freedom  with  which  saints,  angels,  and  spiritual 
persQQS  discourse  in  this  ''Vision."  But  for  precedents  upon  such 
points  I  must  refer  him  to  Fielding^s  <'  Journey  from  this  World  to  the 
next,"  and  to  the  Visions  of  myself,  the  said  Qnevedo,  in  Spanish  or 
.  ^.translated.  The  reader  is  also  requested  to  observe,  that  no  doctrinal 
tenets  are  insisted  upon  or-  discussed ;  that  the  person  of  the  Deity  is 
carefully  withheld  from  sight,  which  is  more  than  can  be  said  for  llie 
laureate,  who  hath  thought  proper  to  make  him  talk,  not ''  like  a  school 
divine,"  but  like  the  unscholarlike  Mr.  Southey.  The  whole  action 
passes  on  the  outside  of  heaven ;  and  Chaucer'^s  Wife  of  Bath,  Pnlci's 
Morgante  Maggiore,  Swift's  Tale  of  a  Tub,  and  the  other  works  above 
referred  to,  are  cases  in  point  of  the  freedom  with  which  saints,  Sec. 
may  be  permitted  to  converse  in  works  not  intended  to  be  serious. 

[%*  Mr.  Southey  b«mg,  as  he  sajs^  a  good  christian  and  vindictiTe,  threatois,  I 
undenrtaad,  a  veplj  to  this  our  answer.    It  is  to  be  hoped  that  his  visionaiy  ncultieB 
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9rill  in  the  mean  tipe  have  acquired  a  little  more  judgmeat,  pcoperly  ao  oalled :  f>ther- 
wise  be  will  get  lujinelf  into  new  dilemmas.  These  apostate  jacobins  furnish  rich 
rejoinders.  Let  him  take  a  specimen.  Mr.  Southej  laudeth  grieTOusIy  **  one  Bfr. 
Landor,"  who  cuttirates  mpch  private  renown  in  the  shape  of  latin  verses ;  and  not 
long  ago,  the  poet  laureate  dedicated  to  him,  it  appeareth^  one  of  his  fugitive  lyrics, 
upon  the  strength  of  a  poem  called  Gebir.  Who  could  suppose,  that  in  this  same 
Gebir  the  aforesaid  Savage  Landor^for  such  is  his  grim  cognomen)  puttetli  into  the 
infernal  regions  no  less  a  person  than  the  hero  of  his  friend  Mr,  Southey'^s  heaven,—- 
yea,  even  George  the  Third  1  See  also  how  personal  Savage  beoometh,  when  ho 
bath  a  mind.    The  following  is  his  portrait  of  our  late  gracious  sovereign  t 

(Prince  Gkbir  having  descended  into  the  infernal  regions,  the  shades  of  his 
royal  ancestors  are,  at  his  request,  paHed  up  to  his  view,  anc|  he  exclaiifis  to 
his  ghostly  guide) — 

**  Aroar,  what  wretch  that  nearest  us?  what  wretch 
Is  that  with  eyebrows  white  and  slanting  brow  ? 
Listen !  him  yonder,  who^  bound  down  supine. 
Shrinks  yeffing  firom  that  sword  there,  engine-hung. 
He  too  amongst  my  ^oestors  ?    I  hate 
The  despot,  b]|t  the  dastard  I  despise. 
yfaa  he  bur  countryman  ?  " 

''Alas,  O  king! 
Iberia  bore  him,  but  the  breed  accurst 
Inclement  grinds  blew  blighting  from  north-east.*) 
^  He  was  a  wanior  then,  nor  fear'd  the  gods  ?" 
^  Qebir,  be  fear'd  the  demons,  not  the  gods. 
Though  them  indeed  his  daily  fooe  adored ; 
And  was  no  wairior,  yet  the  thousand  lives 
Squander'd,  as  stones  to  exercise  a  sling. 
And  the  tame  cruelty  and  oold  caprice — 
Oh  madness  of  manldmd  1  address'd,  ador'd  \*^ 

Gebir,  p.  28. 

I  omit  noticing  some  edifying  Ithyphallics  of  SavagiuBj  vrishing  to  keep  the  proper 
veil  over  them,  if  his  grave  but  somewhat  indiscreet  worshipper  will  suffinr  it ;  but  cer- 
tainly these  teachers  of  ^ great  moral  lessons"  are  apt  to  be  fqund  in  stning?  wnff 
pany.] 
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Saint  Peter  sat  by  the  celestial  gate, 

His  keys  were  rusty,  and  the  lodt  was  diiU» 

So  little  trouble  had  been  given  ofiate; 
Not  that  the  place  by  any  means  was  foil. 

But  smce  the  GalUc  era  "  eighty-eight," 
The  devils  had  ta'en  a  longer,  stronger  pttll, 

And  "  a  pull  altogether;"  as  they  say 

At  sea— which  drew  most  souk  another  way. 

ir. 

The  angels  all  were  singing  out  of  tune, 
And  hoarse  with  ha:ring  little  else  to  do, 

Excepting  to  wind  up  the  sun  and  moon, 
Or  curb  a  runaway  young  star  or  two, 

Or  wild  colt  ot  a  comet,  which  too  soon 
Broke  out  of  bounds  o'er  the  ethereal  blue, 

Splitting  some  planet  with  its  playful  tail, 

As  boats  are  sometimes  by  a  wanton  whale. 

III. 
The  guardian  seraphs  had  retired  on  high. 

Finding  their  charges  past  all  care  below ; 
Terrestrial  business  fiU'd  nought  in  the  sky, 

Save  the  recording  angeFs  black  bureau  ; 
Who  found,  indeed,  the  facts  to  multiply 

With  such  rapidity  of  vice  and  Woe, 
That  he  had  strippM  off  both  his  wings  in  quiWs, 
And  yet  was  in  arrear  of  human  3ls. 
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IV. 

His  WslneAs  so  angmented  of  late  years, 
That  he  was  forced,  against  his  will,  oo  doubi 

(Just  like  those  cherubs,  earthly  ministers), 
For  sdme  resource  to  turn  himself  about, 

And  claim  the  help  of  his  celestial  peers, 
To  aid  him  ere  he  should  be  quite  worn  out 

By  the  increased  demand  for  his  remarks : 

Six  angels  and  twelve  saints  were  named  his  clerks^ 

V. 

This  wai^  a  iiandsome  boardr-at  least  for  he&ven ; 

And  yet  they  had  even  then  enough  to  do, 
So  many  conquerors*  cars  were  daily  driven, 

So  many  kingdoms  fitted  up  anew : 
£ach  days,  too,  slew  its  thousands  six  or  seven, 

TIU  at  the  crowning  carnage,  Waterloo, 
They  threw  their  pens  down  in  divine  disgust — 
The  page  was  so  besmeared  with  blood  and  dusti 

VI. 

This  by  the  way ;  *t  is  not  mine  to  record 
What  angels  shrink  from  ;  even  the  very  devil 

On  this  occasion  his  own  work  abhorr'd, 
So  surfeited  with  the  infernal  revel ; 

Though  he  himself  had  sharpen'd  every  sword, 
It  sdmost  quenched  his  innate  thirst  of  evil. 

(Here  Satan's  sole  good  work  deserves  insertion—*' 

T  is,  that  he  has  both  generals  in  reversion*) 

VIL 

Let 's  skip  a  few  short  years  of  hollow  peace. 
Which  peopled  earth  no  better,  hell  as  wont, 

And  heaven  none — they  form  the  tyrant's  lease. 
With  nothing  but  new  names  subscribed  upon  't ; 

'T  will  one  day  finish :  meantime  they  increase,     * 
**  With  seven  heads  and  ten  horns,"  and  all  in  front, 

Like  Saint  John's  foretold  beasts ;  but  ours  are  born 

Less  formidable  in  the  head  than  horn. 

VIII. 

In  the  first  year  of  freedom's  second  dawn 
Died  Oeorge  the  Third ;  although  no  tyrant,  one 

Who  shielded  tyrants,  till  each  sense  withdrawn 
Left  him  nor  mental  nor  external  sun : 

A  better  farmer  ne'er  brush'd  dew  from  lawn, 
A  worse  king  never  left  a  realm  undone ! 

He  died — ^bnt  left  his  subjects  still  behind. 

One  half  as  mad — and  t'  other  no  less  blind. 
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IX. 

He  died ;  his  death  made  no  great  stir  on  earth ; 

His  burial  made  some  pomp ;  there  was  profusion 
Of  velret,  gilding,  brass,  and  no  great  dearth 

Of  aught  but  tearii — save  those  shed  by  collusion ; 
For  these  things  may  be  bought  at  their  true  worth : 

Of  elegy  there  was  the  due  infusion— < 
Bought  also  :  and  the  torches^  cloaks,  and  banners, 
Heralds,  and  relics  of  old  gothic  manners, 

X. 

Form'd  a  sepulchral  melo-drame.     Of  all 

The  fools  who  flock'd  to  swell  or  see  the  show. 
Who  cared  about  the  corpse  ?     The  fuiieral 

Made  the  attracdouj  and  the  black  the  woe. 
There  throbbed  not  there  a  thought  which  pierced  the  pall ; 

And  when  the  gorgeous  coffin  was  laid,  low, 
It  seem'd  the  mockery  of  hell  to  fold 
The  rottenness  of  eighty  years  in  gold. 

XI. 
So  mix  his  body  with  the  dust !     It  might 

Return  to  what  it  must  far  sooner,  were 
The  natural  compound  left  alone  to  fight 

Its  way  back  into  earth,  add  fire,  and  air ; 
But  the  unnatural  balsams  mei-ely  bhght 

What  nature  made  him  at  his  birth,  as  bare 
As  the  mere  million's  base  uumummied  clay—: 
Yet  all  his  spices  but  prolong  decay. 

XU. 

He  's  dead — and  upper  earth  with  him  has  done : 

H^  's  buried ;  save  the  undertaker's  bill, 
Or  lapidary  scrawl,  the  world  is  gone 

For  him,  unless  he  left  a  German  will ; 
But  where  's  the  proctor  who  will  ask  his  son? 

In  whom  his  qualities  are  reigning  still, 
Except  that  household  virtue,  most  uncommon, 
'Of  constancy  to  a  bad  ugly  woman. 

XIII. 

**  God  save  the  king  I"    It  is  a  large  economy 

In  God  to  save  the  like ;  but  if  he  will 
Be  saving,  all  the  better ;  for  norone  am  I 

Of  those  who  think  damnation  better  still : 
I  hardly  know  too  if  riot  quite  alone  am  I 

In  this  small  hope  of  bettering  future  ill 
By  circumscribing,  with  some  slight  restrictiori. 
The  eternity  of  hell's  hot  jurisdiction. 
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XIV. 

I  know  this  is  unpopular ;  I  know 

'T  is  blasphemous ;  I  know  one  noay  be  dama'd 
For  hoping,  no  one  else  may  e^er  be  so ; 

I  know  my  catechism ;  I  know  we  are  cramm'd 
With  the  best  doctrines  tiU  we  quite  overflow ; 

I  know  that  all  save  Engkmd's  church  have  shamni'd) 
And  that  the  other  twice  two  hundred  churebes 
And  synagogues  have  made  a  dcamn*d  bad  purchase « 

XV. 

Ood  help  us  all !     Qod  help  me,  too  i  [  I  am, 
God  knows,  as  helpless  as  the  devil  can  wish, 

And  not  a  whit  more  difficult  to  danm 
Hian  is  to  bring  to  land  a  late-hooked  fish. 

Or  to  the  butcher  to  purvey  the  lamb ; 
Not  that  I  'm  fit  for  such  a  noble  dish 

As  one  day  will  be  that  immortal  fry 

Of  almost  every  body  bom  to  die, 

r 

xvt 

Saint  Peter  sat  by  the  celestial  gate, 

And  nodded  o'er  his  keys :  when  lo !  there  cane 

A  wondrous  noise  he  had  not  heard  of  late-^ 

A  rushing  sound  of  wind,  and  stream,  and  flame ; 

In  short,  a  roar  of  things  extremely  great, 

Which  would  have  made  aught  save  a  saint  exclaim ; 

But  he,  with  first  a  start  and  then  a  wink. 

Said,  *'  There  's  another  star  gone  oul,  I  think  P" 

XVBU 

But  ere  he  could  return  to  his  repose, 
A  cherub  flapped  his  right  wing  o'er  his  e]^es— *' 

At  which  Saint  Peter  yawn'd,  and  rubb'd  his  nose ; 
^'  Saint  porter,"  said  the  angel,  *^^  prithee  rise  I " 

Waving  a  goodly  wing,  which  glow'd,  as  gk>ws 
An  earthly  peacock's  tail,  with  heavenly  dyes ; 

To  which  the  saint  replied,  '*  Well,  what 's  the  mattei  ? 

Is  Lucifer  come  back  with  all  this  clatter  ?  " 

XVIIL 

''  No,"  quoth  the  cherub ;  ''  George  tbe  Third  is  ds^d/* 
*'And  who  »  George  tbe  Third?"  replied  the  apostle ;. 

''Whal  George?  what  Third?  ''-^'*  The  King  of  England,"  said 
The  angel.     ''Well !  he  won't  find  kings  to  ^ostfe 

Him  on  bis  way ;.  but  does  he  wear  his  head  ? 
Because  the  last  we  saw  here  had  a  tussle. 

And  ne'er  would  have  got  into  Heaven's  good  graces^ 

Had  he  not  flung  his  head  in  all  our  £atces. 
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XIX. 

'*  He  was,  if  I  remember,  King  of  France: 
That  head  of  his,  which  could  not  keep  a  crown 

On  earth,  yet  ventured  in  my  face  to  advance 
A  claim  to  those  of  martyrs — ^like  my  own : 

If  I  had  had  my  sword,  as  I  had  once 
When  I  cut  ears  off,  I  had  cut  him  down ; 

But  havmg  but  my  Jceys,  and  not  my  brand, 

I  only  knodL^d  his  head  from  put  his  hand. 

XX. 

'*  And  then  he  set  up  such  a  headless  howl, 

That  all  the  saints  came  out  and  took  him  in ; 
And  there  he  sits  by  Saint  Paul,  cheek  by  jowl ; 

That  fellow,  Paul — the  parvenu!    The  skin 
Of  Saint  Bartholomew,  which  makes  his  cowl 

In  heaven,  and  upon  earth  redeemed  his  sin. 
So  as  to  make  a  martyr,  never  sped 
Better  than  did  this  weak  and  wooden  head. 

XXI. 

*'  But  had  it  come  up  here  upon  its  shoulders, 

There  would  have  been  a  different  tale  to  tell : 
The  fellow-feeling  in  the  saint  beholders 

Seems  to  have  acted  on  them  like  a  spell. 
And  so  this  very  foolish  head  Heaven  solders 

Back  on  its  trunk  :  it  may  be  very  well, 
And  seems  the  custom  here  to  overthrow 
Whatever  has  been  wisely  done  below.'' 

XXII. 

The  angel  answered,  ^*  Peter !  do  not  pout ; 

The  king  who  comes  has  head  and  all  entire. 
And  never  knew  much  what  it  was  about —  | 

He  did  as  doth  the  puppet — by  its  wire. 
And  will  be  judged  like  all  the  rest,  no  doubt ; 

My  business  and  your  own  is  not  to  inquire 
Into  such  matters,  but  to  mind  our  cue — 
Which  is,  to  act  as  we  are  bid  to  do." 

XXIII. 

While  thus  they  spake,  the  angelic  caravan, 

Arriving  like  a  rush  of  mighty  wind. 
Cleaving  the  fields  of  space* as  doth  the  swan, 

Some  silver  stream  (say  Ganges,  Nile,  or  Ind, 
Or  Thames,  or  Tweed),  and  'midst  them  an  old  man 

With  an  old  soul,  and  both  extremely  blind', 
Halted  before  the  gate,  and  in  his  shroud 
Seated  their  fellow-traveller  on  a  cloud. 

IV.  30 
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XXIV. 

But  bringing  up  the  rear  of  this  bright  hoit, 

A  spirit  of  a  different  aspect  waved 
His  wings,  like  thunder  clouds  above  some  eoast 

Whose  barren  beach  with  freifueat  wrecks  is  paved  i 
His  brow  was  like  the  deep  when  tempest-tost ; 

Fierce  and  unfathomable  thou^its  engraved 
Etomal  wrath  on  his  immortal  face, 
And  where  he  gazed  a  gloom  pervaded  space* 

XXV. 

As  he  drew  near,  he  gazed  upon  the  gate, 
Ne'er  to  be  entered  more  by  him  or  sin, 

With  such  a  glance  of  supernatural  hate. 
As  made  Saint  Peter  wish  himself  within  ; 

He  potter'd  with  his  keys  at  a  great  rate. 
And  sweated  through  his  apostolic  skin : 

Of  course  his  perspiration  was  but  ichor, 

Or  some  such  other  spiritual  liquor. 

XXVL 

The  very  cherubs  huddllsd  all  together, 
Like  birds,  when  soars  the  falcon  ;  and  they  felt 

A  tinglinfi^  to  the  tip  of  every  feather. 
And  form'd  a  circle,  like  Orients  belt, 

Around  their  poor  old  charge,  who  scarce  knew  whithw 
His  guards  had  led  him,  though  they  gently  dealt 

With  royal  manes  (for,  by  many  stories. 

And  true,  we  learn  the  angels  all  are  toriesj. 

XXVII. 

As  things  were  in  this  posture,  the  gate  flew 

Asunder,  and  the  flashing  of  its  hinges 
Flung  over  space  an  universal  hue 

Of  many-colour'd  flame,  until  its  tinges 
Reached  even  our  speck  of  earth,  and  made  a  new 

Aurora  boreaUs  spread  its  fringes 
O'er  the  North  Pole ;  the  same  seen,  when  ice-bound. 
By  Captain  Parry's  crews,  in  *^  Melville's  Sound." 

XXVIII. 

And  from  the  gate  thrown  open  issued  beaming 

A  beantiful  and  mighty  thing  of  light. 
Radiant  with  glory  like  a  banner  streaming 

Victorious  from  some  world-o'erthrowing  fight : 
My  poor  comparisons  must  needs  be  teeming 

With  earthly  likenesses,  for  here  the  night 
Of  clay  obscures  our  best  conceptions,  saving 
Johanna  Southcote,  or  Bob  Southey  raving. 
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XXIX. 

*T  was  the  archangel  Michael :  all  men  know 

The  make  of  angels  and  archangels,  since 
There  's  scarce  a  scribbler  has  not  one  to  show, 

From  the  fiends'  leader  to  the  angds'  prince* 
There  also  are  some  altar-pieces,  thouf[^ 

I  really  can't  say  that  they  mnch  e?ince 
One's  inner  notions  of  inunortal  spirits ; 
But  let  the  connoisseurs  explain  their  merits. 

XXX. 

Michael  flew  forth  in  glory  and  in  good ; 

A  goodly  work  of  him  from  whom  all  gk>ry 
And  good  arise  :  the  portal  pass'd — he  stood ; 

Before  him  the  young  cherubs  and  saint  hoary 
(I  say  ycung^  begging  to  be  understood 

By  looks,  not  years ;  and  should  be  very  sorry 
To  state  they  were  not  older  than  Saint  Peter, 
But  merely  that  they  seem'd  a  little  sweeter). 

XXXI. 

The  cherubs  and  the  saint  bow'd  down  before 

That  arch-angelic  hierarch,  the  first 
Of  essences  angelical,  who  wore 

The  aspect  of  a  god  ;  but  this  ne'er  nursed 
Pride  in  his  heavenly  bosom,  in  whose  core 

No  thought,  save  for  his  Maker's  service,  durst 
Intrude,  however  glorified  and  hi^ ; 
He  knew  him  but  the  viceroy  of  the  sky. 

XXXU. 

He  and  the  sombre  silent  spirit  met — 

They  knew  each  other  both  for  good  and  ill ; 
Such  was  their  power  that  neither  could  forget 

His  former  friend  and  future  foe,  but  still 
There  was  a  high,  immortal,  proud  regret 

In  either's  eye,  as  if 't  were  less  t)ieir  will 
Than  destiny  to  make  the  eternal  years 
Their  date  of  war,  and  their  ehamp  clo$  the  spheres. 

XXXIHv 

But  here  they  were  in  neutral  space :  we  know 

From  Job,  that  Sathan  hath  the  power  to  pay 
A  heavenly  visit  thrice  a  year  or  so ; 

And  that  "the^sons  of  God,"  like  those  of  clay. 
Must  keep  him  company ;  and  we  might  show. 

From  the  same  book,  in  how  polite  a  way 
The  dialogue  is  held  between  the  powers 
Of  good  and  evil — but 't  would  take  up  hours. 

80* 
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XXXIV. 

And  this  is  not  a  theologic  tract. 

To  prove  with  Hebrew  and  with  Arable 
If  Job  be  allegory  or  a  fact^ 

But  a  true  narratire ;  and  thus  I  pick 
From  out  the  whole  bat  such  and  such-  an  act 

As  sets  aside  the  slightest  thought  of  trick. 
T  is  every  tittle  true,  beyond  suspicion, 
And  accurate  as  any  other  Vision. 

XXXV. 

The  spirits  were  in  neutral  space,  before 
The  gate  of  heaven ;  like  eastern  thresholds  is 

The  place  where  death's  grand  cause  is  argued  o'er, 
And  souls  dispatched  to  that  world  or  to  this ; 

And  therefore  Michael  and  the  other  wore 
A  civil  aspect ;  though  they  did  not  kiss^ 

Yet  still  between  his  Darkness  and  his  Brightness 

There  passed  a  mutual  glance  of  great  politeness. 

XXXVI. 

The  archangel  bow*d,  not  like  a  modern  beau, 

But  with  a  graceful  Oriental  bend, 
Pressing  one  radiant  arm  just  where  below 

The  heart  in  good  men  b  supposed  to  tend. 
He  tum'd  as  to  an  equal,  not  too  low,  « 

But  kindly ;  Sathan  met  his  ancient  friend 
With  more  hauteur,  as  might  an  old  Castilian 
Poor  noble  meet  a  mushroom  rich  civilian. 

XXXVII. 

He  merely  bent  his  diabolic  brow 
An  instant ;  and  then,  raising  it,  he  stood 

In  act  to  assert  his  right  or  wrong,  and  show 

Cause  why  King  George  by  no  means  could  or  should 

Make  out  a  case  to  be  exempt  from  woe 
Eternal,  more  than  other  kings  endued 

With  better  sense  and  hearts,  whom  history  mentions. 

Who  long  have  ''paved  hell  with  their  good  intentions." 

XXXVIII. 

Michael  began :  ''  What  wouldst  thou  with  this  man. 
Now  dead,  and  brought  before  the  Lord  ?    What  ill 

Hath  he  wrought  since  his  mortal  race  began, 

That  thou  canst  claim  him?     Speak,  and  iib  thy  will, 

K  it  be  just :  if  in  this  earthly  span 
He  hath  been  greatly  failing  to  fulfil 

His  duties  as  a  king  and  mortal,  say, 

And  he  is  thine ;  if  not,  let  him  have  way." 
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XXXIX. 

**  Michael !"  replied  the  Prmce  of  Air,  <*  even  here, 

Before  the  gate  of  Him  thou  seryest,  must 
I  claim  my  subject ;  and  will  make  appear 

That  as  he  was  my  worshipper  in  dust, 
So  shall  he  be  in  spirit  although  dear 

To  thee  and  thine,  because  nor  wine  nor  lust 
Were  of  his  weaknesses !  yet  on  the  throne 
He  reign'd  o'er  millions  to  serve  me  alone. 

XL. 

^'Look  to  cur  earth,  or  rather  rt&ne;  it  was 

Onee,  more  thy  master's :  but  I  triumph  not 
In  this  poor  planet's  conquest,  nor,  alas .' 
(    Need  be  thou  seryest  enyy  me  my  lot : 
With  all  the  myriads  of  bright  worlds  which  pass 

In  worship  round  him,  ,he  may  haye  forgot ' 
Yon  weak  creation  of  such  paltry  things  : 
I  think  few  worth  damnation  save  their  kings. 

XLI. 

*'  And  these  but  as  a  kind  of  quit-rent,  to 

Assert  my  right  as  lord ;  and  eyen  had  - 
I  such  an  inclination,  't  were  (as  you 

Well  know)  superfluous ;  they  are  grown  so  bad, 
That  hell  has  nothing  better  left  to  do 

Than  leaye  them  to  themselves :  so  much  more  mad 
And  evil  be  their  own  internal  curse, 
Heaven  cannot  make  them  better,  nor  1  worse. 


'^ 


XLII. 

*'  Look  to  the  earth,  I  ssdd,  and  say  ^again ; 

When  this  old,  blind;  mad,  helpless,  weak,  poor  worm 
Began  in  youth's  first  bloom  and  flush  to  reign, 

The  world  and  he  both  wore  a  different  form, 
And  much  of  earth  and  all  the  watery  plain 

Of  ocean  call'd  him  king  :  through  many  a  storm 
His  isles  had  floated' on  the  abyss  of  time ; 
For  the  rough  virtues  chose  them  for  their  clime. 

XLIII. 

*' He  came  to  his  sceptre,  young  ;  he  leaves  it,  old: 
Look  to  the  state  in  which  he  found  his  realm, 

And  left  it ;  and  his  annals,  too,  behold. 
How  to  a  minion  first  he  gave  the  helm ; 

How  grew  upon  his  heart  a  thirst  for  gold, 
The  beggar's  vice,  which  can  but  overwhelm 

The  meanest  hearts  ;  and,  for  the  rest,  but  glance 

Thine  eye  along  America  and  France  / 
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XLIY. 

«( *T  is  true,  he  was  a  tool  from  first  to  bal 
(I  have  the  workmen  safe) ;  but  as  a  tool 

So  let  him  be  consmned  I     From  out  the  past 
Of  ages,  since  mankind  have  known  the  rule 

Of  monarchs — ^firom  the  bloody  rolls  aoiass'd 
Of  sin  and  slaughter — from  the  C«sar*s  school. 

Take  the  worst  pupil,  and  produce  a  reign 

More  drench'd  with  gore,  more  cumbered  witk  the  slaia! 

XUV. 

'*  He  ever  warr'd  with  freedom  and  the.  free  ! 

Nations  as  men,  home  sublets,  foreign  foes, 
So  that  they  utter'd  the  word  *  Liberty !' 

Found  George  the  Third  their  first  opponent.    Whose 
History  was  ever  stain'd  as  hi&wiU  be 

With  national  and  individual  wx>es? 
I  grant  his  household  abstinence ;  I  grant 
His  neutral  virtues,  which  most  monarchs  want ; 

XLVI. 

'^  I  know  he  was  a  constant  consort ;  own 
He  was  a  decent  sire,  and  middlings  lord. 

All  this  is  much,  and  most  upon  a  throne ; 
As  temperance,  if  at  Apicius*  board, 

Is  more  than  at  an  anchorite's  supper  shown^ 
I  grant  him  all  the  kindest  can  afford  ^ 

And  this  was  well  for  him,  but  not  for  those 

Millions  who  found  him  what  oppression  chose. 

XLVII. 

*'The  new  world  shook  him  off;  the  old  yet  groans 
Beneath  what  he  and  his  prepared,  if  not 

Completed :  he  leaves  heirs  on  many  thrones 
To  all  his  vices,  without  what  begot 

Compassion  for  him — ^his  tame  virtues;  drones 
Wlio  sleep,  or  despots  who  have  now  forgot 

A  lesson  which  shall  be  re-taught  them,  wake 

Upon  the  throne  of  earth ;  but  let  them  quake ! 

XLVin. 

'^  Five  millions  of  the  primitive,  who  hold 
The  faith  which  makes  ye  great  on  earth,  implored 

A  pari  of  that  vast  all  they  held  of  old, — 
Freedom  to  worship — not  alone  your  Lord, 

Michael,  but  you,  and  you,  Saint  Peter  !     Cold 
Must  be  your  souls,  if  yon  have  not  abhorr'd 

The  foe  to  catholic  participation 

In  all  the  Hcense  of  a  christian  nation. 
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XLIX. 

'*  True  !  he  allow'd  tbem  to  pray  Ood;  but,  as 

A  consequence  of  prajer,  refused  the  law 
Which  would  have  placed  them  upon  the  same  base 

With  those  who  did  not  hold  the  saints  in  awe.*' 
But  here  Saint  Peter  started  from  his  place, 

And  cried,  '^  You  may  the  prisoner  withdraw ; 
Ere  Heaven  shall  ope  her  portals  to  this  Guelf, 
While  I  am  g^ard,  may  I  be  damn'd  myself  I 

L. 

*^  Sooner  will  I  witb  Cerberus  exchange 

My  office  (and  As*  is  no  sinecure) 
Than  see  this  royal  Bedlam  bigot  range 

The  azure  fields  of  hesrven,  of  that  be  sure  !" 
^*  Saint !"  replif^d  Sathan,  '*  you  do  well  to  avenge 

The  wrongs  he  made  your  satellites  eBda^e ; 
And  if  to  this  exchange  yon  should  be  given, 
I  'U  try  to  coax  our  Cerberus  up  to  heaven." 

LI. 

Here  Michael  interposed :  '<  Good  saint !  and  devil ! 

P^ay,  not  so  fast ;  yon  both  out-ran  discretion. 
Saint  Peter  !  you  were  wont  to  be  more  civil : 

Sathan !  excuse  this  warmth  of  his  expressien, 
And  condescension  to  the  vulgaris  level : 

E'en  saints  sometimes  forget  themselves  in  sesston. 
Have  you  got  more  to  say  ?" — **  No  I" — "  If  you  pWase, 
I  *11  trouble  you  to  call  your  witnesses.'* 

UL 

Then  Sathan  tum'd  and  waved  his  swarthy  hand, 

Which  stirr'd  with  its  electric  qualities 
Clouds  farther  off  than  we  can  understandy 

Although  we  find  him  sometimes  in  our  skiea; 
Infernal  thunder  shook  both  sea  and  bud 

In  all  the  planets,  and  hell's  batteries^ 
Let  off  the  artillery,  which  Mihon  mentions 
As  one  of  Sathan's  most  sublime  inventioila. 

LHI. 

This  was  a  signal  unto  such  damned  souls 

As  have  the  privilege  of  their  damnation 
Extended  far  beyond  the  mere  controls 

Of  worlds  past,  present,  or  to  come ;  no  station 
Is  theirs  particularly  in  the  rolls 

Of  hell  assigned ;  but  where  their  inclinatioB 
Or  business  carries  them  in  search  of  ganafi) 
They  may  range  freely — being  damnM  the  same. 
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LIV. 

They  are  proud  of  this — as  very  well  they  may, 
It  being  a  sort  of  knighthood,  or  gilt  key 

Stack  in  their  loins;  or  like  to  an  entr^ 
Up  the  hack  stairs,  or  such  freennasonry  : 

1  borrow  my  comparisons  from  clay, 

Being  clay  myself.     Let  not  those  spirits  be 

Offended  with  such  base  low  likenesses ; 

We  know  their  posts  are  nobler  far  than  these. 

LV. 

4\When  the  great  signal  ran  from  heaven  to  hell, — 
About  ten  million  times  the  distance  reckoned 

From  our  sun  to  its  earth,  as  we  can  tell 

How  much  time  it  takes  up,  even  to  a  second, 

For  every  ray  that  travels  to  dispel 
The  fogs  of  London ;  through  which,  dimly  beacon'd. 

The  weathercocks  are  gilt,  some  thrice  a  year, 

If  that  ^e.susmner  is  not  too  severe  : —         .   , 

LVI. 

I  say  that  I  can  tell — 't  was  half  a  minute ; 

I  know  the  solar  beams  take  up  more  time 
Ere,  pack'd  up  for  their  journey,  they  begin  it ; 

But  then  their  telegN^ph  is  less  sublime. 
And  if  they  ran  a  racoj  they  would  not  win  it 

'Gainst  Sathan's  couriers  bound  for  their  own  clime. 
The  sun  takes  up  some  years  for  every  ray 
To  reach  its  goal — the  devil  not  half  a  day« 

LVII. 

Upon  the  verge  of  space,  about  the  size 
Of  half-a-crown,  a  little  speck  appeared 

(I  Ve  seen  a"  something  like  it  in  the  skies 
In  the  ^gean,  ere  a  squall) ;  it  near'd,  . 

And,  growing  bigger,  took  another  guise ; 
Like  an  aerial  ship  h  tacked,  and  steer'd, 

Or  wcu  steerM  (I  am  doubtful  of  the  grammar 

Of  the  last  phrase,  which  makes  the  stanza  stammer ; — 

LVIIL 

But  take  your  choice);  and  then  it  grew  a  cloud, 

And  so  it  was — a  cloud  of  witnesses. 
But  such  a  cloud !     No  land  e'er  saw  a  crowd 

Of  locusts  numerous  as  the  heavens  saw  these ; 
They  shadow'd  with  their  myriads  space ;  their  loud 

And  varied  cries  were  like  those  of  wild-geese 
(If  nations  may  be  liken'd.  to  a  goose), 
And  realised  the  phrase  of  "  hell  broke  loose." 
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LIX. 

Here  crashed  a  sturdy  oath  of  stout  John  Bull, 

Who  damn'd  away  his  eyes,  as  heretofore^ 
There  Paddy  brogued  *'  by  Jasus !" — "  What's  your  wull?" 

The  temperate  Scot  exclaimed  :  the  French  ghost  swore 
tn  certain  terms  I  shan't  translate  in  full, 

As  the  first  coachman  will ;  and  'midst  the  war 
The  voice  of  Jonathan  was  heard  to  express, 
*'  Our  president  is  going  to  war,  I  guess." 

LX. 

Besi.des,  there  v^ere  the  Spaniard,  Dutch,  and  Dane  ; 

In  short,  an  universal  shoal  of  shades 
From  Otaheite's  Isle  to  Salisbury  Plain, 

Of  all  climes  and  professions,  years  and  trades. 
Ready  to  swear  against  the  good  king's  reign, 

Bitter  as  clubs  in  cards  are  against  spades  -. 
All  summoned  by  this  grand  *^  subpoena,"  to 
Try  if  kings  may  n't  be  damn'd,  lUce  me  or  you. 

LXL 

When  Michael  saw  this  host,  he  first  grew  pale. 

As  angels  can ;  next,  like  Italian  twilight, 
He  turn'd  all  colours — as  a  peacock's  tail, 

Or  sunset  streaming  through  a  gothic  skylight 
In  some  old  abbey,  or  a  trout  not  stale, 

Or  distant  lightning  on  the  horizon  by  night,. 
Or  a  fresh  rainbow,  or  a  grand  review 
Of  thirty  regiments  in  red,. green,  and  blue. 

LXII. 

Then  he  address'd  himself  to  Sathan  :  *'  Why — 
My  good  old  fiiend,  for. such  I  deem  you,  though 

Our  different  parties  make  us  fight  so  shy, 
I  ne'er  mistake  you  for  a  persoruU  foe ; 

Our  difference  is  potitical^  and  I 
Trust  that,  whatever  may  occur  below. 

You  know  my  great  respect  for  you ;  and  this 

Makes  me  regret  whate'er  you  do  amiss. 

LXIII. 

''  Why,  my  dear  Lucifer,  would  you  abuse 

My  call  for  witnesses  ?    I  did  not  mean 
That  you  should  half  of  earth  and  hell  produce, 

'T  is  even  superfluous,  since  two  honest,  clean, 
True  testimonies  are  enough  :  we  lose 

Our  time,  nay,  our  eternity,  between 
The  accusation  and  defence  .*  if  we 
Hear  both,  't  will  stretch  our  immortality.'' 
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LXiV. 

Sathan  replied,  <'  To  me  the  matter  is 
Indifferent,  in  a  personal  point  of  yiew  : 

I  can  hare  &!tj  better  souls  than  this 
With  far  less  trouble  than  we  have  gone  through 

Already ;  and  I  merely  argued  his 
Late  Majesty  of  Britain^s  case  with  you 

Upon  a  point  of  form  :  you  may  dispose 

Of  him;  I  Ve  kings  enough  below,  Ood  knows!" 

LXV. 

Thus  spoke  the  demon  (late  call'd  ''  muli^faced" 
By  multOHScribbling  Southey).     *'  Then  we  'U  call 

One  or  two  persons  of  the  myriads  placed 
Around  our  congress,  and  dispense  with  all 

The  rest,"  quoth  Michael :  '*  Who  m<iy  be  so  graced 
As  to  speak  first  ?  there  's  choice  enongh-^who  shell 

It  be?"    Then  Sathan  answerM,  **  There  are  many  ; 

But  you  may  chuse  Jack  Wilkes  as  well  as  any." 

LXVL 

A  meny,  cock-eyed,  curious  looking  sprite 
Upon  the  instant  started  from  the  throng, 

Dress'd  in  a  fashion  now  forgotten  quite ; 
For  all  the  fashions  of  the  flesh  stick  long 

By  people  in  the  next  world ;  where  unite 
All  the  costumes  since  Adam*8  right  or  wrong. 

From  Eye*s  fig-leaf  down  to  the  petticoat, 

Almost  as  scanty,  of  day  less  remote. 

LXVIL 

The  spirit  looked  around  upon  the  crowds 
Assembled,  and  exclaimM,  **  My  friends  of  sU 

The  spheres,  we  shall  catch  cold  amongst  these  dottds ; 
So  let  *s  to  business  :  why  this  general  caH  ? 

If  those  are  freeholders  I  see  in  shrouds. 
And  't  is  for  an  election  that  they  bawl, 

Behold  a  candidate  with  untnm^dHsoat  I 

Saint  Peter,  may  I  count  upon  your  vote  7" 

Lxvm. 

"  Sir,"  replied  Michael,  **  you  mistake  :  these  things 

Are  of  a  former  life,  and  what  we  do 
Above  is  more  august ;  to  judge  of  kings 

Is  the  tribunal  met ;  so  now  you  know." 
**  Then  /  presume  those  gentlemen  with  wings," 

Said  Wilkes,  ''  are  cherubs;  and  thcit  so«it below 
Looks  much  like  George  the  Third ;  but  to  my  miiid 
A  good  deal  older — Bless  me !  is  he  blind  ?** 
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LXIX. 


**  He  is  what  you  behold  him,  and  his  doom 
Depends  upon  his  deeds,"  the  an^el  said. 

*'  If  you  haye  aught  to  arraign  in  him,  the  tomb 
Gives  license  to  the  humblest  beggar^s  head 

To  lift  itself  against  the  loftiest."—"  Some," 
Said  Wiikes,  "  don't  wait  to  see  them  laid  in  lead, 

For  such  a  liberty— and  I,  for  one, 

Haye  told  them  what  I  thought,  beneath  the  suo." 

LXX. 

^^ Above  the  sun  repeat,  then,  what  liiou  hast 
To  urge  against  him,^*  said  the  arehangel.    ^^  Why," 

Replied  the  spirit,  **  since  old  scores  are  past, 
Must  I  turn  evidence  ?    In  faith,  not  I. 

Besides,  I  beat  him  hollow  at  the  last. 

With  all  his  Lords  and  Commons  :  in  the  sky 

I  don't  like  ripping  up  old  stories,  since 

His  conduct  was  but  natunJ  in  a  prince. 

LXXI. 

^^  Foolish,  no  doubt,  and  wicked,  to  oppress 
A  poor  unlucky  devil  without  a  shitting ; 

But  then  I  blame  the  man  himself  much  less 
Than  Bute  and  Grafton,  and  shall  be  unwilfing 

To  see  him  punish'd  here  for  their  excess. 

Since  they  were  both  damn'd  long  ago,  and  still  in' 

Their  place  below  :  for  me,  I  haye  forgiven. 

And  vote  his  'habeas  corpus"  into  heaven.". 

LXXII. 

*'  Wilkes,"  said  the  devil,  ''  I  understand  all  this  ; 

You  turn'd  to  half  a  courtier  ere  you  died. 
And  seem  to  think  it  would  not  be  amiss 

To  grow  a  whole  one  on  the  other  side 
Of  Charon's  ferry ;  you  forget  that  his 

Reign  is  concluded ;  whaCtsoe'er  betide, 
He  won't  be  sovereign  more  :  you  'ye  lost  yoos  kboor, 
For  at  the  best  he  will  but  be  your  neighbour. 

Lxxin. 

*'  However,  I  knew  what  to  tisink  of  it. 
When  I  beheld  you,  in  your  jesting  way, 

Flitting  and  whispering  round  about  the  sptt 
Where  Belial,  upo»  dnty  for  the  day, 

With  Fox's  lard  was  basting  William  Pitt, 
His  pupil;  I  knew  what  to  think,  I  say  : 

That  fellow  even  in  heU  breeds  farther  itts ; 

I  '11  have  him^ui^^ii — 't  was  one  of  hb  own  bilbr. 
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LXXIY. 

''  Call  Joniosr'  .  From  the  crowd  a  shadow  stalk'd, 
And  at  the  name  there  was  a  general  sqneese 

So  that  tike  very  ghosts  no  longer  walk'd 
In  comfort,  at  their  own  aerial  ease, 

Bat  were  all  ranmi*d,  and  jamm'd  (bat  to  be  balk*d, 
As  we  shall  see),  and  jostled  hands  and  knees, 

Like  wind  con^ress^d  and  pent  within  a  bladder, 

Or  like  a  human  cholic,  which  is  sadder. 

LXXV. 

TTie  shadow  came !  a  tafl,  thin,  gray-hair'd  figure. 
That  look'd  as  it  had  been  a  shade  on  earth ; 

Quick  in  its  motions,  with  an  air  of  vigour. 
But  nought  to  mark  its  breeding  or  its  birdi : 

Now  it  wax'd  little,  then  again  grew  bi^er. 
With  now  an  air  of  gloom,  or  savage  mirth ; 

But  as  you  gazed  upon  its  features,  they 

Changed  every  instant — ^to  what,  none  could  say^ 

LXXVI. 

The  more  intently  the  ghosts  gazed,  the  less 
Could  they  distinguish  whose  the  features  %vere ; 

The  devil  hunself  seem'd  puzzled  even  to  guess ; 
They  varied  like  a  dream — ^now  here,  now  there ; 

And  several  people  swore  from  out  the  press. 
They  knew  him  perfectly  ;  and  one  could  swear 

He  was  his  father ;  upon  which  another 

Was  sure  he  was  his  mother's  cousin's  brother ; 

Lxxvn. 

Another,  that  he  was  a  duke,  or  knight, 

An  orator,  a  lawyer,  or  a  priest, 
A  nabob,  a  man-midwife ;  bat  the  wight 

Mysterious  changed  his  countenance  at  least 
As  oft  as  they  their  minds  :  though  in  full  sight 

He  stood,  the  puzzle  oidy  was  increased ; 
The  man  was  a  phantasmagoria  in 
Himself — he  was  so  volatile  and  thin ! 

Lxxym. 

The  moment  that  you  had  pronounced  him  one^ 
Presto !  his  face  changed,  and  he  was  another ; 

And  when  that  change  was  hardly  well  put  on, 
It  varied,  till  I  don't  think  his  own  mother 

(If  that  he  had  a  mother)  would  her  son 
Have  known,  he  shifted  so  from  one  to  t'  other, 

Till  guessing,  from  a  pleasure,  grew  a  task, 

At  this  epistolary  '^  iron  mask.*' 
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LXXIX. 

For  sometimes  he  like  Gerberns  would  seem — 

*^  Three  ^ntlemen  at  once-'  (as  sagely  says 
Qood  Mrs.  Malaprop) ;  then  you  might  deem 

That  he  was  not  even  one;  now  many  rays 
Were  flashing  round  him ;  and  now  a  thick  steam 

Hid  him  from  sight — ^like  fogs  on  London  days  : 
Now  Burke,  now  Tooke,  he  g^w  to  people's  fancies^ 
And  certes  often  like  Sir  Philip  Francis. 

LXXX. 

I  Ve  an  hypothesis — *t  is  quite  my  own ; 

I  nerer  let  it  out  till  now,  for  fear 
Of  ^oiog  people  harm  about  the  throne, 

And  injuring  some  minister  or  peer, 
On  whom  the  stigma  might  perhaps  be  blown ; 

It  is — iuy  gentle  public,  lend  thine  ear ! 
*T  is,  that  what  Junius  we  are  wont  to  call, 
Was  fva%,  truljf,  nobody  at  all. 

LXXXL 

I  don't  see  wherefore  letters  should  not  be 

Written  without  hands,  since  we  daily  view 
Them  written  without  heads ;  and  books  we  see 

Are  fiird  as  well  without  the  latter  too : 
And  really,  till  we  fix  on  somebody 

For  certain  sure  to  claim  them  as  his  due, 
Their  author,  like  the  Niger's  mouth,  will  bother 
The  world  to  say  if  there  be  mouth  or  author. 

LXXXII. 

**And  who  and  what  art  thou?"  the  archangel  said. 

*'  For  ihaJt^  you  may  consult  my  title-page," 
Replied  this  mighty  shadow  of  a  shade  : 

*Mf  I  have  kept  my  secret  half  an  age, 
I  scarce  shall  tell  it  now." — '*  Canst  thou  upbraid," 

Continued  Michael,  ^'  George  Rex,  or  allege 
Aught  further?  "  Junius  answer'd,  *^  You  had  better 
First  ask  him  for  Ait  answer  to  my  tetter. 

Lxxxni. 

^'  My  charges  upon  record  will  outlast 

The  brass  of  both  his  epitaph  and  tomb." 
**Repent'st  thou  not,"  said  Michael,  **of  some  past 

Exaggeration  ?  something  which  may  doom 
Thyself,  if  false,  as  him  if  true'?    Thou  wast 

Too  bitter — is  it  not  so  ?  in  thy  gloom 
Of  passion  ?  "— **  Passion !"  cried  the  phantom  dim, 
"  I  loved  my  country,  and  I  hated  him. 
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LXXXIY. 

**W\aX  I  have  writtea,  1  hare  wntten:  lei 
The  rest  be  on  hb  head  or  mine  V  So  apoke 

Old  **  nominis  umbra  ;'*  and,  while  apeaking  y«C« 
Awaj  he  melted  in  eeleatial  amoke. 

Then  Sathan  said  to  Michael,  ''  Don't  forgret 
To  call  George  Waihington,  and  John  Home  Tookt, 

And  Franklin :" — ^bnt  at  thb  time  there  waa  heard 

A  cry  for  room,  though  not  a  phantom  atirr'd. 

LXXIY. 

At  IeDg;th,  with  jostling,  elbowing,  and  die  aid 

Of  cherubim  appointed  to  that  pott. 
The  denl  Asmodeus  to  the  circle  made 

Hu  way,  and  look'd  as  if  his  journey  cost 
Some  trouble.    When  his  burden  down  he  laid, 

<<What  *s  this  ?"  cried  Michael ;  «  why,  't  ia  not  a  ghost  f" 
*^  I  know  it,'*  quoth  the  incubus ;  *'  but  ha 
Shall  be  one,  if  you  leave  the  affiur  to  me* 

LXXXVI. 

* '  Confound  the  renegade !  I  have  ^ain'd 
My  left  wing,  he  's  so  beayy  ;  one  would  think 

Some  of  his  works  about  his  ueck  were  chain'd. 
But  to  the  point :  while  hovering  o'er  the  brink 

Of  Skiddaw  (where,  as  usual,  it  still  rain'd), 
1  saw  a  taper,  far  below  me,  wink. 

And,  stooping,  caught  this  fellow  at  a  libel — 

No  less  on  history  than  the  Holy  Bible. 

LXXXYII. 

*<  The  former  is  the  devil's  scripture,  and 
The  latter  yours,  good  Michael ;  so  the  affiiir 

Belongs  to  all  of  us,  you  understand. 
I  snatch'd  him  up  just  as  yon  see  him  there. 

And  brought  him  off  for  sentence  out  of  hand ; 
I  *ve  scarcely  been  ten  minutes  in  the  air — 

At  least  a  quarter  it  can  hardly  be : 

I  dare  say  that  his  wife  is  still  at  tea." 

Lxxxvra. 

Here  Sathan  said,  *<  I  know  this  man  of  old. 
And  have  expected  him  for  some  time  here  ; 

A  sillier  fellow  you  will  scarce  behold, 
Or  more  conceited  in  his  petty  sphere  : 

But  surely  it  was  not  worth  while  to  fold 
Such  trash  below  your  wing,  Asmodeus  dear  J 

We  had  the  poor  wretch  safe  (without  being  bored 

With  carriage)  coming  of  his  own  accord. 
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LXXXIX. 

'^Bat  since  he  's  here,  let 's  see  what  he  has  done." 

*'  Done !"  cries  Asmodeus,  '^  he  anticipates 
The  very  business  yoo  are  now  upon, 

And  scribbles  as  if  head^lerk  to  the  Fates. 
Who  knows  to  what  his  ribaldry  may  run, 

When  such  an  ass  as  this,  like  Balaam's,  prates !  '* 
"  Let  *s  hear,"  quoth  Michael,  ''  what  he  has  to  say  ; 
You  know  we  're  bound  to  that  in  every  way.'' 

XC. 

Now  the  bard,  glad  to  get  an  audience,  which 

By  no  means  often  was  his  case  below, 
Began  to  cough,  and  hawk,  and  hem,  and  pitch 

His  Toice  into  that  awful  note  of  woe 
To  all  unhappy  hearers  within  reach 

Of  poets  when  the  tide  of  rhyme  's  in  flow  s 
But  stuck  fast  with  his  first  hexameter. 
Not  one  of  all  whose  gouty  feet  would  stir. 

XCI. 

But  ere  the  spavin'd  dactyls  could  be  spurr*d 

Into  recitative,  in  great  dismay 
Both  cherubim  and  seraphim  were  heard 

To  murmur  budly  through  their  long  array ; 
And  Michael  rose  ere  he  could  get  a  word 

Of  all  his  founder*d  verses  under  way. 
And  cried,  *'  For  God's  sake  stop,  my  friend  !  't  were  best — 
Non  Di,  rum  homines — ^you  know  the  rest." 

xcu. 

A  general  bustle  spread  throughout  the  throng. 

Which  seem*d  to  hold  all  verse  in  detestation  -, 
The  angels  had  of  course  enough  of  song 

When  upon  service  ;  and  the  generation 
Of  ghosts  had  heard  too  much  in  life,  not  long 

Before,  to  profit  by  a  new  occasion  : 
The  monarch,  mute  till  then,  exclaim'd  '^  What!  what/ 
Pye  come  agun  ?   No  more — ^no  more  of  that  J" 

XCUI. 

The  tumult  grew,  an  universal  cough 

Convulsed  the  skies,  as  during  a  debate. 
When  Castlereagh  has  been  up  long  enough 

(Before  he  was  first  minister  of  state, 
I  mean — ^the  slaves  hearntnv);  some  cried  ''  off,  off,** 

As  at  a  farce ;  tiU,  grown  quite  desperate. 
The  bard  Saint  Peter  pray'd  to  interpose 
(Himself  an  author)  only  for  his  prose. 
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XCIV. 

The  yarlet  was  not  an  iil-favonr'd  knave ; 

A  good  deal  like  a  mltore  in  the  £ice, 
^th  a  hook  nose  and  a  hawk's  eye,  which  gave 

A  smart  and  sharper  looking  sort  of  grace 
To  his  whole  aspect,  which,  though  rattier  grare, 

Was  hy  no  means  so  ogly  as  his  case ; 
Bat  that  indeed  was  hopeless  as  can  be. 
Quite  a  poetic  felony  de  se, 

xcv. 

Then  Michael  blew  his  trump,  and  still'd  the  noise 
With  one  still  greater,  as  is  yet  the  mode 

On  earth  besides ;  except  some  grumbling  voice, 
Which  now  and  then  will  make  a  slight  inroad 

Upon  decorous  silence,  few  will  twice 
Lift  up  their  lungs  when  fairly  overcrowed  ; 

And  now  the  bard  could  plead  Ins  own  bad  cause, 

With  all  the  attitudes  of  self-applause. 

XCVI. 

He  said — (I  only  give  the  heads) — ^he  said. 
He  meant  no  harm  in  scribbling ;  *t  was  his  way 

Upon  all  topics ;  't  was,  besides,  his  bread, 
Of  which  he  butter'd  both  sides ;  *t  would  delay 

Too  long  the  assembly  (he  was  pleased  to  dread), 
And  take  up  rather  more  time  than  a  day, 

To  name  his  works — ^he  would  but  cite  a  few — 

Wat  Tyler — ^rhymes  on  Blenheim — ^Waterloo. 

xcvn. 

He  M  written  praises  of  a  regicide ; 

He  'd  written  praises  of  all  kings  whatever , 
He  *d  written  for  republics,  far  and  wide. 

And  then  against  them,  bitterer  than  ever; 
For  pantisocracy  he  once  had  cried 

Aloud,  a  scheme  less  moral  than  *t  was  clever ; 
Then  grew  a  hearty  anti-jacobin — 
Had  tum'd  his  coat — and  would  have  turn'd  his  skin. 

XCVIII. 

He  *d  sung  against  all  battles,  and  again 
In  their  high  praise  and  glory ;  he  had  callM 

Reviewing'  ''the  ungentle  craft,'*  and  then 
Become  as  base  a  critic  as  e'er  crawPd — 

Fed,  paid,  and  pamper'd  by  the  very  men 

By  whom  his  muse  and  morals  had  been  mauVd : 

He  M  written  much  blank  verse,  and  blanker  prose, 

And  more  of  both  than  any  body  knows. 
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XCIX. 

He  *d  written  Wesley*s  life  : — here,  turning  round 

To  Sathan,  ^^  Sir,  I  *m  ready  to  write  yours, 
In  two  octavo  voloipes,  nicely  bound, 

With  notes  and  prefiue,  all  that  most  allures 
The  pious  purchaser ;  and  there  *s  no  ground' 

For  fear,  for  I  can  chuse  my  own  reviewers  i 
So  let  me  liave  the  proper  documents. 
That  I  may  add  you  to  my  other  s^dnts*** 

Sathan  bowM,  and  was  silent.     <<  Well,  if  you, 

With  amiable  modesty,  decline 
My  offer,  what  says  Michael  ?    There  are  few 

Whose  memoirs  could  be  rendered  mOre  divine. 
Mine  is  a  pen  of  all  work  ;  not  so  new 

As  it  was  once,  but  I  would  make  you  shine  ^ 

Like  your  own  trumpet ;  by  the  way,  my  own 
Has  more  of  brass  in  it,  and  is  as  well  blown. 

CI. 

'<  But  talking  about  trumpets,  here  "s  my  Vision ! 

Now  you  shall  judge,  all  people  ;  yes,  you  shall 
Judge  with  my  judgment !  and  by  my  decision 

Be  guided  who  shall  enter  beaten  Or  fall .' 
I  settle  all  these  things  by  intuition. 

Times  present,  past,  to  come,  heaven,  hell,  and  all. 
Like  King  Alphon^K) !  '  When  I  thus  see  double,' 
I  save  the  deity  some  worlds  of  trouble." 

Cif; 

He  ceased,  and  drew  forth  an  MS. ;  and  no 

Persuasion  on  the  part  of  devils,  or  saints. 
Or  angels,  now  could  stop  the  torrent ;  so 

He  read  the  first  three  lines  of  the  contents  t 
But  at  the  fourth,  the  whole  spiritual  show 

Had  vanished  with  variety  of  scents, 
Ainbrosj^l  and  sulphureous,  as  they  sprang. 
Like  lightning,  off  from  his,  ''  melodious  twang. '' ' 

CIIL 

Those  grand  heroics  acted  as  a  spell ; 

The  angels  stopped  their  ears  and  plied  their  piniomi ; 
The  devils  ran  howling,  deafen'd  down  to  hell ; 

The  ghosts  fled,  gibbering,  for  their  own  dominions 
(For  't  is  not  yet  decided  where  they  dwell. 

And  I  leave  every  man  to  his  opinions)  ; 
Michael  took  refuge  in  his  trump — but,  lo  ! 
His  teeth  were  set  on  edge, — he  could  not  blow  ! 

tv.  SI 
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» 
CIV. 

Saint  Peter,  wbo  hai  hitherto  heen  known 
For  an  impetaoos  laint,  upraised  his  keys. 

And  at  the  fifth  line  knock*d  the  poet  down ; 
Who  fell  like  Phaeton,  hot  more  at  ease. 

Into  his  lake,  for  there  he  did  not  drown, 
A  different  web  bebg  bj  the  destinies 

Woven  for  the  buireate's  fiiud  wreath,  whene'er 

Reform  shall  happen  either  here  or  there* 

CT. 

He  first  snnk  to  the  bottom — like  hb  woiks, 
Bot  soon  rose  to  the  snr£u;e — like  himself; 

For  all  corrupted  things  are  booy*d,  like  corks,  ^ 
By  their  own  rottenness,  light  as  an  elf. 

Or  wisp  that  flits  o'er  a  morass :  he  Ivks, 
It  may  be,  still,  like  doU  books  on  a  shelly 

In  his  own  den,  to  scrawl  some  '*  life  "  or  *'  Vision," 

As  Wellborn  says — ''Uie  devil  tnrn'd  precisian.*' 

CVL 

As  for  the  rest,  to  come  to  the  condnsion 
Of  this  troe  dream,  the  telescope  is  gone 

Which  kept  my  optics  free  from  all  delusion. 
And  show'd  me  what  I  in  my  turn  have  shown : 

All  I  saw  further  in  the  last  confusion. 
Was,  that  King  George  slipp'd  into  heaven  for  one ; 

And  when  the  tumult  dwindled  to  a  calm, 

I  left  him  practising  the  hundredth  psalm. 


t 
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NOTES. 

Note  1.  Stanxa  xctu. 
Beriewiiiff  'the  ungentle  craft,*  and  then. 

See  ''Life  of  Henry  KIrke  White." 

Note  2.  Stanza  ci. 

Like  King  Alfonso  I 

King  AlfoDso,  speaking  of  the  Ptolomean  system,  said,  that  **  had  he  been  consulted 
at  the  creation  of  the  world,  he  would  have  spared  the  Maker  some  absurdities." 

Note  3.  Stanza  cii. 

Like  lightning,  off  from  his  «  melodions  twang.* 

See  Aubrey's  account  of  the  apparition  which  disappeared  **  with  a  curious  perfume 
and  a  melodious  twang ;"  or  see  the  Antiquary,  toI.  1. 

Note  4.  Stanza  ct. 

For  all  corrapted  things  are  buoy'd,  like  corks. 
By  their  own  rottenness. 

A  drowned  body  lies  at  the  bottom  till  rotten;  it  then  floats,  as  moat  people 
know. 
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LETTER 


i|Uk    l^l^llAAAW     ON 


THE  REV.  W.  L.  BOWliES^S  STRICTURES 


ON  THE  LIFE  AND  WRITINGS  OP  POPE. 


I   > 


I  *I1  play  at  BowIm  with  the  ran  and  moon. 

Old  Song. 

My  mither  *a  anM,  sir,  and  ahe  has  nth«r  forf  otten  heraell  in 
■poidLinff  to  my  Leddy,  that  canna  weel  bide  to  he  contradicUt 
(m  I  ken  naebody  likes  It,  if  they  cotdd  help  themsells). 

TALBS  or  NT  LANDLORD,  OUMorUMtW. 


LETTER. 


Rtnwtna,  February  7th,  1821. 
DEAJl  8IB, 

Iff  the  different  pamphlets  which  you  have  had  the  goodness  to  send 
me,  on  the  Pope  and  Bowles'  controversy,  I  perceive  that  my  name 
is  occasionally  introduced  hy  hoth  parties.  Mr.  Bowles  refers  more 
than  once  to  what  he  is  pleased  to  consider  '^  a  remarkable  circum- 
stance,*' not  only  in  his  letter  to  Mr.  Campbell,  but  in  his  reply  to  the 
Quarterly.  The  Quarterly  also,  and  Mr.  Gilchrist^  have  conferred  on 
me  the  dangerous  honour  of  a  quotation ;  and  Mr.  Bowles  indirectly 
makes  a  kind  of  appeal  to  me  personally,  by  saying,  '*  Lord  Byron,  if 
he  remembers  the  circumstance,  will  mitness  *' — (witness  m  itu«ic8,  an 
Ominous  character  for  a  testimony  at  present). 
ji;  I  shall  not  avail  myself  of  a  non  mi  recordo,  even  after  so  long  a 
residence  in  Italy; — I  do  '^  remember  the  circumstance*' — and  have 
no  reluctance  to  relate  it  (since  called  upon  so  to  do)  as  correctly  as 
the  distance  of  time  and  the  impression  of  intervening  events  will 
permit  me.  In  the  year  1812,  more  than  three  years  after  the  publi- 
cation of  ^*  English  Bards  and  Scotch  Reviewers,"  I  had  the  honour  of 
meeting  Mr.  Bowles  in  the  house  of  our  venerable  host  of  '*  Human 
Life,  &c.'*  the  last  Argonaut  of  classic  English  poetry,  and  the  Nestor 
of  our  inferior  race  of  living  poets.  Mr.  Bowles  calls  this  ''  soon 
after  '*  the  publication ;  but  to  me  three  years  appear  a  considerable 
segment  of  the  immortality  of  a  modern  poem.  I  recollect  nothing  of 
''the  rest  of  the  company  going  into  another  room" — nor,  though  I 
well  remember  the  topography  of  our  host*s  elegant  and  classically- 
furnished  mansion,  could  I  swear  to  the  very  room  where  the  conversa- 
tion occurred,  though  the  "  taking  damn  the  poem'*  seems  to  fix  it  in 
the  library.  Had  it  been  ''  taken  tip,"  it  would,  probably  have  been 
in  the  drawing-room.  I  presume  also  that  the  *'  remarkable  circum- 
stance" took  place  q/2er  dinner,  as  I  conceive  that  neither  Mr.  Bowles's 
politeness  nor  appetite  would  have  allowed  him  to  detain  ''  the  rest  of 
the  company  "  standing  round  their  chsurs  in  the  '*  other  room,"  while 
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we  were  diseoMing  **  the  Woods  of  Madeira,*'  instead  of  circaTatiDg  it| 
yintage.  Of  Mr.  Bowles's  '^  good-humour  '*  I  have  a  fall  and  not  un- 
grateful recollection  ;  as  also  of  his  gentlemanly  nuttmers  and  agreeable 
conversation.  I  speak  of  the  fvAofe ,  and  not  of  particulars ;  for  whether 
he  did  or  did  not  use  the  precise  words  printed  in  the  pamphlet,  I 
cannot  say,  nor  could  he  with  accuracy.  Of  '*  the  tone  of  serious- 
ness," I  certainly  recoUect  nothing  :  on  the  contrary,  I  thought  Mr. 
Bowles  rather  disposed  to  treat  the  subject  lightly ;  for  he  said  (I  have 
no  objection  to  be  contradicted. if  incorrect)  that  some  of  his  good- 
natured  friends  had  come  to  him  and  exclaimed,  ^'  Eh  !  Bowles!  how 
came  you  to  make  the  Woods  ol^Madeira^'*  &c.,  &c.,  and  that  he  had 
been  at  some  paiqs  and  puUing  down  of  the  poem  to  convince  them 
that  he  had  never  made  f  *  the  Woods ''  do  any  thing  of  the  kind.  He 
was  right,  and  /  wcu  wrong,  and  have  been  wrong  still  up  to  this 
acknowledgment ;  for  I  ought  to  have  looked  twice  before  I  wrote  that 
which  involved  an  inaccuracy  capable  of  giving  pain.  The  fstct  was, 
that  although  I  bad  f^rtainly  before  read  ''  t^e  Spirit  of  Discovery,*' 
I  took  the  quotation  from  the  Review.  But  the  mistake  was  mine,  an4 
not  the  Review* 9,  which  quoted  the  passage  correctly  enough,  I  believe. 
I  blundered — God  knows  how — into  attributing  the  tremors  of  the 
lovers  to  the  '*  Woods  of  Madeira/'  by  which  they  were  surrounded. 
And  I  hereby  do  fiilly  and  freely  declare  and  asseverate,  that  the  Woods 
did  not  tremble  to  a  kiss,  and  that  the  lovers  did.  I  quote  from 
memory — 

Akin 
Stole  oa  the  Itst'niag  tileiice,  8cc.,  ^u^. 
'  They  (the  lovers)  trembled,  even  aa  if  th^  power,  &g. 

And  if  I  had  been  aware  that  this  declaration  would  have  been  in  th^ 
smallest  degree  satisfactory  to  Mr.  Bowles,  I  should  not  have  waited 
nine  years  to  make  it,  notwithstanding  that  '^  English  Bards  and  Scotch 
Reviewers"  had  been  suppressed  some  time  previously  to  my  meeting 
him  at  Mr.  Rogers's.  Oiir  worthy  host  might  indeed  have  told  him  as 
much,  as  it  was  at  his  representation  that  I  suppressed  it.  A  new 
edition  of  that  lampoon  was  preparing  for  the  press,  when  Mr.  Rogers 
represented  to  me,  that  *•*■  I  was  now  acquainted  with  many  of  the  persons 
mentioned  in  it,  and  with  some  on  terms  of  intimacy;**  and  that  he 
knew  ^'  one  family  in  particular  to  wbom  its  suppression  would  give 
pleasure."  I  did  not  hesitate  one  moment  ^  it  was  cancelled  instantly ; 
and  it  is  no  fault  of  mine  that  it  has  ever  been  republished.  When  I  lefit 
England,  in  April,  1810,  with  no  very  violent  intentions  of  troubling  that 
country  again,  and  amidst  scenes  of  varioift  kinds  to  distract  my  atten- 
tion— almost  my  last  act,  I  believe,  was  to  sign  a  power  of  attorney,  to 
yoi^irself,  to  prevent  or  suppress  any  attempts  (of  which  several  had 
been  made  in  Ireland)  at  a  republication.  It  is  proper  that  I  should 
state,  that  the  persons  with  whom  I  was  subsequently  acquainted,  whose 
names  had  occurred  in  that  publication,  were  made  my  acquaintances 
at  their  own  desire,  or  through  the  unsought  intervention  of  others :  I 
never,  to  the  best  of  my  knowledj^,  sought  a  personal  introduction  tq 
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OD}.  Some  of  them  to  this  day  1  know  only  by  correspondence;  and 
with  one  of  those  it  was  begnn  by  myself,  in  consequence,  bowerer,  of 
a  poUte  yerbal  communication  from  a  third  person.  • 

I  have  dwelt  for  an  instant  on  these  circumstances,  because  it  has 
sometimes  been  made  a  subject  of  bitter  repro&ch  to  me,  to  have 
endeavoured  to  wppren  that  satire.  I  never  shrunk,  as  those  who 
know  me  know,  from  any  personal  consequences  which  could  be  at- 
tached ^  its  publication.  Of  its  subsequent  suppression,  as  I  possessed 
the  copyright,  I  was  the  best  judge  and  the  sole  master.  The  circum- 
stances which  occasioned  the  suppression  I  have  now  stated ;  of  the 
motives,  each  must  judge  acpordmg  to  his  candour  or  malignity.  Mr* 
Bowles  does  me  the  honour  to  talk  of  ^'  noble  mind,"  and  '*  generous 
magnanimity;"  and  all  this  because  '^the  circumstance  would  have 
been  exphuned  had  not  the  book  been  suppressed."  I  i^ee  no  ^*  nobility 
of  mind"  in  an  act  of  simple  justice  ;  and  I  hate  the  word  <<  magnam-' 
mity,'^  because  I  have  sometimes  seen  it  applied  to  the  grossest  of  im- 
postors by  the  greatest  of  fools ;  but  I  would  havf  *'  explained  the 
circumstance,"  notwithstanding  *'  the  suppression  of  the  book,"  if  Mr. 
fiowles  had  expressed  any  desire  that  I  should.  As  the  '*  gallant  Gal- 
braith"  says  to  ''  Bailie  Jarvie,"  ''  Well,  the  devil  take  the  mistakll 
and  all  that  occasioned  it."  I  have  had  as  great  and  greater  .mistakes 
made  about  me  personally  and  poetically,  once  a  month  for  these  last 
ten  years,  and  never  cared  very  much  about  correcting  one  or  the  other, 
at  least  after  the  first  eigbt-and-fprty  hours  had  gone  over  them. 

I  must  now,  however,  say  a  wprd  pr  two  about  Pope,  of  whom  you 
have  my  opinion  more  at  large  in  the  unpublished  letter  on  or  to  (for  I 
forget  which)  the  editor  of  ^'  Blackwood^s  Edinburgh  Magazine  ;"  and 
here  I  doubt  that  Mr.  Bowles  will  not  approve  of  my  sentiments. 

Although  I  regret  having  published  '*  English  Bards  and  Scotch  Re- 
viewers," the  part  which  I  regret  the  least  is  that  which  regards  Mr. 
Bowles  with  reference  to  Pope.  Whilst  I  was  writing  that  publication, 
in  1807  and  1808,  Mr.  Hobhouse  was  desirous  that  I  should  express  our 
mutual  opinion  of  Pope,  and  of  Mr.  Bovvles's  edition  pf  his  works.  As 
I  had  completed  my  outline,  and  felt  lazy,  I  requested  that  he  would  do 
so.  He^did  it.  His  fourteen  lines  on  Bowles's  Pope  are  in  the  first 
edition  of  ''  English  Bards  and  Scotch  Reviewers ; "  and  are  quite  as 
severe  and  much  more  poetical  than  my  own  in  the  second.  On  re- 
printing the  work,  as  I  put  my  name  to  it,  I  omitted  Mr.  Hobhouse*8 
lines,  and  replaced  them  with  my  own,  by  which  the  work  gained  less 
than  Mr.  Bowles.  I  have  stated  this  in  the  prefiice  to  the  second  edi- 
tion. It  is  many  years  since  I  have  read  that  poem ;  but  the  Quarterly 
Review,  Mr.  Octaviua  Gil(^ist,  and  Mr.  Bowles  himself,  have  been 
so  obliging  as  to  refresh  my  memory,  and  that  of  the  public.  I  am 
grieved  to  say,  that  in  reading  over  diose  lines,  I  repent  of  their  having 
so  far  fallen  short  of  what  I  meant  to  express  upon  the  subject  of 
Bowles's  edition  of  Pope's  Works.  Mr.  Bowles  says  that  '^  Lord 
Byron  knows  he  does  not  deserve  this  character."  I  know  no  such  thing. 
1  have  met  Mr.  Bowles  occasionally,  in  the  best  society  in  London ;  he 
appeared  to  me  an  amiable,  well-informed,  and  extremely  able  mai^. 
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I  desire  wMag  belter  tiuui  to  dine  in  company  widi  toch  a  mannered 
man  e^erj  day  in  the  week :  but  of  **  bis  character  '*  I  know  nothing 
personally ;  I  can  only  speak  to  his  manners,  and  these  hare  my  warmest 
q>probation.  But  I  never  judge  from  manners,  for  I  once  had  my 
pocket  pidced  by  the  civilest  gentleman  I  ever  met  with ;  and  one  of 
the  mildest  persons  I  ever  saw  was  Ali  Pacha.  Of  Mr.  Bowleses 
**  ekaraeter"  I  will  not  do  him  the  b^mttiee  to  judge  from  the  edition  of 
P<^e,  if  he  prepared  it  heedlessly ;  nor  die  juaHeej  should  it  be  other- 
wise, because  I  would  neither  become  a  literary  executioner,  nor  a 
personal  one*  Mr.  Bowles  the  individual,  and  Mr.  Bowles  the  editor, 
appear  the  two  most  opposite  things  imaginable ; 

And  heUfluelfoDe anUthois. 

I  won't  say  '^  vile,"  because  it  is  harsh;  nor  *'  mistaken,"  because  it 
has  two  syllables  too  many ;  but  every  one  must  fill  up  the  blank  as  he 
pleases. 

What  I  saw  of  Mr.  Bowles  increased  my  surprise  and  regret  that  he 
should  ever  have  lent  his  talents  to  such  a  task.  If  he  had  been  a  fool, 
there  would  have  been  some  excuse  for  him  ;  if  he  had  been  a  needy 
or  a  bad  man,  his  conduct  would  have  been  intelligible  ;  but  he  is  the 
opposite  of  all  these  ;  and  thinking  and  feeling  as  I  do  of  Pope,  to  me 
the  whole  thing  is  unaccountable.  However,  1  must  call  things  by  their 
right  names.  I  cannot  call  his  edition  of  Pope  a  '*  candid  "  work ;  and 
I  still  think  that  there  is  an  afifectation  of  that  quality,  not  only  in 
those  volumes,  but  in  the  pamphlets  lately  published. 


Why  yet  he  doth  deny  his  prlgoners ! 


Mr.  Bowles  says,  that  he  *'  has  seen  passages  in  his  letters  to  Martha 
Blount  which  were  never  published  by  me,  and  I  liope  never  wiU  be  by 
others ;  which  are  so  gross  as  to  imply  the  grossest  licentiousness."  Is  this 
fair  play?  It  may,  or  it  may  not  be  that  such  passages  exist ;  and  that  Pope, 
who  was  not  a  monk,  although  a  catholic,  may  have  occasionally  sinned 
in  word  and  in  deed  with  woman  in  his  youth ;  but  is  this  a  sufficient 
ground  for  such  a  sweeping  denunciation  ?  Where  is  the  mimarried 
Englishman  of  a  certain  rank  of  life,  who  (provided  he  has  not  taken 
orders)  has  not  to  reproach  himself  between  the  ages  of  sixteen  and 
thirty  with  far  more  ticentiousness  than  has  ever  yet  been  traced  to 
Pope  ?  Pope  lived  in  the  public  eye  from  his  youth  upwards ;  he  had 
all  the  dunces  of  his  own  time  for  his  enemies,  and,  I  am  sorry  to  say, 
some,  who  have  not  the  apology  of  dulness  for  detraction,  since  his 
death ;  and  yet  to  what  do  all  their  accumulated  hints  and  charges 
amount  ? — to  an  equivocal  liaison  with  Martha  Blount,  which  might  arise 
as  much  from  his  infirmities  as  from  his  passions  ;  to  a  hopeless  flirtation 
with  Lady  Mary  W.  Montagu  ;  to  a  story  of  Cibber's  ;  and  to  two  or 
three  coarse  passages  in  his  works.  Who  could  come  forth  clearer  from 
an  invidious  inquest  on  a  life  of  fifty-six  years  ?  Why  are  we  to  be 
officiously  reminded  of  such  passages  in  His  letters,  provided  that  they 
exist  ?   Is  Mr.  Bowles  aware  to  what  such  rummaging  among  <^  letters** 


>• 
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and  "  stories  "  might  lead  ?  I  hare  myself  seen  a  collection  of  letters , 
of  another  eminent,  nay,  pre-eminent,  deceased  poet,  so  abominably 
gross,  and  elaborately  coarse,  that  I  do  not  believe  that  they  could  be 
paralleled  in  our  language.  What  is  more  strange,  is,  that  some  of 
these  are  couched  as  postscripts  to  his  serious  and  sentimental  letters,  to . 
which  are  tacked  either  a  piece  of  prose,  or  some  verses,  of  the  most 
hyperbolical  indecency.  Ue  himself, says,  that  if  '^  obscenity  (using  a 
much  coarser  word)  be  the  sin  against  the  Holy  Ohost,  he  most  certainly 
cannot  be  saved."  These  letters  are  in  existence,  and  have  been  seen 
by  many  besides  myself;  but  would  his  edUor  have  been  '*  eamUd'^  in 
even  alluding  to  them  ?  Nothing  would  have  even  provoked  me^  an 
indifferent  spectator,  to  allude  to  them,  but  tins  further  attempt  at  the 
depreciation  of  Pope* 

What  should  we  say  to  an  editor  of  Addison,  who  cited  the  following 
passage  from  Walpole's  letters  to  George  Montagu?  **  Dr.  Young  has 
published  a  new  book,  &c.  Mr.  Addison  sent  for  the  young  Earl  of 
Warwick,  as  he  was  dying,  to  show  him  in  what  peace  a  christian 
could  die ;  unluckily  he  died  of  brandj/ :  nothing  makes  a  christian  die 
in  peace  like  being  maudlin !  but  don't  say  this  in  Oath,  where  you 
are."  Suppose  the  editor  introduced  it  with  this  preface :  \'  One  cir- 
cumstance is  mentioned  by  Horace  Walpole,  which,  if  true,  was  indeed 
Jlagitious.  Walpole  informs  Montagu  that  Addison  sent  for  the  young 
Earl  of  Warwick,  when  dying,  to  show  him  in  what  peace  a  christian; 
could  die;  but  unluckily  he  died  drunk,  &c.,  &c."  X^ow,  although 
there  might  occur  on  the  subsequent,  or  on  the  same  page,  a  faint 
show  of  disbelief,  seasoned  with  the  expression  of  "  the  same  candour** 
(the  same  exactly  as  throughout  the  book),  I  should  say  that  this  editor 
was  either  foolish  or  false  to  his  trust ;  such  a  story  ought  not  to  have 
been  admitted,  except  for  one  brief  mark  of  crushing  indignation,  un- 
less it  were  completely  proved.  Why  the  words  ''  if  true  ?  *'  that  "  if" 
is  not  a  peace-maker.  Why  talk  of  "Gibber's  testimony"  to  his  li- 
centiousness? to  what  does  this  amount  ?  that  Pope,  when  very  young, 
was  otnee  decoyed  by  some  nobleman  and  the  player  to  a  house  of  carnfil 
recreation.  Mr.  Bowles  was  not  always  a  clergyman;  and  when  he 
was  a  very  young  man,  was  he  never- seduced  into  as  much?  If  I 
were  in  the  humour  for  story-telling,  and  relating  little  anecdotes,  I 
could  tell  a  much  better  story  of  Mr.  Bowles  than  Gibber's,  upon  much 
better  authority,  viz.  that  of  Mr.  Bowles  himself.  It  was  not  related 
by  Aim  in  my  presence,  but  in  that  of  a  third  person,  whom  Mr.  Bowles 
names  oftener  than  once  in  the  course  of  his  replies.  This  gentleman 
related  it  to  me  as  a  humorous  and  witty  anecdote;  and  &o  it  was, 
whatever  its  other  characteristics  might  be.  But  should  I,  from  a 
youthful  frolic,  brand  Mr.  Bowles  with  a  "  libertine  sort  of  love,"  or 
with  " licentiousness?"  is  he  the  less  now  a  pious  or  a  good  man  for 
not  having  always  been  a  priest  ?  No  such  thing ;  I  am  willing  to 
believe  him  a  good  man,  almost  as  good  a  man  as  Pope,  but  no  better. 

The  truth  is,  that  in  these  days  the  grand  ^'primum  mobile**  of 
England  is  cani;  otnt  political,  cant  poetical,  cant  religious,  cant 
moral ;  but  always  cant,  multiplied  through  all  the  varieties  of  life.     It 
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is  the  ftthioD,  and  while  it  lasts  will  be  too  powerfol  for  those  who  can 
only  exist  by  taking  the  tone  of  the  time.  I  say  eant,  becanse  it  is  a 
thing  of  words,  without  the  smallest  inflnence  upon  human  actions; 
the  English  being  no  wiser,  no  better,  and  much  poorer,  and  more 
divided  amongst  themselves,  as  well  as  &r  less  moral  than  .they  were 
before  the  prevalence  of  tins  verbal  decorum.  Tins  hysterical  horror 
of  poor  Pope's  not  very  well  ascertained,  and  never  fully  proved^ 
amours  (for  even  Gibber  owns  that  he  prevented  the  somewhat  perilous 
adventure  in  which  Pope  was  embarking),  sounds  very  virtuous  in  a 
controversial  pamphlet ;  but  all  men  of  the  world  who  know  what  life 
is,  or  at  least  what  it  was  to  them  in  their  youth,  must  laugh  at  such  a 
ludicrous  foundation  of  the  charge  of  a  '^  libertine  sort  of  love  ;*'  while 
the  more  serious  will  look  upon  those  who  bring  forward  such  charges 
upon  an  insulated  &ct,  as  fanatics  or  hypocrites,  perhaps  both.  The 
two  are  sometimes  compounded  in  a  happy  mixture.  « 

Mr.  Octavius  Oilchrist  speaks  rather  irreverently  of  a  ^^  second 
tumbler  of  Aof  white  wine  negus."  What  does  he  mean  ?  Is  there  any 
harm  in  negus  ?  or  is  it  the  worse  for  being  Aol  ?  or  does  Mr.  Bowles 
drink  neg^s?  I  had  a  better  opinion  of  him.  I  hoped  that  whatever 
wine  he  drank  was  neat ;  or  at  least  that,  like  the  ordinary  in  Jonathan 
Wild,  *'  he  preferred  punch,  the  rather  as  there  was  nothing  against  it  in 
scripture."  I  should  be  sorry  to  believe  that  Mr.  Bowles  was  fond  of 
negtis ;  it  is  such  a  "  candid"  liquor,  so  like  a  wishy-washy  compro- 
mise between  the  passion  for  wine  and  the  propriety  of  water.  But 
different  writers  have  divers  tastes.  Judge  Blackstone  composed  his 
^  'Commentaries"  (be  was  a  poet  too  in  his  youth) ,  with  a  bottle  of  port  be- 
fore him.  Addison^s  conversation  was  not  good  for  much  till  he  haid  taken 
a  similar  dose.  Perhaps  the  prescription  of  these  two  great  men  was  not 
inferior  to  the  very  differont  one  of  a  fot-dUant  poet  of  this  day,  who,  after 
wandering  amongst  the  hills,  returns,  go««  to  bed,  and  dictates  his  verses, 
being  fed  by  a  by-standef-  with  bread  and  butter  dnrmg  the  operation. 
•  I  now  come  to  Mr.  Bowles's  '*  invariable  principles  of  poetry." 
These  Mr.  Bowles  and  some  of  his  correspondents  pronounce  *'  unan- 
swerable ; "  and  they  are  *'  unanswered,^'  at  least  by  Campbell,  vdio 
seems  to  have  been  astounded  by  the  title.  The  sultan  of  the  time 
being,  offered  to  ally  himself  to  a  king  of  France,  becanse  ''  he  hated 
the  word  league ;"  which  proves  that  the  Padishan  understood  French. 
Mr.  Campbell  has  no  need  of  my  alliance,  nor  shall  I  presume  to  o£fer  it ; 
but  I  do  hiate  that  word  ''invariable/'  What  is  there  of  human,  be  it 
poetry,  philosophy,  wit,  wisdom,  science,  power,  glory,  mind,  matter, 
life,  or  death,  which  is  '*  wwairiabU  ?  **  Of  course  J  put  things  divine  out 
of  the  question.  Of  all  arrogant  baqptisms  of  a  book,  this  title  to  a 
pamphlet  appears  the  most  compkcenfly  conceited.  It  is  Mr.  Camp< 
bell's  part  to  answer  the  contents  of  this  performance,  and  especially  to 
vindicate  his  own  *<ship,"  which  Mr.  Biowles  most  triumphantly  pro- 
claims to  have  struck  to  his  very  first  fire. 

.1   Qaotb  he,  theire  wasaf^i));  •  • 

Now  let  me  go,  thou  grey-bair'd  loon,^ 
Or  my  staff  shall  make  thee  skip. 
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It  is  no  afiair  of  mine,  bat  having  once  begun  (certainly  not  by  my 
own  wish,  but  called  upon  by  the  frequent  recurrence  to  my  name  in  the 
pamphlets),  I  am  like  an  Irishman  in  a  '*  row,"  ''  any  body's  customer^" 
I  shall  therefore  say  a  word  or  two  on  the  ^'  ship.'* 

Mr.  Bowles  asserts  that  Campbell's  '^ship  of  the  line"  derives  all 
its  poetry,  not  from  "aai^^  but  from  ^^  naJturei**  ^'Take  away  the 
waves,  the  winds,  the  sun,  &c.,  &c.  one  will  become  a  stripe  of  blue 
bunting,  and  the  other  a  piece  of  coarse  canvas  on  three  taU  poles." 
Very  true ;  take  away  the  ''  waves,"  the  **  winds,"  and  there  will  be  no 
ship  at  all,  not  only  for  poetical,  but  for  any  other  purpose ;  and  take 
away  '*  the  sun,"  and  we  must  read  Mr.  Bowles's  pamphlet  by  candle- 
light. But  the  ^< poetry"  of  the  ''ship"  does  not  depend  on  the 
waves,"  &c.;  on  the  contrary,  the  ''  ship  of  the  line  "  confers  its  own 
poetry  upon  the  waters,  and  heightens  thern,  I  do  not  deny,  that 
the  '' waves  and  winds,"  and  above  all  ''the  sun,"  are  highly  poetical ; 
we  know  it  to  our  cost,  by  the  many  descriptions  of  them  in  verse : 
but  if  the  waves  bore  only  the  foam  upon  their  bosoms,  if  the  winds 
wafted  only  the  sesHveed  to  the  shore,  if  the  sun  shone  neither  upon 
pyramids,  nor  fleets,  nor  fortresses,  would  its  beams  be  equally  poetical  ? 
I  think  not :  the  poetry  is  at  least  reciprocal.  Take  away  "  the  ship  of 
the  line"  "swinging  round"  the  "calm  water,"  and  the  [calm  water 
becomes  a  somewhat  monotonous  thing  to  look  at,  particularly  if  not 
transparently  tAear;  witness  the  thousands  who  pass  by  without  looking 
on  it  at  all.  What  was  it  attracted  the  thousands  to  the  launch  ? 
they  might  have  seen  the  poetical  "calm  water"  at  Wapping,  or 
in  the  "London  Dock,"  or  in  the  Paddington . Canal,  or  in  a  horse- 
pond,  or  in  a  slop-basin,  or  in  any  other  vase.  They  might  have 
heard  the  poetical  winds  howling  dirough  the  chinks  of  a  pigHStye, 
or  the  garret-window;  they  might  have  seen  the  sun  shining  on  a 
footman's  livery,  or  on  a  brass  warming-pan;  but  could  the  "calm 
water,"  or  the  "wind,"  or  the  "sun,"  make  all,  or  any  of  these 
"poetical?"  1  think  not.  Mr.  Bowles  admits  "the  ship"  to  be 
poetical,  but  only  from  those  accessaries :  now  if  they  career  p^eftry  so 
as  to  make  one  thing  poetical,  they  would  make  othier  things  poetical ; 
the  more  so,  as  Mr.  Bowles  calls  a  "  ship  of  the  line"  without  them, 
that  is  to  say,  its  *' masts  and  sails  and  streamers,"  "blue  bunting," 
and  "  coarse  canvas,"  and  "  tall  poles."  So  Aey  are ;  and  porcekdn  is 
clay,  and  man  is  dust,  and  flesh  is  grass,  and  yet  the  two  latter  at 
least  are  the  subjects  of  much  poesy. 

Did  Mr.  Bowles  ever  gaze  upon  the  sea?  I  presume  that  he  has, 
at  least  upon  a  sea-piece.  Did  any  painter  ever  paint  the  sea  on/y, 
without  the  addition  of  a  ship,  boat,  tvreck,  or  some  such  adjunct  ? 
Is  the  sea  itself  a  more  attractive,  a  more  moral,  a  more  poetical  ob- 
ject, with  or  without  a  vessel,  breaking  its  vast  but  fatiguing  monotony  ? 
Is  a  storm  more  poetical  without  a  ship  ?  or,  in  the  poem  of  the  Ship- 
Wreck,  is  it  the  storm  or  the  ship  which  most  interests?  both  muck  un- 
doubtedly ;  but  without  the  vessel,  what  should  we  care  for  the  tem- 
pest? It  would  sink  into  mere  descriptive  poetry,  which  in  itself  was 
never  esteemed  a  hif  h  order  of  that  art. 
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I  look  iq[>on  myself  as  entitled  to  talk  of  naval  matters,  at  least  to 
poets : — ^with  the  exception  of  Walter  Scott,  Moore,  and  Sonihey,  per- 
haps (who  have  heen  voyagers),  I  have  mom  more  miles  than  all  the 
rest  of  them  together  now  living  ever  gaUed,  and  have  lived  for  months 
and  months  on  ship-board;  and  dming  the  whole  period  of  my  life 
abroad,  have  scarcely  ever  passed  a  month  out  of  sight  of  the  ocean : 
besides  being  brought  up  from  two  years  titt  ten  on  the  brink  of  it. 
I  recollect,  when  anchored  off  Cape  Sigaenm,  in  1810,  in  an  English' 
frigate,  a  violent  squall  coming  on  at  sunset,  so  violent  as  to  make  nff 
imagine  that  the  ship  Would  part  cable,  or  drive  from  her  anchorage. 
Mr.  Hobhouse  and  myself,  and  some  officers,  had  been  up  the  Darda* 
nelles  to  Abydos,  and  were  just  returned  in  time.  The  aspect  of  a 
storm  in  the  Archipelago  is  as  poetical  aS  need  be,  the  sea  being  particu- 
larly short,  dashing,  and  dangerous,  and  the  navigation  intricate  and 
broken  by  the  isles  and  currents.  Cape  Sigaeum,  the  tuinuii  of  the  Troad^ 
Lemnos,  Tenedos,  all  added  to  the  associations  of  the  time.  But  what 
seemed  the  most  '^ poetical'*  of  ^U  at  the  moment,  were  the  numbers 
(about  two  hundred)  of  Greek  and  Turkish  craft,  which  were  obliged 
to  *'  cut  and  run"  before  the  wind,  from  their  unsafe  anchorage,  some 
for  Tenedos,  some  for  other  isles,  some  for  the  main,  and  some  it  might 
be  for  eternity.  The  sight  of  these  little  scudding  vessels,  darting 
over  the  foam  in  the  twilight,  now  appearing  and  now  disappearing 
between  the  waves  in  the  cloud  of  night,  with  their  peculiiirly  white  sails 
(the  Levant  sails  not  being  of  *^fOAr«c  canoas,**  but  of  wbite  cotton) , 
skimming  along  as  quickly,  but  less  safely  than  the  sea-mews  which 
hovered  over  them ;  their  evident  distress,  their  reduction  to  fluttering 
specks  in  the  distance,  their  crowded  succession, — their  littleness,  as 
contending  with  the  giant  element,  which  made  our  stout  forty-four* s 
teak  timbers  (she  was  built  in  India)  creak  again ;  their  aspect  and 
their  motion,  all  Struck  me  as  something  far  more  *^  poetical*'  than  the 
mere  broad,  brawling,  shipless  sea,  and  the  sullen  winds,  could  pos- 
sibly hav6  been  without  them. 

>  The  Buxine  is  a  noble  sea  to  look  upon,  and  the  port  of  Constan- 
tinople the  most  beautiful  of  harbours,  and  yet  I  cannot  but  think  that 
the  twenty  sail  of  the  line,  some  of  one  hundred  and  forty  guns,  ren- 
dered it  more  ''poetical*'  by  day  in  the  sun,  and  by  night  perhaps 
still  more,  for  the  Turks  illuminSite  their  vessels  of  war  in  a  manner 
the  most  picturesque,  and  yet  all  this  is  ariijicial.  As  for  the  Enxine, 
I  stood  upon  the  Symplegades — I  stood  by  the  broken  altar  still  ex- 
posed to  the  winds  upon  one  of  them — I  felt  all  the  ^^ poetry"  of  the 
situation,  as  I  repeated  the  first  lines  of  Medea;  but  would  not  that 
"poetry"  have  been  heightened  by  the  Argb?  It  was  so  even  by 
the  appearance  of  any  merchant  vessel  arriving  from  Odessa.  But 
Mr.  Bowles  says,  *'  why  bring  your  ship  off  the  stocks  ?  "  for  no  reason 
that  I  know,  except  that  ships  are  built  to  be  launched.  The  water^ 
&c.,  undoubtedly  heightens  the  poetical  associations,  but  it  does  not 
make  them ;  and  the  ship  amply  repays  the  obligation ;  they'  aid  each 
other ;  the  water  is  more  poetical  with  the  ship — ^the  ship  less  so  with- 
out the  water.     But  even  a  ship,  laid  up  in  dock  is  a  grand  and  a 
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poetical  sight*  Efoii  an  old  boat,  keel  upwards,  wrecked  upon  the 
barren  sand,  is  a  '*  poetical "  object  (and  Wordsworth,  who  made  a 
poem  about  a  washing-tub  and  a  blind  boy,  may  tell  you  so  as  well 
as  1)  ;  whilst  a  long  extent  of  sand  and  unbroken  water,  without  the 
boat,  would  be  as  like  dull  prose  as  any  pamphlet  lately  published. 

What  makes  the  poetry  in  the  image,  of  the  '^marble  waste  rf 
Tadmor,"  or  Orainger's  *'  Ode  to  Solitude,"  so  much  admired  by 
Johnson?  Is  it  the  ^^marhley"  or  the  '^imste/'  the  artificial  or  the  nan 
tural  object  ?  The  '*  waste  *\is  like  all  other  wastes ;  but  the  ^'  marlde  ** 
of  Palmyra  makes  the  poetry  of  the  passage  as  of  the  place* 

The  beautiful  but  barren  Hymettus,  the.  whole  coast  of  Attica,  her 
hills  and  mountains,  Pentelicus,  Anchesmus,  Philop^ppus,  &c.,  &c., 
are  in  themselves  poetical,  and  would  be  so  if  the  name  of  Athens^  of 
Athenians,  and  her  very  ruins,  were  swept  from  the  earth.  But  am  I 
to  be  told  that  the  *  *  nature  "  of  A(;)^ca  would  be  more  poetical  without  the 
'*  art "  of  the  AcropoUs  ?  of  the  Temple  of  Theseus  ?  and  of  the  still  all 
Greek  and  glorious  monuments  of  her  exqiAitely  artificial  genius  ?  Ask 
the  traveller  what  strikes  him  as  most  poetical,  the  Parthenon,  or  the 
rock  on  which  it  stands  ?  The  coiiUBUVS  of  Cape  Colonna,  or  the  Cape 
itself?  The  rocka  at  the  foot  of  it,  or  the  recollection  that  Falconer's 
ship  was  bulged  upon  them  ?  There  are  a  thousand  rocks  and  capes, 
fisur  more  picturesque  than  those  of  the  Acropolis  and  Cape  Sunium  in 
themselves ;  what  are  they  to  a  thousand  scenes  in  the  wilder  parts  of 
Greece,  of  Asia  Minor,  Switzerland,  or  even  of  Cintra  in  Portugal,  or 
to  many  scenes  of  Italy,  and  the  Sierras  of  Spain  ?  But  it  is  the  *'  art,** 
the  columns,  the  temples,  the  wrecked  vessel,  which  give  them  their 
antique  and  their  modern  poetry,  and  not  the  spots  themselves.  With- 
out them,  the  spots  of  earth  would  be  unnoticed  and  unknown ;  buried, 
like  Babylon  and  Nineveh,  in  indistinct  confusion,  without  poetry,  as 
without  existence :  but  to  whatever  spot  of  earth  these  ruins  were  trans- 
ported, if  they  were  capable  of  transportation,  like  the  obelisk,  and  the 
sphinx,  and  the  Memnon's  head,  there  they  would  still  exist  in  the  per* 
fection  of  their  beauty  and  in  the  pride  of  their  poetry.  I  opposed,  and 
will  ever  oppose,  the  robbery  of  ruins  from  Athens,  to  instruct  the 
English  in  sculpture ;  but  why  did  I  so  ?  'The  rums  are  as  poetical  in 
Piccadilly  as  they  were  in  the  Parthenon ;  but  the  Parthenon  and  its 
rock  are  less  so  without  them.     Such  is  the  poetry  of  art. 

Mr.  Bowles  contends  again  that  the  pyramids  of  Egypt  are  poetical, ' 
because  of  ^^  the  association  with  boundless  deserts,"  and  that  a  '^  py- 
ramid of  the  same  dimensions  ^  would  not  be  sublime  in  '^  Lincoln's  Inn 
Fields :"  not  so  poetical  certainly ;  but  take  away  the  *'  pyramids,*'  and 
what  is  the  '<  desert  ?  "  Take  away  Stone-heng^  from  Salisbury  plain, 
and  it  is  nothing  more  than  Hounslow  Heathy  or  any  other  uninclosed 
down.  It  appears  to  me  that  St.  Peter's,  the  Coliseum,  the  Pantheon, 
the  Palatine,  the  Apollo,  the  Laocoon,  the  Venus  di  Medicis,  the  Her- 
cules, the  dying  Gladiatpr,  the  Moses  of  Michel  Angelo,  and  all  the 
higher  works  of  Canova  (I  have  already  spoken  of  those  of  ancient 
Greece,  still  extant  in  that  country,  or  transported  to  England),  are  as 
poetical  as  Mont  Blanc  or  Mount  ^tna,  perhaps  still  more  so,  as  they 
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are  direct  ttiaAifestatidns  of  mihdy  ,and  pruuppose  poetry  in  iheir  very 
conception ;  and  have,  mdreover,  as  being  such,  a  sometihing  of  actual 
tife^  which  cannot  belong  to  any  part  of  inanimate  nature,  unless  we 
adopt  the  system  of  Spinosa,  that  the  world  is  the  deity.  There  can 
be  nothing  more  poetical  in  its  aspect  than  the  city  of  Y emce ;  does 
this  depend  upon  the  sea,  or  the  canals?*-* 

The  dirt  and  sea- weed  whence''pK>ud  ttemee  rose? 


It  is  the  canal  which  runs  between  the  palacO  and  the  prison^  or  the 
<<  Bridge  of  Sighs'*  which  connects  them,  that  render  it  poetical?  Is 
it  the  '*  Canal  Qrande,"  or  the  Rialto  which  arches  it,  the  churches 
which  tower  over  it,  the  palaces  which  line,  and  the  gondolas  which 
glide,  over  the  waters,  that  render  tl||s  city  more  poetical  than  Rome 
itself?  Mr.  Bowles  will  say,  perhaps^  that  the  Rialto  is  but  marble, 
the  palaces  aiid  churches  Ibly  stone,  and  the  gondolas  a  '^  coarse'* 
black  cloth^  thrown  over  some  planks  of  carved  wood,  with  a  shining 
bit  of  fantastically-formed  ii'on  at  the  prow,  ^^mthaut*^  the  water.  And 
I  tell  him  that  without  these  ihe  water  would  be  nothing  but  a  clay- 
coloured  ditch ;  and  whoever  says  the  contrary,  deserves  to  be  at  the 
bottom  of  that^  where  Pope^s  heroes  are  embraced  by  the  mud-nymphs.- 
There  would  be  nothing  to  make  the  canal  of  Venice  more  poeticat 
than  that  of  Paddington,  were  it  not  for  the  artificial  adjuncts  above 
mentioned^  although  it  is  a  perfectly  natural  canal,  formed  by  the  sea, 
and  the  innumerable  islands  which  constitute  the  site  of  this  extraord^ 
nary  City. 

The  very  Cloade  of  Tarquin  at  ftdme  ar^  sis  poetical  as  Richmond 
Hill ;  many  will  think  more  so.  Take  away  Rome,  and  leave  the  'tibeif 
and  the  seven  hills,  in  the  natore  of  Evander's  time ;  let  Mr.  Bowles^ 
or  Mr.  Wordsworth,  or  Mr.  Southey,  or  any  of  the  other  ^*  naturals,** 
make  a  poem  upon  them,  and  then  see  which  is  most  poetical,  their 
production^  or  the  commonest  guide-book  which  tells  you  the  road 
from  St.  Peter's  to  the  Coliseum,  and  infOTms  you  what  you  wiUsee  by 
the  way.  The  ground  interests  in  Virgil,  because  it  will  be  Aomey  and 
not  because  it  is  Evander's  rural  domain. 

Mr.  Bowles  then  proceeds  to  press  Homer  into  his  service,  in  answer 
to  a  remark  of  Mr.  Campbell's,  that  '<  Homer  was  a  great  describer  of 
works  of  art."  Mr.  Bowles  contends  that  all  his  great  poiver ,  even  in  this, 
depends  upon  their  cqnnexion  with  nature.  The  '<  shield  of  Achilles 
derives  its  poetical  interest  from  the  subjects  described  on  it.'*  And  from 
what  does  the  spear  of  Achilles  derive  its  interest  ?  and  the  helmet  and 
Hie  mail  worn  by  Patroclus,  and  the  celestial  armour,  and  the  very  brazen 
greaves  of  the  well-booted  Greeks !  Is  it  solely  from  the  legs,  and 
the  back,  and  the  breast,  arid  the  human  body,  which  they  inclose  ?  In 
that  case,  it  would  have  been  more  poetical  to  have  made  them  fight 
naked ;  and  Gulley  and  Qregson,  as  being  nearer  to  a  state  of  nature, 
are  more  poetical,  boxing  in  a  pahr  of  drawers,  than  Hector  and  AchiHes 
in  radiant  armour,  and  with  heroic  weapons. 
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Instead  of  the  clash  of  helmets,  and  the  rushing  of  chariots,  and  the 
whizzing  of  spears,  and  the  glancing  of  swords,  and  the  cleaving  of 
shields,  and  the  piercing  of  hreast-plates,  why  not  represent  the  Greeks 
and  Trojans  like  two  savage  tribes,  tugging  and  tearing,  and  kicking, 
and  biting,  and  gnashing,  foaming,  grinning,  and  gouging,  in  all  the 
poetry  of  martial  nature,  unincumbered  with  gross,  prosaic,  artificial 
arms,  an  equal  superfluity  to  the  natural  warrior,  and  his  natural  poet? 
Is  there  any  thing  unpoetical  in  Ulysses  striking  the  horses  of  Rhesus 
with  his  bom  (having  forgotten  his  thong),  or  would  Mr.  Bowles  have  had 
him  kick  them  with  his  foot,  or  smack  them  with  his  hand,  as  being 
more  unsophisticated? 

*  In  Gray's  Elegy,  is  there  an  image  more  striking  than  his  *'  shapeless 
sculpture?"  Of  sculpture  in  general,  it  may  be  observed,  that  it  is 
more  poetical  than  nature  itself,  inasmuch  as  it  represents  and  bodies 
forth  Uiat  ideal  beauty  and  sublimity  which  is  never  to  be  found  in  ac- 
tual nature.  This  at  least  is  the  general  opinion ;  but,  alwiiys  except- 
ing the  Venus  di  Medicis,  I  differ  from  that  opinion,  at  least  as  far  as 
regards  female  beauty ;  for  the  head  of  Lady  Charlemont  (when  I  first 
saw  her,  nine  years  ago)  seemed  to  possess  all  that  sculpture  could  re- 
quire for  its  ideal.  I  recollect  seeing  something  of  the  same  kind  in 
the  head  of  an  Albanian  girl,  who  was  actually  employed  in  mending  a 
road  in  the  mountains,  and  in  some  Greek,  and  one  or  two  Italian  faces. 
But  of  tuhlimity,  I  have  never  seen  any  thing  in  human  nature  at  all  to 
approach  the  expression  of  sculpture,  either  in  the  Apollo,  the  Moses, 
or  other  of  the  sterner  works  of  ancient  or  modern  art. 

Let  us  examine  a  little  further  this  '<  babble  of  green  fields,"  and  of 
bare  nature  iti  general,  as  superior  to  artificial  imagery,  for  the  poetical 
purposes  of  the  fine  arts.  In  landscape  painting,  the  great  artist  does 
not  give  you  a  literal  copy  of  a  country,  but  he  invents  and  composes 
one.  Nature,  in  her  actual  aspect,  does  not  furnish  him  with  such  exist- 
ing scenes  as  he  requires.  Even  where  he  presents  you  with  some  fa- 
mous city,  or  celebrated  scene  from  mountain  or  other  nature,*  it  must  be 
taken  from  some  particular  point  of  view,  and  with  such  light,  and  shade, 
and  distance,  &c«  as  serve  not  only  to  heighten  its  beauties,  but  to  shadow 
its  deformities.  The  poetry  of  nature  alone,  exactly  as  she  appears, 
is  not  sufficient  to  bear  him  out.  The  very  sky  of  his  painting  is  not 
the  portrait  of  the  sky  of  nature ;  it  is  a  composition  of  different  tkiesy 
observed  at  different  times,  and  not  the  whole  copied  from  any  particu- 
lar ^j»  And  why?  Because  Nature  is  not  lavish  of  her  beauties; 
they  are  widely  scattered,  and  occasionally  displayed,  to  be  selected 
with  care,  and  gathered  with  difficulty. 

Of  sculpture  1  have  just  spoken.  It  is  the  great  scope  of  the  sculptor 
to  heighten  nature  into  heroic  beauty,  i.  e,  in  plain  English,  to  surpass 
his  model.  When  Canova  forms  a  statue,  he  takes  a  hmb  from  one,  a 
hand  from  another,  a  feature  from  a  third,  and  a  shape,  it  may  be,  from 
a  fourth,  probably  at  the  same  time  improving  upon  all,  as  the  Greek 
of  old  did  in  embodying  his  Venus. 

Ask  a  portrait  paintet  to  describe  his  agonies  in  accommodating  the 
faces  with  idiich  Nature  and  his  sitters  have  crowded  his  painting-room 
IV.  88 
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to  the  principlM  of  liif  art;  with  the  ezceptioii  of  parfaaps  ten  fiices  in 
as  many  milHons,  ^re  is  not  one  which  he  can  yentore  to  gi^e  without 
shading  much  and  adding  more.  Nature,  exactly,  sin^y,  barely  na- 
ture, wiil  make  no  great  artist  of  any  kind,  and  least  of  all  a  poet — 
the  most  artificial,  perhaps,  of  all  artists  in  his  very  essence.  With  re- 
gard to  natural  imagery,  the  poets  are  obliged  to  take  some  of  their 
best  iUostrations  from  art.  Yon  say  that  ^^  a  fountain  is  as  dear  or 
clearer  than  ffioMB/'  to  express  its  bean^ — 

O  Com  Blaoduaw,  spleudidior  liUo  I 

In  the  speech  of  Mark  Antony,  the  body  of  Caesar  is  ^splayed,  but 
to  also  is  his  numile : 


Yoa  aH  do  know  thii  mumtiej  &e. 

♦  ♦  ♦  ♦ 


Look  1  in  thii  pkuse  laa  Gaaniw '  dagger  thnnigh. 

If  the  poet  had  said  that  Cassius  had  mn  his  JUt  through  the  rent  of 
the  mantle,  it  would  haye  had  more  of  Mr.  Bowles's  *'  nature'*  to  help 
it;  but  the  artificial  dagger  is  more  poetical  than  any  natural  hand 
without  it.  In  the  sublime  of  sacred  poetry,  <^  Who  is  tiiis  that  cometh 
from  Edom  ?  with  d^ed  garmentu  from  Bozrah ! "  Would  *'  the  corner^* 
be  poetical  without  his  ^^  ^ed  garments?  "  which  strike  and  startle  the 
spectator,  and  identify  the  approachiog  object. 

The  mother  of  Sisera  is  represented  listening  for  the  ''  wheels  ff  hie 
ehariet,^  Solomon,  in  his  Song,  compares  the  nose  of  his  beloved  to 
a  ^' tower*'  which  to  us  appears  an  eastern  exaggeration.  If  he  had 
said  that  her  statue  was  like  that  of  ''a  tower,"  it  would  have  been  as 
poetical  as  if  he  had  compared  her  to  a  tree. 

The  Yirtuous  Iflarcia  towers  abore  her  lex, 

is  an  instance  of  an  artificial  image  to  express  a  morai  superiority.  But 
Solomon,  it  is  probable,  did  not  compare  his  beloved's  nose  to  a  *^  tower" 
on  account  of  its  length,  but  of  its  symmetry :  and,  making  allowance 
for  eastern  hyperbole  and  the  difficulty  of  finding  a  discreet  image  for 
a  female  nose  in  nature,  it  is  perhaps  as  good  a  figure  as  any  other. 

Art  is  noi  inferior  to  nature  for  poetical  purposes.  What  makes  a 
regiment  of  soldiers  a  more  noble  object  of  view  than  the  same  mass 
of  mob?  Their  arms,  their  dresses,  their  banners,  and  the  airi  and 
artifidal  symmetry  of  their  position  and  movements.  A  Highlander's 
pkdd,  a  Mussulman's  turban,  and  a  Roman  toga,  are  more  poetical  Aan 
the  tattoed  or  untattoed  buttocks  of  a  New  Sandwich  savage,  although 
they  were  described  by  William  Wordsworth  himself  like  the  **  idiot  in 
his  glory." 

I  have  seen  as  many  mountains  as  most  men,  and  more  fleets  than 
the  generality  of  landsmen ;  and  to  my*mind,  a  large  convoy,  with  a 
few  sul  of  the  line  to  conduct  them,  is  a  noble  and  as  poetiod  a  pro- 
spect as  all  that  inaiumate  nature  can  produce.  I  prefer  the  ^^mast 
of  some  great  admiral,"  with  all  its  tackle,  to  the  Scotch  fir  or  the 
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Alpine  tannen ;  and  tluuk  that  more  poetry  has  been  made  out  of  it.  In 
what  does  the  infinite  superiority  of  "Falconer's  Shipwreck"  over  all 
other  shipwrecks  consist  ?  In  his  adniirahle  application  of  the  terms  of 
his  art ;  in  a  poet-sailor's  description  of  a  sailor's  fate.  These  very 
terms,  hy  his  application,  make  the  strength  and  reality  of  his  poem« 
Why?  because  he  was  a  poet,  and  in  the  hands  of  a  poet,  art  will  not 
be  found  less  ornamental  than  nature.  It  is  precisely  in  general  nature, 
and  in  stepping  out  of  his  element,  that  Falconer  fails ;  where  he  di- 
gresses to  speak  of  ancient  Greece,  and  '*  such  branches  of  learning." 
In  Dyer's  Grongar  Hill,  upon  which  his  fame  rests,  the  very  ap- 
pearance of  Nature  herself  is  moralised  into  an  artificial  image : 

Thus  is  Nature's  vesture  wrought. 
To  instruct  our  waodering  thought ; 
Thus  she  dresses  green  and  gay. 
To  disperse  our  cares  away. 

And  here  also  we  have  the  telescope,  the  mis-use  of  which,  from 
Milton,  has  rendered  Mr.  Bowles  so  triumphant  orer  Mr.  Campbell : 

So  we  mistake  the  future's'  face. 
Eyed  through  hope's  deluding  glass. 

And  here  a  word,  en  passant,  to  Mr^  Campbell : 

As  yon  summits,  soft  and  fair. 
Clad  in  colours  of  the  air. 
Which,  to  those  who  journey  near, 
B»rren,  brown,  and  rough  appear. 
Still  we  tread  the  same  coarse  way — 
The  present 's  still  a  cloudy  day. 

Is  not  this  the  original  of  the  far  famed  ' 

^T  is  distance  lends  enchanUnent  to  the  riew. 
And  robes  the  mountain  in  its  azur^  hue ! 

To  return  once  more  to  the  sea.  Let  any  one  look  on  the  long  wall 
of  Malamocco,  which  curbs  the  Adriatic,  and  pronounce  between 
the  sea  and  its  master.  Surely  that  Roman  work  (I  mean  Roman  in 
conception  and  performance),  which  says  to  the  ocean,  *<  thus  far  shalt 
thou  come,  and  no  further,"  and  is  obeyed,  is  not  less  sublime  and 
poetical  than  the  angry  waves  which  vainly  break  beneath  it. 

Mr.  Bowles  makes  the  chief  part  of  a  ship's  poesy  depend  on  the 
^*'  wind  :"  then  why  is  a  ship  under  sail  more  poetical  than  a  hog  in  a 
high  wind  ?  The  Hog  is  all  nature,  the  ship  is  all  art,  *'  coarse  canvas," 
*'  blue  bunting,"  and  '<  tall  poles ;"  both  are  violently  acted  upon  by 
the  wind,  tossed  here  and  there,  to  and  fro  ;  and  yet  nothing  but  excess 
of  hunger  could  make  me  look  upon  the  pig  as  the  more  poetical  of 
the  two,  and  then  only  in  the  shape  of  a  griskin. 

Will  Mr.  Bowles  tell  us  that  the  poetry  of  an  aqueduct  consists  in  the 
water  which  it  conveys  ?  Let  him  look  on  that  of  Justinian,  on  those 
of  Rome,  Constantinople,  Lisbon,  and  Elvas,  or  even  at  the  remains  of 
that  in  Attica. 

S2* 
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We  are  asked,  '*  what  "makes  the  venerable  towers  of  Westminster 
Abbey  more  poetical,  as  objects,  than  the  tower  for  the  manofactoiy 
ef  pi^ent  shot,  sorromided  by  the  same  scenery  ?"  I  will  answer — 
the  a/ttkiteehtre*  Tom  Westminster  Abbey,  or  Saint-Panl*s,  into  a 
powder  magazine,  their  poetry,  as  objects,  remains  the  same;  the 
Partiienon  was  actually  converted  into  one  by  the  Turks,  during  More- 
sini's  Venetian  siege,  and  part  of  it  destroyed  in  consequence.  Crom- 
well^s  dragoons  stalled  their  steeds  in  Worcester  cathedral?  was  it  less 
poetical,  as  an  object  than  before  ?  Ask  a  foreigner  o^  his  q>proach 
to  London,  what  strikes  him  as  the  most  poetical  of  the  towers  before 
him ;  he  will  point  out  St.  Paul's  and  Westminster  Abbey,  without,  per- 
haps, knowing  the  names  or  associations  of  either,  and  pass  over  the 
*'  tower  for  patent  shot,**  not  that,  for  any  thing  he  knows  to  the  con- 
trary, it  might  not  be  the  mausoleum  of  a  monarch,  or  a  Waterloo 
column,  or  a  Trafalgar  monument,  but  because  its  architecture  is  ob- 
viously inferior. 

To  the  question,  '^  whether  the  description  of  a  game  of  cards  be  as 
poetical,  supposing  the  execution  of  the  artists  equal,  as  a  description 
of  a  walk  in  a  forest  ?"  It  may  be  answered,  that  the  maieriaU  are 
certainly  not  equal;  bat  that  ''the  artist/*  who  has  rendered  the 
''  game  of  cards  poetical,*'  is  by  far  the  greater  of  the  two.  But  all 
this  ''  ordering"  of  poets  is  purely  arbitrary  on  the  part  of  Mr.  Bowles. 
There  may  or  may  not  be,  in  fact,  different  ''orders**  of  poetry,  but 
tiie  poet  is  always  ranked  according  to  his  execution,  and  not  ac- 
cording to  his  branch  of  the  art. 

Tragedy  is  one  of  the  highest  presumed  orders.  Hughes  has  written 
a  tragedy,  and  a  very  successful  one ;  Fenton  another ;  and  Pope 
none.  Did  any  man,  however, — ^will  even  Mr.  Bowles  himself  rank 
Hughes  and  Fenton  as  poets  above  Pope?  Was  even  Addison  (the 
author  of  Cato),  or  Rowe  (one  of  the  higher  order  of  dramatists,  as 
(kr  as  success  goes),  or  Young,  or  even  Otway  and  Southerne,  ever 
raised  for  a  moment  to  the  same  rank  with  Pope  in  the  estimation  of 
the  reader  or  the  critic,  before  his  death  or  since  ?  If  Mr.  Bowles 
will  contend  for  classifications  of  this  kind,  let  him  recollect  that  de- 
scriptive poetry  has  been  ranked  as  among  the  lowest  branches  of  the 
art,  and  description  as  a  mere  ornament,  but  which  should  never  form 
^'  the  subject"  of  a  poem.  The  Italians,  with  the  most  poetical  lan- 
guage, and  the  most  fastidious  taste  in  Europe,  possess  now  five  great 
jpoets,  they  say,  Dante,  Petrarch,  Ariosto,  Tasso,  and  lastly  Alfieri; 
and  whom  do  they  esteem  one  of  the  highest  of  these,  and  some  of 
them  the  very  highest  ?  Petrarch,  the  sonnetteer :  it  is  true  that  some 
of  his  Canzoni  are  not  U99  esteemed,  but  not  more  ;  who  ever  dreams 
of  his  'LaUn  Africa  ? 

Were  Petrarch  to  be  ranked  according  to  the  "  order**  of  his  com- 
positions, where  would  the  best  of  sonnets  place  him  ?  with  Dante  and 
the  others?  No  :  but,  as  I  have  before  said,  the  poet  who  executes 
hest  is  the  highest,  whatever  his  department,  and  will  ever  be  so  rated 
in  the  worid*8  esteem. 

Had  Gray  written  nothing  hut  his  Elegy,  high  as  he  stands,  I  am 


USTTER  ON  BOWLES'S  STRICTURES  ON  POPE.         501 

not  sure  that  he  would  not  stand  higher  ;  it  is  the  corner-stone  of  his 
glory  ;  without  it,  his  odes  would  be  insufficient  for  his  fame.  The 
depreciation  of  Pope  is  partly  founded  upon  a  false  idea  of  the  dignity 
of  his  order  of  poetry,  to  which  he  has  partly  contributed  by  the  in- 
genuous boast, 

That  not  in  fancy^s  maae  he  wander'd  long, 
Bui  stoop'd  to  truth,  aud  moralised  his  song. 

He  should  hare  written  *'  rose  to  truth."  In  my  mind  the  highest  of 
all  poetry  is  ethical  poetry,  as  die  highest  of  all  earthly  objects  must 
be  moral  truth.  Religion  does  not  make  a  part  of  my  subject ;  it  is 
something  beyond  human  powers,  and  has  failed  in  all  human  hands 
except  Milton's  and  Dante^s,  and  even  Dante's  powers  are  involved  ia 
his  delineation  of  human  passions,  though  in  supernatural  circumstances. 
What  made  Socrates  the  greatest  of  men  ?  His  moral  truth — his  ethics. 
What  proved  Jesus  Christ  the  Son  of  God  hardly  less  than  his  mi- 
racles ?  His  moral  precepts.  And  if  ethics  have  made  a  philosopher 
the  first  of  men,  and  have  not  been  dbdained  as  an  adjunct  to  his 
gospel  by  the  Deity  himself,  are  we  to  be  told  that  ethical  poetry>,  or 
didactic  poetry,  or  by  whatever  name  you  term  it,  whose  object  is  to 
make  men  better  and  wiser,  is  not  the  very  /irtt  order  of  poetry;  and 
are  we  to  be  told  this  too  by  one  of  the  priesthood  ?  It  requires  more 
mind,  more  wisdom,  more  power,  than  all  the  *^  forests**  that  ever 
were  *'  walked**  for  their  ^^description,*'  and  all  the  epics  that  ev^r  were 
foimded  upon  fields  of  battle.  The  Georgics  are  indisputably,  and,  l 
believe,  vnditputedly^  even  a  finer  poem  than  the  ^n^d.  Virgil  knew 
this ;  he  did  not  order  ikem  to  be  burnt. 

The  proper  study  of  mankind  is  man. 

It  is  the  fashion  of  the  day  to  lay  great  stress  upon  what  they  call 
*'  imagination**  and  *'*'  invention,"  the  two  commonest  of  qualities :  an 
Irish  peasant,  with  a  little  whiskey  in  his  head,  will  imagine  and  invent 
more  than  would  furnish  forth  a  modern  poem.  If  Lucretius  had  not 
been  spoiled  by  the  Epicurian  system,  we  should  have  had  a  far  su- 
perior poem  to  any  now  in  existence.  k&  mere  poetry,  it  is  the  first 
of  Latin  poems.  What  then  has  mined  it  ?  His  ethics.  Pope  lias 
not  this  defect ;  his  moral  is  as  pure  as  his  poetry  is  glorious. 

In  speaking  of  artificial  objects,  I  have  omitted  to  touch  upon  one  which 
I  will  now  mention.  Cannon  may  be  presumed  to  be  as  lughly  poetical 
as  art  can  make  her  objects.  Mr.  Bowles  will,  perhaps,  tellme  that  this 
is  because  they  resemble  that  grand  natural  article  of  sound  in  heaven, 
and  simile  upon  earth — thunder.  I  shall  be  told  triumphantly,  that 
Milton  made  sad  work  with  his  artillery,  when  he  armed  his  devils 
therewithal.  He  did  so ;  and  this  artificial  object  must  have  had  much 
of  the  su^ime  to  attract  his  attention  for  such  a  conflict.  He  hat 
made  an  absurd  use  of  it ;  but  the  absurdity  consists  not  in  using  can- 
non  against  the  angels  of  God,  but  any  maierial  weapon.  The  thunder 
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of  the  clouds  would  have  been  as  ridiculous  and  vaiu  in  the  liands  of 
the  devils,  as  the  *'  viUanous  saltpetre  */'  the  angels  were  as  impervious 
to  the  one  as  to  the  other.  The  thunderbolts  became  sublime  in  the 
hands  of  the  Almighty,  not  as  such,  but  because  he  deigns  to  use 
them  as  a  means  of  repelling  the  rebel  spirits ;  but  no  one  can  attribute 
their  defeat  to  this  grand  piece  of  natural  electricity :  the  Almighty 
willed,  and  they  fell ;  his  word  would  have  been  enough ;  and  Milton 
is  as  absurd  (and  in  fact,  bUuphenums)  in  puttbg  material  lightnings 
into  the  hands  of  the  Godhead,  as  in  giving  him  hands  at  all. 

The  artillery  of  the  demons  was  but  the  first  step  of  his  mistake, 
the  thunder  the  next,  and  it  is  a  step  lower.  It  wovAd  have  been  fit 
for  Jove,  but  not  for  Jehovah.  The  subject  altoge^er  was  essentially 
nnpoetical ;  he  has  made  more  of  it  than  another  could,  but  it  is 
beyond  him  and  all  men. 

In  a  portion  of  his  reply,  Mr.  Bowles  asserts  that  Pope  ''  envied 
Phillips"  because  he  qpizzed  his  pastorals  in  the  Quarc^an,  in  that 
most  admirable  model  of  irony,  lus  pa|^er  on  Uie  subject.  If  there 
was  any  thing  enviable  about  Phillips,  it  could  hardly  be  his  pastorale. 
They  were  despicable,  and  Pope  expressed  his  contempt.  If  Mr.  Fitz- 
gerald published  a  volume  of  sonnets,  or  a  ^*  Spirit  of  Discovery/*  or 
a  '<  Missionary,'*  and  Mr.  Bowles  wrote  in  any  periodical  journal  an 
ironical  paper  upon  them,  would  this  be  '^  envy  ?"  The  authors  of  the 
*^  Rejected  Addresses**  have  ridiculed  the  sixteen  or  twenty  *<  first 
living  poets"  of  the  day;  but  do  they  "envy"  them?  **Envy*' 
writhes,  it  don*t  laugh.  The  authors  of  the  '^  Rejected  Addresses'* 
may  despise  some,  but  they  can  hardly  '*  envy"  any  of  the  persons 
whom  they  have  parodied;  and  Pope  could  have  no  more  envied 
Phillips  than  he  did  Welsted,  or  Theobalds,  or  Smedley,  or  any  o^er 
given  hero  of  the  Dunciad.  He  could  not  have  envied  him,  even  had 
he  himself  not  been  the  greatest  poet  of  his  age.  Did  Mr.  Ings 
"  envy*'  Mr.  Phillips,  when  he  asked  him,  *^  how  came  your  Pyrrhus 
to  drive  oxen,  and  say,  I  am  goaded  on  by  love  !'*  This  question  si- 
lenced poor  Phillips ;  but  it  no  more  proceeded  from  ''  euvy**  than 
did  Pope*s  ridicule.  Did  he  envy  Swift  ?  Did  he  envy  Bolingbroke  ? 
Did  he  envy  Gay  the  unparalleled  success  of  his  ''  Beggar*s  Opera!** 
We  may  be  answered  that  these  were  his  friends^-true ;  but  does 
friendship  prevent  envy  ?  Study  the  first  woman  you  meet  with,  or  the 
first  scribbler,  let  Mr.  Bowles  himself  (whom  I  acquit  fully  of  such  an 
odious  quality)  study  some  of  his  own  poetical  intimates  :  the  most 
envious  man  I  ever  heard  of  is  a  poet,  and  a  high  one ;  besides,  it  is 
an  universal  passion.  Goldsmith  envied  not  only  the  puppets  for  their 
dancing,  and  broke  his  shins  in  the  attempt  at  rivalry,  but  was  seriously 
angry  because  two  pretty  women  received  more  attention  than  he  did. 
This  is  envy;  but  where  does  Pope  shown  a  sign  of  the  passion  ?  In 
that  case,  Dryden  envied  the  hero  of  his  Mate  Flecknoe.  Mr.  Bowles 
compares,  when  and  where  he  can.  Pope  with  Cowper  (the  same  Cowper 
whom,  in  his  edition  of  Pope,  he  laughs  at  for  his  attachment  to  an 
old  woman,  Mrs.  Unwin :  search  and  you  will  find  it ;  1  remember  the 
passage,  though  not  the  page);  in  particular,  he  requotes  Cowper*8 
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Dutch  detineation  of  a  wood,  drawn  up  like  a  seedsman's  catalo^e,* 
with  an  affected  imitation  of  Milton's  style,  as  burlesque  as  the  *^  Splen- 
did Shilling'/'  These  two  writers  (for  Cowper  is  no  poet)  come  into 
comparison  in  one  great  woric — the  translation  of  Homer.  Now,  with 
aH  Uie  great,  and  manifest,  and  manifold,  and  reproved,  and  acknow- 
lodged,  and  nncontrorerted  faults  of  Pope's  translation,  and  att  the 
scholarship,  and  pains,  and  time,  and  trouble,  and  blank  verse  of  the 
other,  who  can  ever  read  Cowper?  and  who  will  ever  lay  down  Fope^ 
unless  for  the  original  ?  Pope's  was  *'  not  Homer,  it  was  Spondanus  ;** 
but  Cowper's  is  not  Homer,  either  ;  it  is  not  even  Cowper.  As  a  child 
I  first  read  Pope's  Homer  with  a  rapture  which  no  subsequent  work 
could  ever  afford ;  and  children  are  not  the  worst  judges  of  their  own 
language.  As  a  boy  I  read  Homer  in  the  original,  as  we  have  all 
done,  some  of  us  by  force,  and  a  f^  by  favour ;  under  which  de- 
scription I  come  is  nolAiing  to  the  purpose,  H  is  enough  that  I  read 


*  I  win  subkit  to  Mr.  Bowles's  owa  judgment  a  passage  firom  another  poem  of 
Cowper's,  to  be  compared  with  the  same  writer's  fi^hran  tenpler.  In  the  lioef  to 
Mary, 

Thy  needleM,  once  a  shining  store, 
For  my  sake  restless  heretofore. 
Now  rust  disused,  and  shine  no  more, 

My  Mary, 

contain  a  ainqtle,  hou«ehoM,  ^nvioor/*  artificial,  and  ordinary  image.  I  refer  Mr. 
Bowles  to  the  stanza,  and  ask  if  these  three  lines  about  ^^neecBeg^  are  not  worth 
all  the  boasted  twaddling  about  trees,  so  triumphantly  re^quoted*  and  yet  mfaci 
fvhat  do  they  convey?  A  homely  collection  of  images  and  ideas  associated  wkh  the 
darning  of  stockings,  and  the  hemming  of  shirts»  and  the  mending  of  breeches;  but 
irill  any  one  deny  that  th^  are  eminently  poetical  and  pathetic  as  addressed  bj 
Cowper  to  his  nurse  f  The  trash  of  trees  reminds  me  of  a  saying  of  Sheridan's.  Soon 
after  the  ** Rejected  Address"  scene,  in  1813,  I  met  Sheridan.  In  the  course  of 
dinner,  he  said,  ^  Lord  Byron,  did  you  know  that  amongst  the  writers  of  addresses 
was  Whitbread  himself? "  I  answered  by  an  enquiry  of  what  sort  of  an  address  he 
had  made.  **  Of  that,"  replied  Sheridan,  ^  I  remember  little,  except  that  there  was 
a  phanix  in  it."  **  A  phoenix  1 !  Well,  how  did  he  describe  it  ?"  **Ltke  a  poulterer  f^ 
answered  Sheridan:  ^'it  was  green,  and  yellow,  and  red,  and  blue:  he  did  not 
let  us  off  for  a  single  feather. "  And  just  such  as  this  poulterer's  account  of  a  phconix, 
is  Cowper's  a  stick-picker's  detail  of  a  wood,  with  all  its  petty  minutia  of  thii,  thai 
and  the  other. 

One  more  poetical  instance  of  the  power  of  art,  and  even  its  stgi>erioriiff  over 
nature,  in  poetry,  and  I  have  done : — the  bust  of  Antinous  !  Is  there  any  thing  iu 
nature  like  this  marble,  excepting  the  Venus  ?  Can  there  be  more  poetry  gathered 
into  existence  than  in  that  wonderful  creation  of  perfect  beauty  ?  But  the  pioetry  of 
this  bust  is  in  no  respect  derived  from  nature,  nor  from  any  association  of  moral 
exaltedaeas;  for  what  is  there  in  conunon  with  moral  nature  and  the  male  minion  of 
Adrian?  The  very  execution  is  not  natural,  but  euper-iaaXvueXy  or  rather  super- 
art\fUialt  for  nature  has  never  done  so  much. 

Away,  then,  with  this  cant  about  nature  and  **  invariable  principles  of  pOeCiy!" 
A  great  artist  will  make  a  block  of  stone  as  subliine  as  a  mountain,  and  a  good  poet 
can  imbue  a  pack  of  cards  with  more  poetry  than  iiUiabits  the  forests  of  America.  U 
is  the  business  and  the  proof  of  a  poet  to  give  the  lie  to  the  proverb,  and  sometimes  to 
**make  a  silken  purse  out  of  a  sow's  ear;  "  and  to  conclude  with  another  homely 
proverb,  ^  a  good  workman  will  not  find  fault  with  his  tools." 
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him*  As  a  niaii  I  hare  tried  to  read  Cowper's  vejniion,  and  I  foond  it 
iiBpoesible.    Has  any  humaD  reader  ever  succeeded  ? 

And  nour  that  we  have  heard  the  Catholic  reproached  with  envy, , 
dnplicity,  licentiousness,  avarice — ^whatwas  the  Calvinist?  He  at- 
tempted the  most  atrocious  of  crimes  in  the  Christian  code,  viz.  suicide 
— and  why  ?  Because  he  was  to  be  eiuunmed  whether  he  was  fit  for 
aD  oiBce  which  he  seems  to  wish  to  have  made  a  sinecure.  His  cob- 
nezion  with  Mrs.  Unwin  was  pure  enough,  for  the  old  lady  was  devout, 
and  he  was  deranged ;  but  why  then  is  the  infirm  and  then  elderly 
Pope  to  be  reproved  for  his  connexion  with  Martha  Blount?  Cowper 
was  the  almoner  of  Mrs.  Throgmorton ;  but  Pope's  charities  were  his 
own,  and  they  were  noble  and  extensive,  far  beyond  his  fortnne^s 
warrant.  Pope  was  the  tolerant  yet  steady  adherent  of  the  most  bi- 
goted of  sects ;  and  Cowper  the  most  bigoted  and  despondent  sectary 
that  ever  anticipated  damnation  to  himself  or  others.  Is  this  harsh?  I 
know  it  b,  and  I  do  not  assert  it  as  my  opinion  of  Cowper  penonaUy^ 
but  to  thorn  fnhai  might  be  said,  with  just  as  great  an  aqppearance  of 
truth  and  candour,  as  all  the  odium  which  has  been  accumulated  upon 
Pope  in  similar  speculations.  Cowper  was  a  good  man,  and  lived  at  a 
fortunate  time  for  his  works. 

Mr.  Bowles,  apparently  not  relying  entirely  upon  his  own  argu- 
ments, has,  in  person  or  by  proxy,  brought  forward  the  names  of, 
Southey  and  Moore.    Mr.  Southey  ^^  agrees  entirely  with  Mr.  Bowles! 
in  his  mraWoMe  principles  of  poetry."  The  least  that  Mr.  Bowles  can 
do  in  return  is  to  sqpprove  the  '<  invariable  principles  of  Mr.  Southey." 
I  should  have  thought  that  the  word  ^'  invwniMe^  might  have  stuck  in 
Southey's  throat,  like  Macbeth's  '^  Amen  !'*  I  am  sure  it  did  in  mine,' 
and  I  am  not  the  least  consistent  of  the  two,  at  least  as  a  voter. 
Moore  (ei  tu  Bmie  f)  also  improves,  and  a  Mr.  J.  Scott.     There  is  a 
letter  also  of  two  lines  from  a  gentleman  in  asterisks,  who,  it  seems,. 
is  a  poet  of  ^'the  highest  rank" — who  can  this  be?  not  my  friend. 
Sir  Walter,  surely.  Campbell  it  can't  be  ;  Rogers  it  won't  be. 

**  You  huve  hit  the  nail  in  the  head,  and  ****  [Pope«  I  presume]  on  the  head  alao.** 

I  remain  yours,  a^tionately, 

(Four  Aeterieka.) 

And  in  asterbks  let  him  remain.  Whoever  this  person  may  be,  he  de- 
serves, for  such  a  judgment  of  Midas,  that  ^^  the  nail"  which  Mr.  Bowles 
has  hit  ''in  the  head"  should  be  driven  through  his  own  ears;  I  am 
sure  that  they  are  long  enough. 

The  attempt  of  the  poetical  populace  of  the  present  day  to  obtain 
an  ostracism  against  Pope,  is  as  easily  accounted  for  as  the  Athenian's 
shell  against  Aristides ;  they  'are  tired  of  hearing  him  always  csdied 
'^  the  Just."  They  are  also  fighting  for  life ;  for  if  he  maintains  his 
station,  they  will  reach  their  own  falling.  They  have  raised  a  mosque 
by  the  side  of  a  Grecian  temple  of  the  purest  architecture  ;  and,  more 
barbarous  than  the  barbarians  from  whose  practice  I  have  borrowed 
the  figure,  they  are  not  contented  with  their  own  grotesque  edifice, 
unless  they  desti-oy  the  prior  and  purely  beautiful  fabric  which  pre- 
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eeded,  si^d  which  shamett  them  a^d  thein'tbr^  ever  and  erer.  I  shall  be 
told  that  amen^  thdsie  I  have  been  (or ,  it  may  be  stilly  am)  conspicaoiis — 
true,  and  I  am  ashamed  of  it.  I  have  bven  amongst  the  builders  of 
this  Babel,  attended  by  a  confnsion  of  toQgues,  but  n^ver  amongst  the 
enviens  destroyers  of  the  classic  temple  of  our  predecessor.  I  have 
lovodand  honoured  the  fame  and  name  of  that  illustrious  and  unrivalled 
man,  far  more  than  my  own  paltiy  renown,  and  the  trashy  jingle  of 
the  crowd  of  ^'schools'*  and  upstarts^  who  pretend  to  rival,  or  even 
surpass  him.  Sooner  than  a  single  leaf  should  be  torn  from  his  laurel, 
it  were  better  that  all  which  these  men,  and  that  I,  as  one  of  their  set, 
have  ever  written,  should 

Line  trunks,  clothe  spice,  or,  fluttering  in  a  row, 
Befringe  the  rails  of  Bedlam  or  Soho .' 

There  are  those  who  will  believe  this,  and  those  who  will  not.  You, 
Sir,  know  how  far  I  am  sincere,  and  whether  my  opinion,  not  only  in 
the  short  work  intended  for  publication,  and  in  private  letters  which 
can  never  be  published,  has  or  has  not  been  the  same.  I  look  upon  this 
as  the  declining  age  of  English  poetry ;  no  regard  for  others,  no  selfish 
feeling,  can  prevent  me  from  seeing  this,  and  expressing  the  truth.  There 
can  be  no  worse  sign  for  the  taste  of  the  times  than  the  depreciation  of 
Pope*  It  would  be  better  to  receive  for  proof  Mr.  Cobbett's  rough  but 
strong  attack  upon  Shakspeare  and  Milton,  than  to  allow  this  smooth  and 
^'  candid  "  undermining  of  the  reputation  of  the  most  perfect  of  our  poets 
and  the  purest  of  our  moralists.  Of  his  power  in  the  pwsiom,  in  de- 
scription, in  the  mock-heroic,  I  leave  others  to  descant.  I  take  him  on 
his  strong  ground,  as  an  ethical  poet :  in  the  former  none  excel ;  in  the 
mock-heroic  and  the  ethical  none  equal  him ;  and,  in  my  mind,  the  latter 
is  the  highest  of  all  poetry,  because  it  does  that  in  verse,  which  the 
greatest  of  men  have  wished  to  accomplish  in  prose.  If  the  essence  of 
pdetry  must  be  a  lie,  throw  it  to  the  dogs,  or  banish  it  from  your  re- 
public, as  Plato  would  have  done.  He  who  can  reconcile  poetry  with 
truth  and  wisdom,  is  the  only  true  ^^poet"  in  its  real  sense ;  *' the  maker,^' 
*^  the  creator ^^ — ^why  must  this  mean  the  "liar,"  the  "feigner,"  the 
*'  tale-teller  ?  "    A  man  may  make  and  create  better  things  than  these. 

I  shall  not  presume  to  say  that  iPope  is  as  high  a  poet  as  Shakspeare 
and  Milton,  though  his  enemy,  Warton,  places  him  immediately  under 
them.  I  would  no  more  say  this  than  I  would  assert  in  the  mosque 
(  once  Saint  Sophia's),  that  Socrates  was  a  greater  man  than  Mahomet. 
But  if  I  say  that  he  is  very  near  them,  it  is  no  more  than  has  been  as- 
serted of  Burns,  who  is  supposed  , 

To  rival  all  but  Shakspeare's  name  bek>w. 

J  say  nothing  agsdnst  this  opinion.  But  of  what  "  order,'"  according  to 
the  poetical  aristocracy,  are  Burns's  poems  ?  There  are  his  opus  mag- 
num, "Tarn  O'Shanter,"  a  tale;  the  "  Cotter's  Saturday  Night,"  a 
descriptive  sketch ;  some  others  in  the  same  style  ;  the  rest  are  sougs. 
So  much  for  the  rank  of  his  productions  ;  the  rank  of  Bums  is  the  very 
first  of  his  art.   Of  Pope  I  have  expressed  my  opinion  elsewhere,  as  also 
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of  the  enect  wbich  the  present  attempts  at  poetry*  hare  had  upon  our 
literatnf  e.  If  any  grOat  nationad  or  natural  convulsioh  could  or  ahoukl 
ovevwhehn  your  country  in  such  sort  as  to  sweep  Great  Britain  from 
the  kingdoms  of  the  earth,  and  leave  only  that,  after  all  the  most  living 
of  human  things,  a  dead  languaffe,  to  he  studied  and  read,  and  imitated 
by  the  wise  of  future  and  far  generations  upon  foreign  shores ;  if  your 
literature  should  become  the  learning  of  mankind,  divested  of  party 
cabals,  temporaiy  fashions,  and  national  pride  and  prejudice ;  an  Eng-* 
lishman,  anxious  that  the  posterity  of  strangers  should  know  t^t 
there  had  been  such  a  thing  as  a  British  Epic  and  Tragedy,  might  wish 
for  the  preservation  of  Shakspeare  and  Milton ;  but  the  surviving  world 
would  snatch  Pope  from  the  wreck,  and  let  the  rest  sink  with  the  people. 
He  is  the  moral  poet  of  all  civilization,  and,  as  such,  let  us  hope  that 
he  will  one  day  he  the  national  poet  of  mankind.  He  is  the  only  poet 
that  never  shocks ;  the  only  poet  whose  fixuUlettneu  has  been  made 
his  reproach.  Cast  your  eye  over  his  productions ;  consider  their 
extent,  and  contemplate  their  variety: — pastoral,  passion,  mock- 
heroic,  translation,  satire,  ethics, — ^all  excellent,  and  often  perfect.  If 
hifr  great  charm  be  his  melody ^  how  comes  it  that  foreigners  adore  him 
even  in  their  diluted  translation  ?  But  I  have  made  this  letter  too 
long.     Give  my  compliments  to  Mr.  Bowles. 

Yours  ever,  very  truly, 

BYRON. 
7b  J.  Murray  f  Esq, 

Post  scHptum* — ^Long  as  this  letter  has  grown,  I  find  it  necessary  to 
append  a  postscript, — if  possible,  a  short  one.  Mr.  Bowles  denies  that 
he  has  accused  Pope  of  '*  a  sordid  money-getting  passion  ;'^  but  he 
adds,  *'  if  I  had  ever  done  so,  I  should  be  glad  to  find  any  testimony 
that  might  show  me  he  was  not  so.*'  This  testimony  he  may  find,  to 
his  heart's  content,  in  Spence  and  elsewhere.  First,  there  is  Martha 
Blount,  who,  Mr.  Bowles  charitably  says,  '^  probably  thought  he  did 
not  save  enough  for  her  as  legatee."  Whatever  she  thought  upon 
this  point,  her  words  are  in  Pope^s  favour.  Then  there  is  Alderman 
Barber;  see  Spence's  Anecdotes.  There  is  Pope's  cold  answer  to 
Halifax,  when  he  proposed  a  pension ;  his  behaviour  to  Craggs  and  to 
Addison  upon  like  occasions ;  and  his  own  two  lines — 

And,  thanks  to  Homer,  since  I  live  and  thrive, 
Indebted  to  no  prince  or  peer  alive — 

written  when  princes  would  have  been  proud  to  pension,  and  peers  to  • 
promote  him,  and  when  the  whole  army  of  dunces  were  in  array 
against  him;  and  would  have  been  but  too  happy  to  deprive  him  of 
iWs  boast  of  independence.  But  there  is  something  a  little  more  se- 
rious in  Mrs.  Bowles's  declaration,  that  he  ^'  would  have  spoken*'  of  his 
*^  noble  generosity  to  the  outcast,  Richard  Savage,"  and  other  instances 
of  a  compassionate  and  generous  heart,  **  had  they  occurred  to  his  re- 
cof lection  when  he  wrote,'*  What !  is  it  come  to  this '/  Does  Mr.  Bowles 
sit  down  to  write  a  minute  and  laboured  life  and  edition  of  a  great 
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poet  ?  Does  he  anatomize  bis  character,  moral  and  poetical  ?  Doei 
he  present  us  wi^h  his  faults  and  with  bis  foibles?  Does  he  sneer  at 
his  feeling,  and  doubt  of  his  sincerity  ?  Does  he  unfold  his  vanity  and 
duplicity  ?  and  then  omit  the  good  qualities  which  might,  in  part, 
have  *^  covered  this  multitude  of  sins?*'  and  then  plead  that  ^*IA^ 
dfd  noi  octur  to  kit  reeoUeeUmi  ? "  Is  this  the  frame  of  mind  and  of 
memory  with  which  the  illustrious  dead  are  to  be  approached  ?  If 
Mr.  Bowles,  who  must  have  had  access  to  all  the  means  of  refreshing 
his  memory,  did  not  recollect  these  facts,  he  is  unfit  for  his  task  ;  but 
if  he  did  recollect,  and  omit  them,  I  know  not  what  he  is  fit  for,  but  I 
know  what  would  be  fit  for  him.  Is  the  plea  of  <*  not  recollecting*' 
such  prominent  &cts  to  be  admitted  ?  Mr.  Bowles  has  been  at  a  public 
school,  and,  as  I  have  been  publicly  educated  also,  I  can  sympathise 
with  his  predilection.  When  we  were  in  the  third  form  even,  had  we 
pleaded  on  the  Monday  morning,  that  we  had  not  brought  up  the  Sa- 
turday's exercise,  because  *'  we  had  forgotten  it,*'  what  would  have 
been  the  reply?  And  is  an  excuse,  which  would  not  be  pardoned  to 
a  schoolboy^to  pass  current  in  a  matter  which  so  nearly  concerns  the 
fame  of  the  first  poet  of  his  age,  if  not  of  his  country  ?  If  Mr.  Bowles 
so  readily  forgets  the  virtues  of  others,  why  complain  so  grievously 
that  others  have  a  better  memory  for  his  own  &ults  ?  They  are  but 
the  faults  of  an  author  ;  while  the  virtues  he  omitted  from  his  catalogue 
are  essential  to  the  justice  due  to  a  man. 

Mr.  Bowles  appears,  indeed,  to  be  susceptible  beyond  the  privilege 
of  authorship.  There  is  a  plaintive  dedication  to  Mr.  Oifford,  in  which  Ae 
is  made  responsible  for  all  the  articles  of  the  Quarterly.  Mr.  Southey, 
it  seems,  '*  the  most  able  and  eloquent  writer  in  that  Review,*'  ap- 
proves of  Mr.  Bowles's  publication.  Now,  it  seems  to  me  the  more 
impartial,  that,  notwithstanding  that  the  great  writer  of  the  Quarterly 
entertains  opinions  opposite  to  the  'able  article  on  Spence,  nevertheless 
that  essay  was  permitted  to  appear.  Is  a  Review  to  be  devoted  to  the 
opinions  of  any  <me  man  ?  Must  it  not  vary  according  to  circumstances, 
and  according  to  the  subjects  to  be  crititised?  I  fear  that  writers  must 
take  the  sweets  and  bitters  of  the  public  journals  as  they  occur,  and 
an  author  of  so  long  a  standing  as  Mr.  Bowles,  might  have  become 
accustomed  to  such  incidents ;  he  might  be  angry,  but  not  astonished. 
I  have  been  reviewed  in  the  Quarterly  almost  as  often  as  Mr.  Bowles, 
and  have  had  as  pleasant  things  said,  and  some  as  unpleasamt.  as 
could  well  be  pronounced.  In  the  review  of  "  The  Fall  of  Jerusalem,** 
it  is  stated  that  I  have  devoted  '^  my  powers,  &c.  to  the  worst  parts 
of  manicheism, "  which,  being  interpreted,  means  that  I  worship 
the  devil.  Now  I  have  neither  written  a  reply,  nor  complained 
to  Cfifford.  I  believe  that  I  observed  in  a  letter  to  you,  that  I 
thought  ''that  the  critic  might  have  praised  Milman  without  find- 
ing it  necessary  to  abuse  me  ;'*  but  did  I  not  add  at  the  same  time, 
or  soon  after  (apropos,  of  the  note  in  the  book  of  Travels),  that  \ 
would  not,  if  it  were  even  in  my  power,  have  a  single  line  cancelled 
on  my  account  in  that  nor  in  any  other  publication? — Of  course,  \ 
reserve  to  myself  the  privilege  of  response  when  necessary.  Mr.  Bowleg 
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•ems  in  a  whimiieal  lUte  abont  the  author  of  the  article  ob  Spence.  Yoa 
knonr  rery  well  that  I  am  not  in  your  confidence,  nor  in  that  of  te  con- 
ductor of  the  journal.  The  moment  1  saw  that  article,  I  was  mon^y  certain 
that  I  knew  the  author  ''  by  his  style."  You  will  tell  me  that  I  do  not  know 
him  :  that  is  all  as  it  should  be ;  keep  the  secret,  so  shall  I,  though  no 
one  has  ever  intrusted  it  to  me.  He  is  not  the  person  whom  Mr.  Bowles 
denounces. .  Mr.  Bowleses  extreme  sensibility  reminds  me  of  a  circum- 
stance whidi  occurred  on  board  of  a  frigate  in  which  I  was  a  passenger 
and  guest  of  the  captain's  for  a  considerable  time.  The  surgeon  on 
board,  a  very  gentlemanly  young  man,  and  remarkably  able  in  his 
profession,  wore  a  wig.  Upon  this  ornament  he  was  extremely  tena- 
cious. As  naval  jests  are  sometimes  a  little  rough,  his  brother-officers 
made  occasional  allusions  to  this  delicate  appendage  to  the  doctor's 
person.  One  day  a  young  lieutenant,  in  the  course  of  a  facetious  dis- 
cussion, said,  *<  Suppose  now,  doctor,  I  should  take  off  your  kai*^* 
'*  Sir,"'  replied  the  doctor,  **  I  shall  talk  no  longer  with  you;  you 
grow  gcmriUna.'*  He  would  not  even  admit  so  near  an  approach  as  to 
the  hat  which  protected  it.  In  like  manner,  if  any  body  approaches 
Mr,  Bowles's  laurels,  even  in  his  outside  capacity  of  an  editor ^  '^  they 
grow  Mcurrilout.''^  Yon  say  that  you  are  about  to  prepare  an  edition 
of  Pope  ;  you  cannot  do  better  for  your  own  credit  as  a  publisher,  nor 
for  the  redemption  of  Pope  from  Mr.  Bowles,  and  of  the  public  taste 
from  rapid  degeneracy. 


A   FRAGMENT. 


June,  17,  1815. 

In  the  year  17 — ,  having  for  some  time  determioed  on  a  journey 
through  countries  not  hitherto  much  frequented  by  travellers,  I  set  out, 
accompanied  by  a  friend  whom  I  shall  designate  by  the  ni^e  of  Au- 
gustus Darvell.  He  was  a  few  years  my  elder,  and  a  man  of  consi- 
derable fortune  and  ancient  family — ^advantages  which  an  extensive 
capacity  prevented  him  alike  from  undervaluing  or  overrating.  Some 
peculiar  circnmstances  in  his  private  history  had  rendered  him  to  me 
an  object  of  attention,  of  interest,  and  even  of  regard,  which  neither 
the  reserve  of  his  manners,  nor  occasional  indications  of  an  inquietude 
at  times  nearly  approaching  to  alienation  of  mind,  could  extinguish. 

I  was  yet  young  in  life,  which  I  had  begun  early ;  but  my  intimacy 
with  him  was  of  a  recent  date :  we  had  been  educated  at  the  same 
schools  and  university,  but  his  progi^ss  through  these  had  preceded 
mine,  and  he  had  been  deeply  initiated  into  what  is  called  the  world, 
while  I  was  yet  in  my  noviciate.  While  thus  engaged,  I  had  heard 
much  both  of  his  past  and  present  life  ;  and,  although  in  these  accounts 
there  were  many  and  irreconcilable  contradictions,  I  could  still  gather 
from  the  whole  that  he  was  a  being^  of  no  common  order,  and  one 
who,  whatever  pains  he  might  take  to  avoid  remark,  would  still  be 
remarkable.  I  had  cultivated  his  acquaintance  subsequently,  and  en~ 
deavoured  to  obtain  his  friendship,  but  this  last  appeared  to  be  unat- 
tainable ;  whatever  affections  he  might  have  possessed  seemed  now, 
some  to  have  been  extinguished,  and  others  to  be  concentred :  thai 
his  feelings  were  acute,  I  had  sufficient  opportunities  of  observing ; 
for,  although  he  could  control,  he  could  not  altogether  disguise 
them  :  still  he  had  a  power  of  giving  to  one  passion  the  appear- 
ance of  another,  in  such  a  manner  that  it  was  difficult  to  define  the 
nature  of  what  was  working  within  him ;  and  the  exjM'essions  of  his 
features  would  vary  so  rapidly,  though  slightly,  that  it  was  useless  to 
trace  them  to  their  sources.  It  was  evident  that  he  was  a  prey  to 
some  cureless  disquiet ;  but  whether  it  arose  from  ambition,  love,  re- 
morse, grief,  from  one  or  all  of  these,  or  merely  from  a  morbid  tem- 
perament akin  to  disease,  I  could  not  discover  :  there  were  circum- 
stances alleged  which  might  have  justified  the  application  to  each  of 
these  causes  ;  but,  as  I  have  before  said,  these  were  so  contradictory 
and  contradictied,  that  none  could  be  fixed  upon  witli  accuracy.   Where 
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there  is  mystery,  it  is  generally  supposed  that  there  must  also  be  evil ; 
I  know  not  how  this  may  be,  but  in  him  there  certainly  was  the  one, 
though  I  conld  not  ascertain  the  extent  of  the  other — and  felt  loth,  as 
&r  as  regarded  himself,  to  believe  in  its  existence.  My  advances  were 
received  with  sufficient  coldness ;  but  I  was  young,  and  not  easily  dis- 
couraged,  and  at  length  succeeded  in  obtaining,  to  a  certain  degree, 
that  common-place  intercourse  and  moderate  confidence  of  common  and 
every-day  concerns,  created  and  cemented  by  similarity  of  pursuit  and 
,  frequency  of  meeting,  which  is  called  intimacy,  or  friendship,  according 
to  the  ideas  of  him  who  uses  those  words  to  express  them. 

Darvell  had  already  travelled  extensively,  and  to  him  I  had  applied 
for  information  with  regard  to  the  conduct  of  my  intended  journey. 
It  was  my  secret  wish  that  he  might  be  prevailed  on  to  accompany 
me :  it  was  also  a  probable  hope^  founded  upon  the  shadowy  rest- 
lessness which  I  had  observed  in  him,  and  to  which  the  animation 
which  he  sippeared  to  feel  on  such  subjects,  and  his  apparent  indif- 
ference to  all  by  which  he  was  more  immediately  surrounded,  gave 
fresh  strength.  This  wish  I  first  hinted,  and  then  expressed:  his 
answer,  though  1  had  partly  expected  it,  gave  me  all  the  pleasure  of 
surprise — he  consented;  and,  after  the  requisite  anrangements,  we 
commenced  our  voyages.  After  journeying  through  various  countries 
of  the  south  of  Europe,  our  attention  was  turned  towards  the  East, 
according  to  our  original  destination ;  and  it  was  in  my  progress 
tfarongh  those  regions  that  the  incident  occurred  upon  which  will  turn 
what  I  may  have  to  relate. 

The  constitution  of  DarveU,  which  must,  from  Ins  appearance,  have 
been  in  early  life  more  than  usually  robust,  had  been  for  some  time 
gradually  giving  way,  without  the  intervention  of  any  apparent  dis- 
ease :  he  had  neither  cough  i^or  hectic,  yet  he  became  daily  more  en- 
feebled: his  habits  were  temperate,  and  he  neither  declined  nor 
complained  of  fatigue;  yet  he  was  evidently  wasting  away:  he  be- 
came more  and  more  silent  and  sleepless,  and  at  length  so  seriously 
altered,  that  my  alarm  grew  proportionate  to  what  I  conceived  to 
be  his  danger. 

We  had  determined,  on  our  arrival  at  Smyrna,  on  an  excursion  to 
he  ruins  of  Ephesus  and  Sardis,  from  which  I  endeavoured  to  dis- 
uade  him,  in  his  present  state  of  indisposition — ^but  in  vain :  there 
appeared  to  be  an  oppression  on  his  mind,  and  a  solemnity  in  his 
manner,  which  ill  corresponded  with  his  eagerness  to  proceed  on 
what  I  regarded  as  a  mere  party  of  pleasure,  little  suited  to  a  valetu- 
dinarian ;  but  I  opposed  him  no  longer — and  iu  a  few  days  we  set  off 
together,  accompanied  only  by  a  serrugee  and  a  single  janixary. 

We  had  passed  half-way  towards  the  remains  of  Ephesus,  leaving 
behind  us  the  more  fertile  environs  of  Smyrna,  and  were  entering 
upon  that  wild  and  tenantless  track  through  the  marshes  and  defiles 
which  lead  to  the  few  huts  yet  lingering  over  the  broken  columns  of 
Diana —  the  roofless  walls  of  expelled  Christianity,  and  the  still  more 
recent  but  complete  desolation  of  abandoned  mosques — when  the  sud- 
den and  rapid  illness  of  my  companion  obliged  us  to  halt  at  a  Turkish 
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cemetery,  the  torbaned  tombstones  of  which  wer^  the  sole  indication 
that  human,  fife  had  ever  beeo  a  sojourner  in  tins  wilderness.  The 
only  caravansera  we  had  seen  was  left  some  hours  behind  us ;  n.ot  a 
vestige  of  a  town  or  even  cottage,  was  within  sight  or  hope,  and  this 
'*  city  of  the  dead  "  appeared  to  be  the  sole  refuge  for  my  unfortunate 
friend,  who  seemed  on  fhe  verge  of  becoming  the  last  of  its  inhabitants. 

In  this  situation,  I  looked  robnd  for  a  place  where  he  might  most 
conveniently  repose : — contrary  to  the  usual  aspect  of  Mahometan  burial 
grounds,  the  cypresses  were  in  this  few  in  number,  and  these  thinly 
scattered  over  its  extent :  the  tombstones  were  mostly  fiillen,  and 
w^rn  with  age :  upon  one  of  the  most  considerable  of  these,  and  be- 
neath one  of  the  most  spreading  trees,  Darvell  supported  himself,  in 
a  half-reclining  posture^  with  great  difficulty.  He  asked  for  water. 
I  had  some  doubts  of  our  being  able  to  find  any,  and  prepared  to  go 
in  search  of  it  with  hesitating  despondency — ^but  he  desired  me  to 
remain;  and  turning  to  Suleiman, [our  janizary,  who  stood  by  us  smo- 
king with  great  tranquillity,  he  said,  '^  Suleiman,  verbana  su  "  (i.  e, 
bring  some  water),  and  went  on  describing  the  spot  where  it  was  to 
be  found  with  great  minuteness,  at  a  small  well  for  camels,  a  few 
hundred  yards  to  the  right :  the  janizary  obeyed.  I  said  to  Darvell : 
**  How  did  you  know  this  ?" — He  replied,  ''  From  our  situation ;  you 
inust  perceive  that  this  place  was  once  inhabited,  and  could  not  have 
been  so  without  springs :  I  have  also  been  here  before." 

"  You  have  been  here  before ! — How  came  you  never  to  mention 
this  to  me  ?  and  what  could  you  be  doing  in  a  place  where  no  one 
woidd  remsdn  a  moment  longer  than  they  could  help  it  ?  '* 

To  this  question  I  received  no  answer.  In  the  meantime,  Suleiman 
returned  with  the  water,  leaving  the  serrugee  and  the  horses  at  the 
fountain*  The  quenching  of  his  thirst  had  the  appearance  of  reviving 
him  for  a  moment ;  and  I  conceived  hopes  of  his  being  able  to  pro- 
ceed, or  at  least  to  reborn,  and  I  urged  the  attempt.  He  was  silent — 
and  appeared  to  be  collecting  his  spirits  for  an  effort  to  speak.  He  began. 

"  This  is  the  end  of  my  journey,  and  of  my  life — I  came  here  to 
die :  but  I  have  a  request  to  make,  a  command — for  such  my  last 
words  must  be. — You  will  observe  it?"    . 

"  Most  certainly ;  but  have  better  hopes." 

'^I  have  no  hopes,  nor  wishes,  but  this — conceal  my  death  from 
every  human  being." 

''  I  hope  there  will  be  no  occasion  ;  that  you  will  recover,  and " 

"Peace  !  it  must  be  so  :  promise  this." 

"I  do." 

"Swear  it  by  all  that" He  here  dictated  an  oath  of  great 

solemnity. 

•*  There  is  no  occasion  for  this — I  will  observe  your  request ; — and 
to  doubt  me  is " 

"  It  cannot  be  helped, — ^you  must  swear." 
^  I  took  the  oath :  it  appeared  to  relieve  him.     He  removed  a  seal- 
ring  from  his  finger,  on  which  were  some  Arabic  characters,  and  pre- 
sented it  to  me.    He  proceeded — 
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*'On  the  ninth  day  d  the  month,  at  noon  precisely  (what  month 
you  please,  but  this  must  be  the  day),  you  must  ILtng  this  riqg.  into 
the  salt  springs  whidi  nm  into  the  Bay  of  Eleu^is:  the  day  after, 
at  the  same  hour,  you  must  repair  to  the. ruins  of  the  temple  of  Ceres, 
and  wait  one  hour." 

"Why?" 
'  "  You  will  see." 

«*The  ninth  day  of  the  month,  you  say?*' 
'  "  The  ninth."  "  • 

As  I  observed  that  the  present  was  the  ninth  day  of  the  month,  his 
countenance  changed,  and  he  paused*  As  he  ^ato,  evidently  becom- 
ing more  feeble,  a  i^tork,  with  a  snake  in  her  beak,  perched  upon  a 
tombstone  near  us;  and,  without  devouring  her  prey,  appeared  to  be 
stedfastly  regarding  us.  1  know  not  what  impelled  me  to  drive  it 
away,  but  the  attempt  was  useless ;  she  made  a  few  circles  in  the  air, 
and  returned  exactly  to  the  same  spot.  Darvell  pointed  to  it,  and 
smiled :  he  spoke — ^I  know  not  whether  to  himself  or  to  me — but  the 
words  were  only,  *'  *T  is  well !  " 

"  What  is  well  ?  what  do  you  mean  ?  " 

^'  No  matter :  you  must  bury  me  here  this  evening,  and  exactly 
where  that  bird  is  now  perched.  You  know  the  fest  of  my  injunc- 
tions." 

He  then  proceeded  to  give  me  several  directions  as  to  the  manner 
in  which  his  death  might  be  best  concealed.  After  these  were  finished, 
he  exclaimed,  '*  You  perceive  that  bird  ?  " 

"  Certainly." 

*'  And  the  serpent  writhing  in  her  beak  ?" 

'* Doubtless:  there  is  nothing  uncommon  in  it:  it  is  her  natural 
prey.     But  it  is  odd  that  she  does  not  devour  it." 

He  smiled  in  a  ghastly  nianner,  and  said,  faintly,  '<  It  is  not  yet 
time ! "  As  he  spoke  the  stork^  flew  away.  My  eyes"  followed  it  for 
a  moment ;  it  could  hardly  be  longer  than  ten  might  be  counted.  I 
felt  Darvell's  weight,  as  it  were,  increase  upon  my  shoulder,  and, 
turning  to  look  upon  his  face,  perceived  that  he  was  dead ! 

I  was  shocked  with  the  sudden  certainty  which  could  not  be  mis- 
taken-^his  countenance  in  a  few  minutes  became  nearly  black.  I 
should  have  attributed  so  rapid  a  change  to  poison,  had  I  not  been 
aware  that  he  had  no  opportunity  of  receiving  it  uuperceived.  The 
day  was  declining,  the  body  was  rapidly  altering,  and  nothing  re- 
mained but  to  fulfil  his  request.  With  the  aid  of  Suleiman's  ataghan 
and  my  own  sabre,  we  scooped  a  shallow  grave  upon  the  spot  which 
Darvell  had  indicated :  the  earth  easily  gave  way,  having  already  re- 
ceived some  Mahometan  tenant.  We  dug  as  deeply  as  the  time  per- 
mitted us,  and  throwing  the  dry  earth  upon  all  that  remained  of  the 
singular  being  so  lately  departed,  we  cut  a  few  sods  of  greener  turf 
from  the  less  withered  soil  around  us,  and  laid  them  upon  his  se- 
pulchre. 

Between  astonishment  and  grief,  I  was  tearless. 
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DEBATE  ON  THE  FRAME -WORK  BILL,  DS  THE  HOUSE 

OF  LORDS, 

FEBRUARY  «7,   181ti. 

The  order  of  the  day  for  the  second  reading^  of  this  bill  being  read, 
LORD  BYRON  rose,  and  (for  the  first  time)  addressed  tfaeir  lord- 
ships, as  follows : 

Mt  Lords — The  subject  now  submitted  to  your  lordships  for  the 
first  time,  though  new  to  the  House,  is  by  no  means  new  to  ^e  ceaiH 
try.  I  believe  it  had  occupied  the  serious  thoughts  of  dil  descriptions 
of  persons,  long  before  its  introduction  to  the  notice  of  that  legis- 
lature, whose  interference  alone  could  be  of  real  service.  As  a  person  • 
'  in  some  degree  connected  with  the  suffering  county,  though  a  stranger 

not  only  to  this  House  in  general,  but  to  almost  every  individual 
(  whose  attention  I  presume  to  solicit,  I  must  claim  some  portion  of 

r  your  lordships'  indulgence  whilst  I  offer  a  few  observations  on  a  ^pies- 

I  tion  in  which  I  confess  myself  deeply  interested. 

t  To  enter  into  any  detafls  of  the  riots  would  be  superfluous :  the  House 

is  already  aware  that  ef <^fy  outrage  short  of  actual  bloodshed  has  been 
'f  perpetrated,  and  that  the  proprietors  of  the  frames  olmoxious  to  the  riot- 

1  ers,  and  all  persons  supposed  to  be  connected  with  them,  have  been  liable 

i  to  insult  and  violence.    During  the  short  time  I  recently  passed  in 

le  Nottinghamshire,  not  twelve  hours  elapsed  without  some  fresh  act  of 

t  violence ;  and  on  the  day  I  left  the  county,  i  was  inlbrmed  that  forty 

frames  had  been  broken  the  preceding  evening,  as  usual,  without 
cfa  resistance  and  without  detection. 

^  Sucli  was  then  the  state  of  that  county,  and  such  I  hure  reason  to 

r-  believe  it  to  be  at  this  moment.    But  whilst  these  outrages  must  be 

If  admitted  to  exist  to  an  alarmuig  extent,  it  cannot  be  4enied  that  they 

prl  have  arisen  from  circumstances  of  the  most  unparalleled  distress.     The 

r  perseverance  of  these  miserable  men  in  their  prooeedngs,  tends  to 

prove  that  nothing  but  absolute  want  could  have  driven  a  large,  and 

once  honest  and  industrious,  body  of  the  people,  into  die  commianon 
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of  excenes  so  hasardoiu  to  themselyes,  their  families,  and  the  com- 
munity. At  the  time  to  which  I  aUade,  the  town  and  county  were 
hnrthened  with  large  detachments  of  the  military ;  the  police  was  in 
motion ;  the  magistrates  assembled ;  yet  all  the  movements,  civil  and 
military,  had  led  to — nothing.  Not  a  smgle  instance  had  occurred  of 
the  apprehension  of  any  real  delinquent  actually  taken  in  the  hct, 
against  whom  there  existed  legal  evidence  sufficient  for  conviction. 
But  the  police,  however  useless,  were  by  no  means  idle :  several  noto- 
rious delinquents  had  been  detected  ;  men,  liable  to  conviction,  on  the 
clearest  evidence,  of  the  papital  crime  of  poverty ;  men  who  had  been 
nefariously  guilty  df  lawfully  begetting  several  children,  whom,  thanks 
to  the  times !  they  were  unable  to  maintain.  Considerable  injury  has 
been  done  to  the  proprietors  of  the  improved  frames.  These  ma- 
chines were  to  them  an  advantage,  inasmuch  as  they  superseded  the 
necessity  of  employing  a  number  of  workmen,  who  were  left  in  conse- 
quence to  starve.  By  the  adoption  of  one  species  of  frame  in  parti- 
cular, one  man  performed  the  work  of  many,  and  the  superfluous 
labourers  were  thrown  out  of  employment.  Yet  it  is  to  be  observed, 
that  the  work  thus  executed  w^  inferior  in  quality ;  not  marketable 
at  home,  and  merely  hurried  over  with  a  view  to  exportation.  It  was 
called,  in  the  cant  of  the  trade,  by  the  name  of  *'  spider-work.''  The 
rejected  workmen,  in  the  blindness  of  their  ignorance,  instead  of  rejoic- 
ing at  these  improvements  in  arts  so  beneficial  to  mankind,  conceived 
themselves  to  be  sacrificed  to  improvements  in  mechanism.  In  the 
foolishness  of  their  hearts  they  imagined,  that  the  maintenance  *  and 
well-doing  of  the  industrious  poor  were  objects  of  greater  consequence 
than  the  enrichment  of  a  few  individiials  by  any  improvement,  in  the 
implements  of  trade,  which  threw  the  workmen  out  of  employment, 
and  rendered  the  labourer  unworthy  of  his  hire.  And  it  must  be  con- 
fessed that  although  the  adoption  of  the  enlarged  machinery  in  that 
state  of  our  commerce  which  the  country  once  boasted,  might  have  * 
been  beneficial  to  the  master  without  being  detrimental  to  the  servant ; 
yet,  in  the  present  situation  of  our  manufactures,  rotting  in  ware- 
houses, without  a  prospect  of  exportation,  with  the  demand  for  work 
and  workmen  equally  diminished,  frames  of  Ihis  description  tend  mate- 
rially to  aggravate  the  distress  and  discontent  of  the  disappointed  suf- 
ferers. But  the  real  cause  of  these  distresses  and  consequent  distur- 
bances lies  deeper.  When  we  are  told  that  these  men  are  leagued 
together,  not  only  for  the  destruction  of  their  own  comfort,  but  of 
their  very  means  of  subsistence,  can  we  forget  that  it  is  the  bitter 
policy,  the  destructive  warfare  of  the  Ikst  eighteen  years,  which  has 
destrcfyed  their  comfort,  your  comfort,  all  men's  comfort  ?  that  policy 
'which,  originating  with  "great  statesmen  now  no  more,"  has  sur- 
vived the  dead  to  become  a  curse  on  the  living,  unto  the  third  and 
fourth  generation !  These  men  never  destroyed  their  looms  till  they 
were  become  useless,  worse  than  useless;  till  they  were  become 
actual  impediments  to  their  exertions  in  obtaining  their  dauly  bread. 
Can.  you,  then,  wonder  that,  in  times  like  these,  when  bankruptcy, 
convicted  fraud,  and  imputed  felony,  are  found  in  a  statipn  not  far 
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beneath  that  of  your  lordships,  the  lowest,  though  once  most  useful 
portion  of  the  people,  should  forget  their  duty  in  their  distresses, 
and  become  only  less  guilty  than  one  of  their  representatives  ?  But 
while  the  exalted  offender  can  find  means  to  baffle  the  law,  new 
capital  punishments  must  be  devised,  new  snares  of  death  must  be 
spread  for  the  wretched  mechanic,  who  is  famished  into  guilt.  These 
men  were  willing  to  dig,  but  the  spade  was  in  other  hands :  they  were 
not  ashamed  to  beg,  but  there  was  none  to  relieve  them  :  their  own 
means  of  subsistence  were  cut  off,  all  other  employments  pre-occupied, 
and  their  excesses,  however  to  be  deplored  and  condemned,  can 
hardly  be  subject  of  surprise. 

It  has  been  stated,  that  the  persons  in  the  temporary  possession  of 
frames  connive  at  their  destruction ;   if  this  be  proved  upon  inquiry,  it 
were  necessary  that  such  material  accessories  to  the  crime  should  be 
principals  in  the  punishment.     But  I  did  hope,  that  any  measure  pro- 
posed by  his  majesty's  government,  for  your  lordships*  decision,  would 
have  had  conciliation  for  its  basis ;  or,  if  that  were  hopeless,  that  some 
previous  inquiry,  somjs  deliberation  would  have  been  deemed  requisite ; 
not  tihat  we  sfioiild  have  been  called  at  once  without  examination,  and 
without  cause,  to  pass  sentences  by  wholesale,  and  sign  death-warrants 
bHndfold.     But  admitting  that  these  men  had  no  cause  of  complaint ; 
that  the  grievances  of  them  and  their  employers  were  alike  groundless ; 
that  diey  deserved  the  worst;  what  inefficiency,   what  imbecility  has 
been  evinced  in  the  method  chosen  to  reduce  them  !     Why  were  the 
military  called  out  to  be  made  a  mockery  of,  if  they  were  to  be  called 
out  at  all?   As  far  as  the  difference  of  seasons  would  permit,  they  have 
merely  parodied  the  summer  campaign   of  Major  Sturgeon;   and, 
indeed,  the  whole  proceedings,  civil  and  military,  seemed  on  the  model 
of  those  of  the  Mayor  and  Corporation  of  Garratt.     Such  marchings 
and  counter-marchings !  from  Nottingham  to  Bullwell,  from  Bullwell  to 
Banford,  from  Banford  to  Mansfield !  and  when  at  length  the  detach- 
ments arrived  at  their  destinations,  in  all  ^'  the  pride,   pomp,  and 
circumstance  of  glorious  war,"  they  came  just  in  time  to  witness  the 
mbchief  which  had  been  done,  and  ascertain  the  escape  of  the  perpe- 
trators ;  to  collect  the  ^'  spolia  qpima  '*  in  the  fragments  of  broken 
frames,  and  return  to  their  quarters  amidst  the  derision  of  old  women, 
and  the  hootings  of  children.     Now,  though  in  a  free  country,  it  were 
to  be  wished  tliat  our  military  should  never  be  too  formidable,  at  least 
to  ourselves,  I  cannot  see  the  policy  of  placing  them  in  situations  where 
they  can  only  be  made  ridiculous.    As  the  sword  is  the  worst  argument 
that  can  be  used,  so  should  it  be  the  laist.     In  this  instance  it  has  been 
the  first;  but  providentially  as  yet  only  in  the  scabbard.     The  present 
measure  will,  indeed,    pluck  it  from  the  sheath;  yet  had  proper 
meetings  been  held  in  the  earlier  stjiges  of  these  riots^  had  the  griev- 
ances of  these  men  and  their  masters  (for  they  also  had  their  grievances) 
been  fairly  weighed  and  justly  examined,  I  do  think  that  means  might 
have  been  devised  to  restore  these  workmen  to  their  avocations,  and 
tranquillity  to  the  county.     At  present  the  county  suffers  from  the 
donbleinfliction  of  an  idle  military  and  a  starving  population.     In  what 
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stMe  of  apathy  hare  we  been  plooged  lo  long,  that  now  for  thefim  tane 
the  Hooee  hai  been  oikiallj  appnied  of  theie  diitiirbaiicef !    Aft  tine 
has  been  transacting  within  a  hnndred  and  thirty  miles  of  London,  and  yet 
we,  *'  good  easy  men,  hare  deemed  foil  sore  oor  greatness  was  a-ripei»- 
ing,'*  and  hare  sat  down  to  enjoy  our  foreign  triomphs  in  the  midst  of 
domestic  cahunity  •  Bat  all  the  cities  yon  hare  taken,  all  ^e  armies  which 
haTO  retreated  before  yov  leaders,  are  but  paltry  sabjects  of  self- 
eongratdation^  if  yoor  bmd  divides  against  itself,  and  yonr  dragoons 
and  yonr  ezecationers  must  be  let  loose  against  yoor  fellow-citisens* 
-*-Yoo  call  diese  men  a  mob,  desperate,  dangerous,  and  ignorant ;  and 
seem  to  think  that  the  only  way  to  qoiet  the '  *  6eltea  muiimian  etq/OM* 
■  to  lop  off  a  few  of  its  siqperflaons  heads.    But  eren  a  mob  may  be 
better  reduced  to  reason  by  a  mixture  of  conciliation  and  firmness,  diaa 
by  additional  irritation  and  redoubled  penalties.     Are  we  aware  of  ov 
obligations  to  a  mob  ?    It  is  die  mob  that  labour  in  your  fields,  and 
serve  in  your  houses, — ^that  man  your  navy,  and  recrmt  your  army, — 
diat  hare  enabled  you  to  defy  all  the  worid,  and  can  also  defy  yon  when 
neglect  and  calamity  hare  driTon  them  to  despair.     You  may  call  the 
people  a  mob ;  but  do  not  forget,  that  a  mob  too  often  speaks  the 
sentiments  of  the  people.    And  here  I  must  remark,  with  what  alacrity 
yon  are  accustomed  to  fly  to  the  succour  of  your  distressed  allies, 
leaving  the  distressed  of  your  own  country  to  the  care  of  Providence,  or 
— the  parish.     When  the  Portuguese  suffered  under  the  retreat  of  the 
French,  every  arm  was  stretched  out,  every  hand  was  opened,  from  the 
rich  man*s  largess  to  the  widow's  mite,  all  was  bestowed  to  enable  them 
to  rebuild  their  villages  and  replenish  their  granaries.    And  at  this 
moment,  when  thousands  of  misguided  but  most  unfortunate  fellow- 
countrymen  are  struggling  with  the  extremes  of  hardships  and  hunger, 
as  yonr  charity  began  abroad  it  should  end  at  home.    A  much  less  sum, 
a  tithe  of  the  bounty  bestowed  on  Portugal,  even  if  those  men  (which  I 
cannot  admit  without  inquiry)  could  not  have  been  restored  to  their 
employments,  would  have  rendered  unnecessary  die  tender  mercies  of 
die  bayonet  and  the  gibbet.    But  doubtless  our  friends  have  too  many 
foreign  claims  to  admit  a  prospect  of  domestic  relief,  though  never  did 
such  objects  demand  it.   I  have  traversed  the  seat  of  war  in  the  Penin- 
sula, I  have  been  in  some  of  the  most  oppressed  provinces  of  Turkey, 
but  never  under  the  most  despotic  of  infidel  governments  did  I  behold 
such  squalid  wretchedness  as  I  have  seen  since  my  return,  in  the  veiy 
heart  of  a  christian  country.    And  what  are  your  remedies  ?    After 
months  of  inacdon,  and  months  of  action  worse  than  inactivity,  at  length 
comes  forth  the  grand  specific,  the  never-failing  nostrum  of  all  state- 
physicians,  from  the  days  of  Draco  to  the  present  time.     Aftter  feeling 
the  pulse  and  shaking  die  head  over  the  patient,  prescribing  the  usual 
course  of  warm  water  and  bleeding,  the  warm  water  of  your  maukidi 
police,  and  the  lancets  of  your  military,   these  convulsions  must 
terminate  in  death,  the  smre  consummation  of  the  prescriptions  of  all 
political  Sangrados.     Setting  aside  the  palpable  injustice,   and  the 
certain  inefficiency  of  die  biU^,  are  there  not  capital  punishments  suffi- 
cient in  yonr  statutes  ?    Is  there  not  blood  enough  upon  yonr  penal 
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code,  that  more  must  be  poured  forth  to  ascend  to  Heaven  and  testify 
agiioBt  you  ?  How  will  you  carry  the  bill  into  effect  ?  Can  yon  comnut 
a  whole  county  to  their  own  prison  ?  Will  you  erect  a  gibbet  in  every 
field,  and  hang  up  men  like  scarecrows  ?  or  will  you  proceed  (as  you 
must  to  bring  this  measure  into  effect)  by  decimation  ?  place  the  country 
under  martuil  law?  depopulate  and  lay  waste  all  around  you?  and 
restore  Sherwood  Forest  as  an  acceptable  gift  to  the  crown,  in  its 
former  condition  of  a  royal  chale  and  an  asylum  for  outlaws  ?  Are 
tiiese  tiie  remedies  for  a  starving  and  desperate  populace  ?  Will  the 
famished  wretch  who  has  braved  your  bayonets  be  appalled  by  your 
gibbets  ?  When  death  is  a  relief,  and  the  only  relief  it  appears  that 
you  will  afford  him,  will  he  be  dragooned  into  tranquillity  ?  Will  that 
i^ch  could  not  be  effected  by  your  grenadiers,  be  accomplished  by 
your  OKecutioners  ?  If  you  proceed  by  the  forms  of  law,  where  is  your 
evidence?  Those  who  have  refused  to  impeach  their  aceompUees, 
when  transportation  only  was  the  punishment,  will  hardly  be  tempted 
to  witness  against  them  when  death  is  the  penalty.  With  all  due  de** 
ference  to  the  noble  lords  opposite,  I  think  a  little  investigation,  some 
previous  inquiry,  would  induce  even  them  to  change  their  purpose. 
That  most  favourite  state  measure,  so  marvellously  efficacious  in  many 
and  recent  instances,  temporizing,  would  not  be  without  its  advantages 
in  this.  When  a  proposal  is  made  to  emancipate  or  relieve,  yon 
hesitate,  you  deliberate  for  years,  you  temporize  and  tamper  with  the 
minds  of  men ;  but  a  death-bill  must  be  passed  off-hand,  without  a 
thought  of  the  consequences.  Sure  I  am,  from  what  I  have  heard,  and 
from  what  I  have  seen,  that  to  pass  the  bill  under  all  the  existing  cir- 
cumstances without  inquiry,  without  deliberation,  would  only  be  to  add 
injustice  to  irritation,  and  barbarity  to  neglect.  The  framers  of  sudi 
a  bill  must  be  content  to  inherit  the  honours  of  that  Athenian  lawgiver, 
whose  edicts  were  said  to  be  written  not  in  ink  but  in  blood.  But 
suppose  it  passed ;  suppose  one  of  these  men,  as  I  have  seen  them, — 
meagre  with  famine,  sullen  with  despair,  careless  of  a  life  which  yeur 
l(»>dsbips  are  perhaps  about  to  value  at  something  less  than  the  price 
of  a  stocking-frame — suppose  this  man  surrounded  by  the  children  for 
whom  he  is  unable  to  procure  bread  at  the  hazard  of  his  existence, 
about  to  be  torn  for  ever  from  a  family  which  he  lately  supported  in 
peaceful  industry,  and  which  it  is  not  his  fault  that  he  can  no  longer  so 
support— suppose  this  man,  and  there  are  ten  thousand  such  from 
whom  you  may  select  your  victims,  dragged  into  court,  to  be  tried  for 
this  new  offence  by  this  new  law ;  still,  diere  are  two  things  wanting  to 
convict  and  condemn  him ;  and  these  are,  in  my  opinion,  twelve 
butchers  for  a  jury,  and  a  Jefferies  for  a  judge ! 
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DEBATE  ON  THE  EARL  OF   DONOUGHMORE*S  MOTION 
FOR  A  COMMITTEE  ON  THE  ROMAN  CATHOUC  CXAIMS, 

April  21,   1812. 

Mt  Lords — ^The  question  before  the  House  has  been  so  freqaently, 
foil  J,  and  ablj  discnssed,  and  never  perhaps  more  ably  than  on  this 
night,  that  it  would  be  difficolt  to  aHdhce  new  argpoments  for  or  against 
it.  Bat  with  each  discussion,  difficolties  have  been  removed,  objections  . 
have  been  canvassed  and  refuted,  and  some  of  the  former  opponents  of 
Catholic  emancipation  have  at  length  conceded  to  the  expediency  of 
relieving  the  petitioners.  In  conceding  thos  mnch,  however,  a  new 
objection  is  started ;  it  is  not  the  time,  say  they,  or  it  is  an  improper 
time,  or  there  is  time  enough  yet.  In  some  degree  I  concur  with  those 
who  say  it  is  not  the  time  exactly ;  that  time  is  passed ;  better  had  it 
been  for  the  country,  that  the  Catholics  possessed  at  this  moment  their 
proportion  of  our  privileges,  that  their  nobles  held  their  due  weight  in 
our  councils,  than  that  we  should  be  assembled  to  discuss  their  claims. 
It  had  indeed  been  better 

Non  tempore  tali 
Cogere  ooncilium  cum  muros  obsidet  hostis. 

The  enemy  is  without,  and  distress  within.  It  is  too  late  to  cavil  on 
doctrinal  points,  when  we  must  unite  in  defence  of  things  more  im- 
portant than  the  mere  ceremonies  of  religion.  It  is  indeed  singular, 
that  we  are  called  together  to  deliberate,  not  on  the  God  we  adore,  for 
in  that  we  are  agreed  ;  not  about  the  king  we  obey,  for  to  him  we  are 
loyal;  but  how  far  a  difference  in  the  ceremonials  of  worship,  how  far 
believing,  not  too  little,  but  too  much  (the  worst  that  can  be  imputed 
to  the  Catholics),  how  far  too  much  devotion  to  their  God,  may 
incapacitate  our  fellowHSubjects  from  effectually  serving  their  king.  > 

Much  has  been  said,  within  and  without  doors,  of  Church  and  State, 
and  although  those  venerable  words  have  been  too  often  prostituted  to 
the  most  despicable  of  party  purposes,  we  cannot  hear  them  too  often ; 
all,  I  presume,  are  the  advocates  of  Church  and  State,  the  Church  of 
Christ,  and  the  State  of  Great  Britain ;  but  not  a  state  of  exclusion  and 
despotism,  not  an  intolerant  church,  not  a  church  militant,  which  renders 
itself  liable  to  the  very  objection  urged  against  the  Romish  communion, 
and  in  a  greater  degree,  for  the  Catholic  merely  withholds  its  spiritual 
benediction  (and  even  that  is  doubtful)  ;  but  our  church,  or  rather  our 
churchmen,  not  only  refuse  to  the  Catholic  their  spiritual  grace,  but  all 
temporal  blessings  whatsoever.  It  was  an  observation  of  the  great  Lord 
Peterborough,  made  within  these  walls,  or  within  the  walls  where  the 
Lords  then  assembled,  that  he  was  for  a  **  parliamentary  king  and  a 
parliamentary  constitution,  but  not  a  parliamentary  god  and  a  parlia- 
mentary religion."  The  interval  of  a  century  has  not  weakened  the 
force  of  the  remark.  It  is  indeed  time  that  we  should  leave  off  these 
petty  cavib  on  frivolous  points,  these  Lilliputian  sophistries,  whether 
our  **  eggs  are  best  broken  at  the  broad  or  narrow  end.'\ 
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The  opponents  of  the  Catholics  may  be  divided  into  tw6  classes ; 
those  who  assert  that  the  Catholics  have  too  much  already,  and  those 
who  allege  that  the  lower  orders,  at  least,  have  nothing  more  to  reqaire. 
We  are  told  by  the  former,  that  the  Catholics  never  will  be  contented : 
by  tlie  latter,  that  they  are  already  too  happy.  The  last  paradox  is 
sufficiently  refuted  by  the  present,  as  by  all  past  petitions ;  it  -might  as 
well  be  said,  that  the  negroes  did  not  desire  to  be  emancipated ;  but 
this  is  anunfortunate  comparison,  for  you  have  already  delivered  them 
out  of  the  house  of  bondage  without  any  petition  on  their  part,  but 
many  from  their  task-masters  to  a  contrary  effect ;  and  for  myself,  when 
I  consider  this,  I  pity  the  Catholic  peasantry  for  not  having  the  good 
fortune  to  be  born  black.  But  the  Catholics  are  contented,  or  at  least 
ought  to  be,  as  we  are  told  :  I  shall  therefore  proceed  to  touch  on  a  few 
of  those  circumstances  which  so  marvellously  contribute  to  their  ex- 
ceeding contentment.  They  are  not  allowed  the  free  exercise  of  their 
religion  in  the  regular  army ;  the  Catholic  soldier  cannot  absent  himself 
from  the  service  of  the  Protestant  clergyman,  and,  unless  he  is  quartered 
in  Ireland,  or  in  Spain,  where  can  he  find  eligible  opportunities  of  at- 
tending his  own  ?  The  permission  of  Catholic  chaplains  to  the  Irish 
militia  regiments  was  conceded  as  a  special  favour,  and  not  till  after 
years  of  remonstrance,  although  an  act,  passed  in  1793,  established  it 
as  a  right.  But  are  the  Catholics  properly  protected  in  Ireland?  Can 
the  Church  purchase  a  rood  of  land  whereon  to  erect  a  chapel  ?  No : 
all  the  places  of  worship  are  built  on  leases  of  trust  or  sufferance  from 
the  laity,  easily  broken  and  often  betrayed.  The  moment*  any  irre- 
gular wish,  any  casual  caprice  of  the  benevolent  landlord  meets  with 
opposition,  the  doors  are  barred  against  the  congregation.  This  has 
happened  continually ;  but  in  no  instance  more  glaringly  than  at  the 
town  of  Newtown-Barry,  in  the  coimty  of  Wexford.  The  Catholics, 
enjoying  no  regular  chapel,  as  a  temporary  expedient,  hired  two  barns, 
which,  being  thrown  into  one,  served  for  public  worship.  At  this  time, 
there  was  quartered  opposite  to  the  spot  an  officer,  whose  mind  appears 
to  have  been  deeply  imbued  with  those  prejudices  with  the  Protestant 
petitions,  now  on  the  table,  prove  to  have  been  fortunately  eradicated 
from  the  more  rational  portion  of  the  people ;  and  when  the  Catholics 
were  assembled  on  the  sabbath  as  usual,  in  peace  and  goodwill  towards 
men,  for  the  worship  of  their  God  and  yours,  they  found  the  chapel 
door  closed,  and  were  told  that  if  they  did  not  immediately  retire  (and 
they  were  told  this  by  a  yeoman  officer  and  a  magistrate),  the  riot  act 
should  be  read,  and  the  assembly  dispersed  at  the  point  of  the  bayonet ! 
This  was  complained  of  to  the  middle-man  of  government,  the  Secretary 
at  the  Castle  in  1806,  and  the  answer  was  (in  lieu  of  redress),  that  he 
would  cause  a  letter  to  be  written  to  the  colonel,  to  prevent,  if  possible, 
the  recurrence  of  similar  disturbances.  Upon  this  fact^  no  very  great 
stress  need  be  laid ;  but  it  tends  to  prove,  that  while  the  Catholic  church 
has  not  power  to  purchase  land  for  its  chapels  to  stand  upon,  the  laws 
for  its  protection  are  of  no  avail.  In  the  mean  time,'  the  Catholics  are 
at  the  mercy  of  every  *•  pelting  petty  officer,"  who  may  chuse  to  play 
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liis  *'  fimtaitic  tricks  before  high  heaven,**  to  msalt  4ii8  God,  and  injare 
Ilia  felloir-creatures. 

Erery  sdiool-boy,  any  foot^boy  (such  have  held  commissbiis  in  our 
service),  any  fooNboy  who  can  exchange  his  shonlder-knot  for  an 
epanlet,  may  perform  aJl  this  and  more  against  the  Catholic,  by  virtue  of 
that  very  authority  delegated  to  him  by  his  sovereign,  for  the  express 
purpose  of  defending  his  fellowHSubjects  to  the  last  drop  of  his  blood, 
without  discrimination  or  distinction  between  CaUiolic  and  Protestant. 

Have  the  Irish  Catholics  the  full  benefit  of  trial  by  jury?  They 
have  not ;  they  never  can  have,  until  they  are  permitted  to  share  the 
privilege  of  serving  as  sheriffs  and  underHsheriJSs.  Of  this  a  striking 
example  occurred  at  the  last  Enniskillen  assizes.  A  yeoman  was  ar- 
raigned  for  the  murder  of  a  Catholic  named  Macvoumagh ;  three  re- 
spectable uncontradicted  witnesses  deposed  that  they  saw  the  prisoner 
load,  take  aim,  fire  at,  and  kill  the  said  Macvoureagh.  This  was  pro- 
perly commented  on  by  the  judge ;  but,  to  the  astonishment  of  the  bar, 
and  indignation  of  the  court,  the  Protestant  jury  acquitted  the  accused. 
So  glaring  was  the  partiality,  that  Mr.  Justice  Osborne  felt  it  his  duty 
to  bind  over  the  acquitted,  but  not  absolved  assassin,  in  large  recog- 
nizances ;  thus  for  a  time  taking  away  his  license  to  kill  Catholics. 

Are  the  very  laws  passed  in  their  favour  observed  ?  They  are  ren- 
dered nugatory  in  trivial  as  in  iserious  cases.  By  a  late  act,  Catholic 
chaplains  are  permitted  in  jails,  but  in  Fermanagh  county  the  grand 
jury  lately  persisted  in  presenting  a  suspended  clergyman  for  the  office ; 
thereby  evading  the  statute,  notmthstanding  the  most  pressing  re- 
monstrances of  a  most  respectable  magistrate,  nan^^d  Fletcher,  to  the 
contrary.  Such  is  law,  such  is  justice,  for  the  happy,  free,  contented 
CathoUc! 

It  has  been  asked  in  another  place,  why  do  not  the  rich  Catholics 
endow  foundations  for  the  education  of  the  priesthood  ?  Why  do  you 
not  permit  them  to  do  so  ?  Why  are  such  bequests  subject  to  the  in- 
terference, the  vexatious,  arbitrary,  peculating  interference  of  the 
Orange  Commissioners  for  charitable  donations  ? 

As  to  Maynooth  College,  in  no  instance,  except  at  the  time  of  its 
foundation,  when  a  noble  lord  (Camden),  at  the  head  of  the  Irish  ad- 
ministration, did  appear  to  interest  himself  in  its  advancement ;  and 
during  the  government  of  a  noble  duke  (Bedford)^  who,  like  his  an- 
cestors, has  ever  been  the  friend  of  freedom  and  mankind,  and  who  has 
not  so  far  adopted  the  selfish  policy  of  the  day  as  to  exclude  the  Ca- 
tholics from  the  number  of  his  fellow-creatures ;  with  these  exceptions, 
in  no  instance  has  that  institution  been  properly  encouraged.  There 
was  indeed  a  time  when  the  Catholic  clergy  were  conciliated,  while  the 
Union  was  pending,  that  union  which  could  not  be  carried  without  them, 
while  their  assistance  was  requisite  in  procuring  addresses  from  the 
Catholic  counties ;  then  they  were  cajoled  and  caressed,  feared  and 
flattered,  and  given  to  understand  that  ^'  the  Union  would  do  every 
thing ; "  but,  the  moment  it  was  passed,  they  were  driven  back  with 
contempt  into  their  former  obscurity. 
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In  the  conduct  pursued  towards  Mayuootb  College »  every  thing  is 
done  to  irritate  and  perplex — every  thing  is  done  to  efface  the  slightest 
impression  of  gratitude  from  the  Catholic  mind ;  the  very  hay  made  upon 
the  lawn,  the  fat  and  tallow  of  the  beef  and  mutton  allowed,  must  be  paid 
for  and  accounted  upon  oath.  It  is  true,  this  economy  in  miniature  can- 
not be  sufficiently  commended,  particularly  at  a  time  when  only  the 
insect  de&ulters  of  the  Treasury,  your  Hunts  and  your  Chinnerys,  when 
only  those  '^gilded  bugs  "  can  escape  the  microscopic  eye  of  ministers. 
But  when  you  come  forward,  session  after  session,  as  your  paltry  pittance 
is  wrung  from  you  with  wrangling  and  reluctance,  to  boast  of  your  libe^ 
rality,  well  might  the  Catholic  exclaim,  in  the  words  of  Prior,-*** 

To  John  I  owe  some  obligalion, 

But  John  unluckily  thinks  fit 
To  publish  it  to  all  the  nation. 

So  John  and  I  are  more  than  quit. 

Some  persons  have  compared  the  Catholics  to  the  beggar  in  Oil  Bias. 
Who  made  them  beggars  ?  Who  are  enriched  with  the  spoils  of  their 
ancestors  ?  And  cannot  you  relieve  the  beggar,  when  your  fathers 
have  made  him  such  ?  If  you  are  disposed  to  relieve  him  at  all,  cannot 
you  do  it  without  flinging  your  farthings  in  his  face  ?  As  a  contrast, 
however,  to  this  beggariy  benevolence,  let  us  look  at  the  Protestant 
charter-schools;  to  them  you  have  lately  granted  J^.41,000:  thus  are 
they  supported,  and  how  are  they  recruited  ?  Montesquieu  observes, 
on  the  English  constitution,  that  the  model  may  be  found  in  Tacitus, 
where  the  historian  describes  the  policy  of  tiie  Germans,  and  adds, 
*/  this  beautiful  system  was  taken  from  the  woods ; "  so  in  speaking  of 
the  charter  schools,  it  may  be  observed,  that  this  beautiful  system  was 
taken  from  the  gypsies.  These  schools  are  recruited  in  the  same 
manner  as  the  Janizaries  at  the  time  of  their  enrolment  under  Amurath, 
and  the  gypsies  of  the  present  day,  with  stolen  children, with  children  de- 
coyed  and  kidnapped  from  their  Catholic  connexions  by  their  rich  and 
powerful  Protestant  neighbours :  this  is  notorious,  and  one  instance  may 
suffice  to  show  in  what  manner.  The  sister  of  a  Mr.  Carthy  (a  Catholic 
gentleman  of  very  considerable  property)  died,  leaving  two  girls,  who 
were  immediately  marked  out  as  proselytes,  and  conveyed  to  the  charter-* 
school  of  Coolgreny.  Their  uncle,  on  being  apprised  of  the  fact,  which 
took  place  during  his  absence,  applied  for  the  restitution  of  his  nieces, 
offering  to  settle  an  independence  on  these  his  relations ;  his  request 
was  refused,  and  not  till  after  five  years*  struggle,  and  the  interference 
of  very  high  authority,  could  this  Catholic  gentleman  obtain  back  his 
nearest  of  kindred  from  a  charity  charternschool.  In  this  manner  are 
proselytes  obtained,  and  mingled  with  the  offspring  of  such  Protestants 
as  may  avail  themselves  of  the  institution.  And  how  are  they  taught  ? 
A  catechism  is  put  into  their  hands  consisting  of,  I  believe,  forty-five 
pages,  in  which  are  three  questions  relative  to  the  Protestant  religion ; 
one  of  these  queries  is,  *'  Where  was  the  Protestant  religion  before 
Luther  ?  "  Answer,  ^'  In  the  Gospel."  '  The  remainmg  forty-four  pages 
and  a  half  regard  the  damnable  idolatry  of  Papists  ! 
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Allow  me  to  ask  our  spiritual  pastors  and  masters,  is  this  ttaamng  up 
a  child  in  the  way  which  he  shoald  go  ?  Is  this  the  religion  of  the  gospel 
hefore  the  time  of  Luther?  that  religion  which  preaches  ''Peace  on 
earth,  and  glory  to  God  ?  "  Is  it  hringing  up  infants  to  be  men  or 
devils  ?  Better  would  it  be  to  send  them  any  where  than  teach  them 
such  doctrines ;  better  send  them  to  those  islands  in  the  South  Seas, 
v^ere  they  might  more  humanely  learn  to  become  cannibals ;  it  would 
be^less  disgusting  that  they  were  brought  up  to  devour  the  dead,  than 
persecute  the  living.  Schools,  do  you  call  them  ?  call  them  rather 
dunghills,  where  the  viper  of  intolerance  deposits  her  young,  that, 
when  their  teeth  are  cut  and  their  poison  is  mature,  they  may  issue 
forth,  filthy  and  venomous,  to  sting  the  Catholic.  But  are  these  the 
doctrines  of  the  Church  of  England,  or  of  churchmen  ?  No ;  the  most 
enlightened  churchmen  are  of  a  different  opinion.  What  says  Paley  ? 
"  I  perceive  no  reason  why  men  of  different  religious  persuasions 
should  not  sit  upon  the  same  bench,  deliberate  in  the  same  council,  or 
fight  in  the  same  ranks,  as  well  as  men  of  various  religious  opinions, 
upon  any  controverted  topic  of  natural  history,  philosophy,  or  ethics/' 
It  may  be  answered  that  Paley  was  not  strictly  orthodox ;  I  know  no- 
thing of  his  orthodoxy,  but  who  will  deny  that  he  was  an  ornament  to 
the  church,  to  human  nature,  to  Christianity  ? 

I  shall  not  dwell  upon  the  grievance  of  tithes,  so  severely  felt  by  the 
peasantry,  but  it  may  be  proper  to  observe,  that  there  is  an  addition 
to  the  burthen,  a  per  centage  to  the  gatherer,  whose  interest  it  thus 
becomes  to  rate  them  as  highly  as  possible ;  and  we  know  that  in  many 
large  livings  in  Ireland,  the  only  resident  Protestants  are  the  tithe 
proctor  and  his  family. 

Among  many  causes  of  irritatioir,  too  numerous  for  recapitulation, 
there  is  one  in  the  militia  not  to  be  passed  over,  I  mean  the  existence 
of  Orange  lodges  amongst  the  privates :  can  the  officers  deny  this?  And 
if  such  lodges  do  exist,  do  they,  can  they  tend  to  promote  harmony 
amongst  the  men,  who  are  thus  individually  separated  in  society, 
although  mingled  in  the  ranks  ?  And  is  this  general  system  of  perse- 
cution to  be  permitted,  or  is  it  to  be  believed  that  with  such  a  system 
the  Catholics  can  or  ought  to  be  contented  ?  If  they  are,  they  belie 
human  nature ;  they  are  then,  indeed,  unworthy  to  be  any  thing  but 
the  slavey  you  have  made  them.  The  facts  stated  are  from  most  re- 
spectable authority,  or  I  should  not  have  dared  in  this  place,  or  any 
place,  to  hazard  this  avowal..  If  exaggerated,  there  are  plenty,  as 
willing  as  I  believe  them  to  be  unable,  to  disprove  them.  Should  it  be 
objected  that  I  never  was  in  Ireland,  I  beg  leave  to  observe,  that  it  is 
as  easy  to  know  something  of  Ireland  without  having  been  there,  as  it 
appears  with  some  to  have  been  born,  bred,  and  cherished  there,  and 
yet  remain  ignorant  of  its  best  interests. 

But  there  are,  who  assert  that  the  Catholics  have  already  been  too 
much  indulged  -.  see  (cry  they)  what  has  been  done :  we  have  given 
them  one  entire  college,  we  allow  them  food  and  raiment,  the  full  en- 
joyment of  the  elements,  and  leave  to  fight  for  us  as  long  as  they  have 
limbs  and  lives  to  offer ;  and  yet  they  are  never  to  be  satisfied !    Gene- 
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rous  and  just  declaimers !  To  this,  and  to  this  only,  amounts  the  whole 
of  your  arguments,  when  stript  of  their  sophistry.  These  personages 
remind  me  of  the  story  of  a  certain  drummer,  who  heing  called  upon  in 
the  course  of  duty  to  administer  punishment  to  ^  friend  tied  to  the  hal- 
berts,  was  requested  to  flog  high ;  he  did — ^to  flog  low,  he  did — to  flog 
in  the  middle,  he  did — high,  low,  down  the  middle,  and  up  again,  but 
all  in  yain,  the  patient  continued  his  complaints  with  the  most  provoking 
pertinacity,  until  the  drummer,  exhausted  and  angry,  flung  down  his 
scourge,  exclaiming,  >' the  devil  burn  you;  there's  no  pleasing  you, 
flog  where  one  will ! "  Thus  it  is ;  you  have  flogged  the  Catholic  high, 
low,  here,  there,  and  every  where,  and  then  you  wonder  he  is  not 
pleased.  It  is  true,  that  time,  experience,  and  that  weariness  which 
attends  even  the  exercise  of  barbarity,  have  taught  you  to  flog  a  little 
more  gently,  but  still  you  continue  (o  lay  on  the  lash,  and  will  so  con- 
tinue, till  perhaps  the  rod, may  be  \9rested  from  your  hands,  and  ap- 
plied to  the  backs  of  yourselves  and  your  p^osterity. 

It  was  said  by  somebody  in  a  former  debate  (F  forget  by  whom,  and 
am  not  very  anxious  to  remember) ^  if  the  Catholics  are  emancipated, 
why  not  the  Jews  ?  If  this  sentiment  was  dictated  by  compassion  for 
the  Jews,  it  might  deserve  attention,  but  as  a  sneer  against  the  Ca- 
tholic, what  is  it  but  the  language  of  Shylock  transferred  from  his 
daughter's  marriage  to  Catholic  emancipation  ? — 

Would  any  of  the  tribe  of  Barrabbas 
Should  have  it  rather  than  a  christian ! 

I  presume  a  Catholic  is  a  christian,  even  in  the  opinion  of  him 
whose  taste  only  can  be  called  in  question  for  his  preference  of  the 
Jews. 

It  is  a  remark  often  quoted  of  Dr.  Johnson  (whom  I  take  to  be  al> 
inost  as  good  authority  as  the  gentle  apostle  of  intolerance.  Dr.  Duige- 
nan),  tha^  he  who  could  entertain  serious  apprehensions  of  danger 
to  the  Church  in  these  times,  would  have  "  cried  fire  in  the  deluge." 
This  is  more  than  a  metaphor,  for  a  remnant  of  these  antediluvians  ap- 
pear actually  to  have  come  down  to  us,  with  fire  in  their  mouths  and 
water  in  their  brains,  to  disturb  and  pei-plex  mankind  with  their  whim- 
sical outcries.  And  as  it  is  an  infallible  symptom  of  that  distressing 
malady  with  which  I  conceive  them  to  be  a£Qicted  (so  any  doctor  will 
inform  your  lordships),  for  the  unhappy  invalids  to  perceive  a  flame 
perpetually  flashing  before  their  eyes,  particularly  when  their  eyes  are 
shut  (as  those  of  the  persons  to  whom  I  allude  have  long  been),  it  is 
impossible  to  convince  these  poor  creatures,  that  the  fire  against  which 
they  are  perpetually  warning  us  and  themselves,  is  nothing  but  an  ignii 
fatuus  of  their  own  drivelling  imaginations.  What  rhubarb,  senna,  or 
'*  what  purgative  drug  can  scour  that  fancy  thence  ?" — ^It  is  impos- 
sible :  they  are  given  over,  theirs  is  the  true 

Caput  insanabile  tribus  Anticyris. 
These  are  your  true  Protestants.     Like  Bayle,  who  protested  against 
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all  t«ctt  whatsoever,  lo  do  they  protest  against  Catholic  peti^ns, 
Ihrotestant  petitbns,  all  redress,  iXk  that  reason,  hamanitj,  pelky, 
justice,  and  common  sense  can  wrge  agabst  the  delasbns  of  their  ab- 
sard  delirium.  These  are  the  persons  who  reveise  the  fiible  of  the 
mountain  that  brought  forth  a  mouse ;  they  are  the  mice  who  eon* 
ceive  themselves  in  labour  with  mountains. 

To  return  to  the  Catholics,  suppose  the  Irish  were  Actually  con- 
tented under  their  disabilities,  suppose  them  capable  of  such  a  bull  as 
not  to  desire  deliverance,  ought  we  not  to  wish  it  for  ourselves  ?  Have 
we  nothing  to  gain  by  their  emancipation  ?  What  resources  have  been 
wasted,  what  talents  have  been  lost,  by  the  selfish  system  of  exclusion  ! 
You  already  know  the  value  of  Irish  aid ;  at  this  moment  the  defenos 
of  England  is  intrusted  to  the  Irish  militia ;  at  this  moment,  while  the 
starving  people  are  rising  in  the,  fierceness  of  despair,  the  Irish  are 
faithful  to  their  trust.  But  till  equal  energy  is  imparted  throughout 
by  the  extension  of  freedom,  you  cannot  enjoy  the  full  benefit  of  the 
strength  which  you  are  glad  to  interpose  between  you  and  destruction. 
Ireland  has  done  much,  but  will  do  more.  At  this  moment  the  only 
triumph  obtained^  through  long  years  of  continental  disaster  has  been 
achieved  by  an  Irish  general ;  it  is  true  he  is  not  a  Catholic ;  had  he 
been  so,  we  should  have  been  deprived  of  bis  exertions ;  but  I  pre- 
sume no  one  will  assert  that  his  religion  would  have  impaired  his  ta- 
lents, or  diminished  his  patriotism,  though  in  that  case  he  must  have 
conquered  in  the  ranks,  for  he  never  could  have  commanded  an  army. 

But  while  he  is  fighting  the  battles  of  the  Catholics  abroad,  his  noble 
brother  has  this  night  advocated  their  cause,  with  an  eloquence  which 
I  shall  not  depreciate  by  the  humble  tribute  of  my  panegyric,  whilst 
a  third  of  his  kindred,  as  unlike  as  unequal,  has  been  combating  against 
his  catholic  brethren  in  Dublin,  with  circular  letters,  edicts,  procla- 
mations, arrests,  and  dispersions — all  the  vexatious  implements  of 
petty  warfaire  that  could  be  wielded  by  the  mercenary  guerillas  of 
government,  clad  in  the  rusty  armour  of  their  obsolete  statutes.  Your 
lordships  will,  doubtless,  divide  new  honours  between  the  saviour  of 
Portugal,  and  the  dispenser  of  delegates.  It  is  singular,  indeed,  to 
observe  the  dlfierence  between  our  foreign  and  domestic  policy ;  if 
Catholic  Spain,  faithful  Portugal,  or  the  no  less  Catholic  and  faithful 
king  of  the  one  Sicily  (of  which,  by  the  by,  you  have  lately  deprived 
him),  stand  in  need  of  succour,  away  goes  a  fleet  and  an  army,  an 
ambassador  and  a  subsidy,  sometimes  to  fight  pretty  hardly,  generally 
to  negotiate  very  badly,  and  always  to  pay  very  dearly  for  our  Popish 
allies.  But  let  four  millions  of  fellow-subjects  pray  for  relief,  who 
fight  and  pay  and  labour  in  your  behalf,  they  must  be  treated  as 
aliens,  and  although  their  '^  father's  house  has  many  mansions,"  there 
is  no  resting-place  for  them*  Allow  me  to  ask,  are  you  not  fighting 
for  the  emancipation  of  Ferdinand  the  Seventh,  who  certainly  is  a  fool, 
and  consequently,  in  all  probability,  a  bigot  ?  and  have  you  more  re- 
gard for  a  foreign  sovereign  than  your  own  fellow-subjects,  who  are 
not  fools,  for  they  know  your  interest  better  than  you  know  your 
own ;  who  are  not  bigots,  for  they  return  yon  good  for  evil ;  but  who 
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are  in  worse  durance  than  the  prison  of  an  usurper,  inasmuch  as  the 
fetters  of  the  mind  are  more  ^allingr  than  those  of  the  hody  ? 

Upon  the  consequences  of 'your  not  acoetUng  to  the  claims  of  the 
petitioners,  I  shall  not  expatiate ;  you  know  them,  you  will  feel  them, 
and  your  children's  children  when  you  axe  passed  away.  Adieu  to 
that  Union  so  called,  as  '*  Lucus  a  mm  lucendo"  a  Union  from  ne^er 
uniting,  which,  in  its  first  operation,  gave  a  death-hlow  to  the  inde- 
pendence of  Ireland,  and  in  its  last  may  he  the  cause  of  her  eternal 
separation  from  his  country.  If  it  must  he  called  a  Union,  it  is  the 
union  of  the  shark  with  his  prey ;  the  spoiler  swallows  up  his  victim, 
and  thus  they  hecome  one  and  indivisible.  Thus  has  Ch-eat  Britain 
swallowed  up  the  parliament,  the  constitution,  the  independence  of 
Ireland,  and  refuses  to  disgorge  even  a  single  privilege,  although  for 
the  relief  of  her  swollen  and  distempered  hody  politic. 

And  now,  my  lords,  hefore  I  sit  down,  will  his  majesty's  ministers 
permit  me  to  say  a  few  words,  not  on  their  merits,  for  that  would  be 
superfluous,  but  on  the  degree  of  estimation  in  which  they  are  held  by 
the  people  of  these  realms.  The  esteem  in  which  they  are  held  has 
been  boasted  of  in  a  triumphant  tone  on  a  late  occasion  within  these 
walls,  and  a  comparison  instituted  between  their  conduct,  and  that  of 
noble  lords  on  this  side  of  the  House. 

What  portion  of  popularity  may  have  fallen  to  the  share  of  my  noble  • 
friends  (if  such  I  may  presume  to  call  them),  I  shall  pot  pretend  to 
ascertain ;  but  that  of  his  majesty's  ministers  it  were  vain  to  deny. 
It  is,  to  be  sure,  a  little  like  the  wind, — no  one  knows  *'  whence  it 
Cometh  or  whither  it  goeth,"  but  they  feel  it,  they  enjoy  it,  they 
boast  of  it..  Indeed,  modest  and  unostentatious  as  they  are,  to  what 
part  of  the  kingdom,  even  the  most  remote,  can  they  flee  to  avoid  the 
triumph  which  pursues  them  ?  If  they  plunge  into  the  midland  coun-» 
ties,  there  will  they  be  greeted  by  the  manufacturers  with  spumed 
petitions  in  their  hands,  and  those  halters  round  their  necks  recently 
voted  in  their  behalf,  imploring  blessings  on  the  heads  of  those  who 
so  simply,  yet  ingeniously,  contrived  to  remove  them  from  their  mise- 
ries in  this  to  a  better  world.  If  they  journey  on  to  Scotland,  from 
Glasgow  to  Johnny  Groat's,  every  where  will  they  receive  similar 
marks  of  approbation.  If  they  take  a  trip  from  Portpatrick  to  Dona- 
ghadee,  there  will  they  rush  at  once  into  the  embraces  of  four  Ca- 
tholic millions,  to  whom  their  vote  of  this  night  is  about  to  endear  them 
for  ever.  When  they  return  to  the  metropolis,  if  they  can  pass  under 
Temple  Bar  without  unpleasant  sensations  at  the  sight  of  the  greedy 
niches  over  that  ominous  gateway,  they  cannot  escape  the  acclama- 
tions of  the  livery,  and  the  more  tremulous,  but  not  less  sincere  ap- 
plause, the  blessings,  '*  not  loud  but  deep,"  of  bankrupt  merchants 
and  doubting  stock-holders.  If  they  look  to  the  army,  what  wreaths, 
not  of  laurel,  but  of  night-shade,  are  preparing  for  ^{le  heroes  of  Wal- 
cheren !  It  is  true,  there  are  few  Hving  deponents  left 'to  testify  to 
their  merits  on  that  occasion ;  but  ^'  a  cloud  of  witnesses"  are  gone 
above  from  that  gallant  army  which  they  so  generously  and  piously 
dispatched,  to  recruit  the  <<  noble  army  of  martyrs." 
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What  if,  in  the  course  of  this  triiunphai  career  (in  which  they  will 
gather  as  many  pebbles^  as  Caligula's  army  did  on  a  similar  triumpli, 
the  prototype  of  their  own),  they  do  not  perceive  any  of  those  me- 
morials which  a  grateful  people  erect  in  honour  of  their  benefactors ; 
what  although  not  even  a  sign-post  will  condescend  to  depose  the  Sa- 
racen's head  in  favour  of  the  likeness  of  the  conquerors  of  Walcheren, 
they  will  not  want  a  picture  who  can  always  have  a  caricature ;  or 
regret  the  omission  of  a  statue  who  will  so  often  see  themselves 
exalted  in  effigy.  But  their  popularity  is  not  limited  to  the  narrow 
bounds  of  an  island  ;  there  >re  other  countries  where  their  measures, 
and,  above  all;  their  conduct  to  the  CathoUcs,  must  render  them  pre- 
eminently popular.  If  tHey  are  beloved  here,  in  France  they  must 
be  adored.  There  is  no  measure  more  repugnant  to  the  designs  and 
feelings  of  Bonaparte  than  Catholic  emancipation  ;  no  line  of  conduct 
more  propitious  to  his  projects,  than  that  which  has  been  pursued^  is 
pursuing,  and,  I  fear,  will  be  pursued,  towards  Ireland.  What  is 
England  without  Ireland,  and  what  is  Ireland  without  the  Catholics? 
It  is  on  the  basLs  of  your  tyranny  Napoleon  hopes  to  build  his  own. 
So  grateful  must  oppression  of  the  Catholics  be  to  his  mind,  that, 
doubtless  (as  he  has  lately  permitted  some  renewal  of  intercourse)  the 
next  cartel  will  convey  to  this  country  cargoes  of  Sevres-china  and  blue 
ribands  (things  in  great  request,  and  of  equal  value  at  this  moment), 
blue  ribands  of  the  legion  of  honour  for  Dr.  Duigenan  and  his  mi- 
nisterial disciples.  Such  is  that  well-earned  popularity,  the  result  of 
those  extraordinary  expeditions,  so  expensive  to  ourselves,  and.  so 
useless  to  our  allies ;  of  those  singular  inquiries,  so  exculpatory  to 
the  accused,  and  so  dissatisfactory  to  the  people ;  of  those  paradoxical 
victories,  so  honourable,  as  we  are  told,  to  the  British  name,  and  so 
destructive  to  the  best  interests  of  the  British  nation  :  above  all,  such 
is  the  reward  of  a  conduct  pursued  by  ministers  towards  the  Catholics. 

I  have  to  apologize  to  the  House,  who  will,  I  trust,  pardon  one,  not 
often  in  the  habit  of  intruding  upon  their  indulgence,  for  so  long  at- 
tempting to  engage  their  attention.  My  most  decided  opinion  is,  as 
my  vote  will  be,  in  favour  of  the  motion. 


DEBATE  ON  MAJOR  CARTWRIGHrS  PETITION, 

JUNE  1,  1818. 

LORD  BYRON  rose  and  said  : 

Mt  Lord!{ — ^The  petition  which  I  now  bold  for  the  purpose  of  pre- 
senting to  the  House,  is  one  which  I  humbly  conceive  requires  the 
particular  attention  of  your  lordships,  inasmuch  as,  though  signed  but 
by  a  single  individual,  it  contains  statements  which  (if  not  disproved) 
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demand  most  serions  investigation.  The  grievance  of  which  the  pe- 
titioner complains  is  neither  selfish  nor  imaginary.  It  is  not  his  own 
only,  for  it  has  been  and  is  still  felt  by  numbers.  No  one  without 
these  walls,  nor  indeed  within,  but  may  to-morrow  be  made  liable  to 
the  same  insult  and  obstruction,  in  the  discharge  of  an  imperious  duty 
for  the  restoration  of  the  true  constitution  of  these  realms  by  peti-' 
tioning  for  reform  in  parliament.  The  petitioner,  my  lords,  is  a  man 
whose  long  life  has  been  spent  in  one  unceasing  struggle  for  the  li- 
berty of  the  subject,  against  that  undue  influence  which  has  increased, 
is  increasing,  and  ought  to  be  diminished ;  and,  whatever  difference 
of  opinion  may  exbt  as  to  his  political  tenets,  few  will  be  found  to 
question  the  integrity  of  his  intentions.  Even  now,  oppressed  witb 
years,  and  not  exempt  from  the  infirmities  attendant  on  his  age, 
but  still  unimpaired  in  talent,  and  unshaken  in  spirit — ^^Jrangasy  rum 
Jkeies " — he  has  received  many  a  wound  in  the  combat  against  cor- 
ruption; and  the  new  grievance,  the  fresh  insult  of  which  he  complains, 
may  inflict  another  scar,  but  no  dishonour.  The  petition  is  signed  by 
John  Cartwright ;  and  it  was  in  behalf  of  the  people  and  parliament, 
in  the  lawful  pursuit  of  that  reform  in  the  representation^  ^hich  is  the 
best  service  to  be  rendered  both  to  parliament  and  people,  that  he 
encountered  the  wanton  outrage  which  forms  the  subject  matter  of  his 
petition  to  your  lordships.  It  is  couched  in  firm,  yet  respectful 
language — ^in  the  language  of  a  man,  not  regardless  of  what  is  due  to 
himself,  but,  at  the  same  time,  I  trust,  equally  mindful  of  the  de- 
ference to  be  paid  to  this  House.  The  petitioner  states,  amongst 
other  matter  of  equal,  if  not  greater  importance,  to  all  who  are  British 
in  their  feelings,  as  well  as  blood  and  birth^  that  on  the  21st  January, 
1813,  at  Huddersfield,  himself  and  six  other  persons,  who,  on  tearing 
of  his  arrival,  had  waited  on  him  merely  as  a  testimony  of  respect, 
were  seized  by  a  military  and  civil  force,  and  kept  in  close  custody 
for  several  hours,  subjected  to  gross  and  abusive  insinuations  from 
the  commanding-officer^  relative  to  the  charactier  of  the  petitioner; 
that  he  the  petitioner  was  finally  Carried  before  a  magistrate ;  and  not 
released  till  an  examination  of  his  papers  proved  that  there  was  not 
only  no  just,  but  not  even  statutable  charge '  against  him ;  and  that 
notwithstanding  the  promise  and  order  from  the  presiding  magistrates 
of  a  copy  of  the  warrant  against  your  petitioner,  it  was  afterwards 
withheld  on  divers  pretexts,  and  has  never  until  this  hour  been  granted. 
The  names  and  condition  of  the  parties  wiU  be  found  in  the  petition. 
To  the  other  topics  touched  upon  in  the  petition,  I  shall^  not  now  ad- 
vert, from  a  wish  not  to  encroach  upon  the  time  of  the  House ;  but  I 
do  most  sincerely  call  the  attention  of  your  lordships  to  its  general 
contents — it  is  in  the  cause  of  the  parliament  and  people  that  the  rights 
of  this  venerable  freeman  have  been  violated,  and  it  is,  in  my  opinion, 
.  the  highest  mark  of  respect  that  could  be  paid  to  the  House,  that  to 
your  justice,  rather  than  by  appeal  to  any  inferior  court,  he  now  com- 
mits himself..  Wliatever  may  be  the  fate  ofhb  remonstrance,  it  is  some 
satisfaction  to  me,  though  mixed  with  regret  for  the  occasion,  that  I 
have  this  opportunity  of  publicly  stating  the  obstruction  to  which  the 


